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•PREFACE. 



The religious and civil institutioDSy and the state of society among the 
patriarchal or Highland Clans, have been so misonderstood and misrepresented, 
as to have made on the English-speaking public the impression that these 
Clans were in a state of lawless barbarity at the dawn of authentic history, and 
continued in that condition until a period within tlie memory of men still living. 
Several untoward circumstances, chiefly resulting from the translation of 
Ossian's poems, have occurred to confirm tliis impression. One learned and 
talented Englishmen, ¥rith a direct reference to these poems, contended that such 
ideas and feelings could not be expressed in the rude gibberish of a barbarous 
people; and several English-speaking Lowlanders and Highlanders, taking 
up this view of the subject, and having the same conviction as to the rude 
uncultivated character of the language, maintained that tlie Highland Clans 
had no poetry, and could not have had any poetry, excepting that which had 
been recently forged for tliem in English, by writers of so un^rupulous a 
character as to father their patched-up plagiarisms on mythic bards, known 
only to the vulgar lore of a people who had never emerged from a state of 
lawless barbarity. That these gentlemen were in total ignorance of the subject 
on which tliey wrote so dogmatically, did not lessen tlie influence of their 
opinions on readers who had no means of detecting that ignorance, and who 
naturally gave them credit for too much honesty and decency, to believe them 
capable of writing so confidently on a subject of which they knew nothing. 
It is very true, that, on a recent occasion, the achievements and conduct of the 
Highlanders were such as could not fail to cause doubt in the minds of an 
enlightened people, on the ex parti statements of those who represented the 
Highland Clans as plundering barbarians ; since it is impossible to believe that 
a mere handful of barbarians could, not only encounter, but defeat a regularly 
trained army, or that lawless marauders, in overunning a country, should have 
committed fewer outrages than were ever known to have been committed by 
any disciplined army in similar circumstances. These facts were known to the 
writers above referred to, when they were writing down the Highlanders ! It 
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may, I thiDk, very fairly be assumed, that the age which witnessed these achieve- 
ments and that conduct, and preferred believing ill-natured and dishonest assump- 
tions to fairly interpreting these well known facts, was neither intelligent nor 
generous. Nevertheless, the succeeding age approved of, and followed their 
example, if we may judge by the unabated prejudices against the Highlandei& 
When modem wealth and refinement created such a demand for all kinds of 
literature, it was naturally interpreted as unfavourable to the pretensions of the 
Grael, that that literature was found apparently nil; nor, until within these few 
years did a single writer wield the pen to explain the reason, although it was 
quite easy to do so, by throwing light on the ancient institutions and tenures 
of the Celtic Clans, and showing that, when the patriarchal system was struck 
down by the disasters of Culloden, the rights and privileges of the people were 
violated, and the same efiect given to feudal charters over the unconquered 
lands of the Highlanders, which they had long previously attained over the 
conquered lands of the people of England, and that the Gktel had been thus 
placed in a state of transition and eviction, which was equally unfavourable to 
the pursuit or the remuneration of literature. 

The melodies, reels, and strathspeys of the Ghiel met with no better fat« than 
the "Ossian" of Macpherson, and the " Sean Dana" of the Rev. Dr Smith; nobody 
believed in their antiquity. For how, it was philosophically argued, could a 
rude and barbarous people carry down from remote ages in their oral lore and 
every day amusements, such poetry and such music ? This was sound reason- 
ing ; for it is impossible to believe, (1.) that the music and poetry of a separate 
and distinct people could have two separate and distinct characters, fix)m llie 
indissoluble connexion between poetry and music, until within a very recent 
period. (2.) It was equally impossible to believe that the poetry and music of a 
people, and the people themselves, should be of two different and distinct 
characters; that the people should be rude and barbarous, and their poetry 
and music not only intelligent, but refined. Either of the two postulates 
must be conceded, therefore, to Dr Johnson, by whom the question of the 
authenticity of the poems was put on this sound and philosophic basia The 
Doctor does not seem to have had the music of the Highlanders under 
consideration ; but I submit that the music and the poetry were twins, — ^bom 
of the same parentage, nursed at the same bosom, and reared among the same 
glens and mountains ; and that whoever believes in the one, is bound to believe 
in the other. I therefore thoroughly agree with Doctor Johnson, so far as he goes ; 
but submit that the music forms an inseparable element in the question. The 
state of society that could have produced, and have in its every day amusements 
preserved such music, might well produce such poetry ; and that state of sodety 
could not have been either rude or barbarous. But the copiers and publishers 
of the music had by their own vile snobbery contributed to the scepticism on 
the subject They deprived the melodies and tunes of the signet of antiquity 
contained in the hereditary names, and rebaptised them, in compliment to their 
patrons and patronesses, and thus stamped them, ex facte, as modem instead of 
ancient music. 
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The transition state of the Gael is now past The feudal historians and 
dearauce-makers have done their worst ; but the Clans have their Lanquaqe, 
their Poetry, and their Music still left, and in these they have ample materials, 
if properly handled, to vindicate the memory of their noble ancestors against 
the charge of lawless barbarity. Hence this treatise. I was not, while writing 
it, insensible of the difficulty of finding purchasers and readers for any work on 
a subject so prejudiced and prejudged. And I could not venture to incur 
liability for a large amount of advertisements. But I published my proposal in 
a few of the newspapers most likely to meet the eyes of Highlanders, as I 
never doubted, should my object be made generally known, that there are 
thousands of Highlanders who are as anxious as I possibly can be, to remove 
the charge of lawless barbarity made against the memory of our ancestors, and 
the sentence of proscription under which their language and poetry in efiect 
lie, and that such Highlanders would willingly use their influence to procure 
subscribers to guarantee the expenses.* Subscription lists have been taken up 
with their usual spirit by a few worthy Highlanders in Greenock, Paisley, and 
Glasgow ; I, accordingly, placed the treatise in the hands of the printer, without 
waiting for the result, but have no doubt that a sufficient number of subscribers 
have been obtained to cover the expenses ; and, in that case, my conviction is, 
that the spirit of fair play which has hitherto characterized, and which I trust 
will ever continue to characterize the people of this country, will procure for a 
work having such an object, at least a fair hearing — and I ask no more. 

With regard to the phonetic spelling, I am sorry to find that all the 
Highlanders whom I have consulted, excepting two literary gentlemen,t are 
opposed to the " innovation." Surely those who object to the phonetic spelling 

* A HighLmder who had seen one of these adTeitisementa by mere accident, wrote me (although 
we were total strangen) reoonunending that I should advertise more extensively, expressing his oonyio- 
tion that there were thousands of Highlanders that, like himself, wonld feel anxious to get subscribers for 
the purpose of haying such a work published, who might never know anything about the proposal, unless 
more extensively advertised. Feeling that I met here with a kindred spirit, I candidly told him that the 
tide of prejudice was so strong against Gaelic and (Gaelic literature, as to make it too dangerous for a 
retired officer with a small military income, to incur an account for advertisements on the chance of the 
success of such a work. The noUe Gael then wrote me a characteristic letter, inclosing a pound note, 
and begging that I would lay it out on additional advertisements. 

■f One of the Gentlemen above referred to b Mr M'Naughton, Tillyfourie, who delivered and published 
a Lecture on the authenticity of Ossian's Poems, which for research, clear and impartial reasoning, and 
good taste and sense, is superior to anything that had previously appeared on the subject ; and the other is 
Mr Macdonald, Grandtully, whose letter on the various dialects and so-called races of Europe I have 
inserted with his kind permission, at page 27. Mr M*Naughton reconmiended that I should adopt the 
principles of pronunciation as illustrated in Mr Walker's Dictionary for my phonetic spelling, and I 
would have done so had my aim been merely to quote specimens of Gaelic poetry ; but I had another and 
totally different object in view, namely, to enable the English reader to peruse the poems already in print 
I submit Mr Macnaughton*s specimen, however, to the reader, and sincerely hope that it will be adopted 
by some younger Highlander who sympathises with my anxious wishes to see this beautiftd language 
popularized ; and I have no doubt selections of (HeUo poetry so written would be acceptable to 
thousands of the English-speaking public. 
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forget that the Gaelic has been subjected to a thorough iunovation long before 
this, and that it now appears before the public, not in its native and graceful 
tartans, but in a Boman garment, grotesquely shaped for the purpose of swad- 
dling, and not of deyeloping its noble lineaments ! This has hitherto evidently 
formed the stumbling-block to the study of the Gkielic language, for every 
person who has already learned the English names of the Boman letters, in per- 
using Gaelic books as now printed, must be subjected to the complicated process 
of unlearning the English, and learning the Gaelic sounds of the same letters, 
and the former is fully as difficult as the latter. Had the native alphabet been 
preserved, the (Jaelic student would only have to go through the simple process 
of learning a new alphabet. 

The Gaelic bards, as is shown elsewhere, were the great conservatives of 
ancient times. They stood firmly, and to the death, in the defence of the 
rights and liberties of the people ; and, hence, wherever despotism was put up, 
Gaelic bards and Gaelic poetry were put down. The kindly feelings, liberal 
sentiments, and high tone of independence which breathes through Gaelic 
poetry — (the monks' written ursgeuls excepted) — could not find sympathy 
among a feudal people, without proving destructive of despotism. The feudal 
despot and his assessors knew this well Hence the Gaelic language, although 
one of the oldest in Europe, has been studiously excluded from every university 
or collegiate institution endowed by kings or queens, or presided over by priests, 
whether Catholic or Protestant, to the present day ; and is the only European 
dialect which is now taught in no higher seminary than a charity-supported 
hedge-school ! Do my Highland friends wish the language of their ancestors to 
be continued in this state of absolute proscription? We have, in Gaelic, 
grammars and dictionaries, which, to say the least, have been the works of 
men of as much learning, research, discrimination, and talent as those of our 
neighbours ; but who profits by them ? Not one in a thousand, even among 
Highlanders, can read or write Gaelic. In short, past experience shows that 
the Gaelic will not be an object of acquisition to the public, or even to learned 
men devoted to philological researches, while it continues under its present 
deformed mask. I have therefore considered it a worthy mission so to shake, 
if I do not shatter that mask, as to enable scholars and gentlemen to get, at 
least a glimpse of the beaming form which is being crushed to death under it. 
And I know that there is to be found in the language, which has been thus 
thrown into obscurity by a forbidding-looking disguise, a poetry which clearly 
proves that the people whose sympathies were so accordant with the generous, 
heroic, kind, and benevolent feelings and sentiments therein contained, as to 
make them cherish and preserve it by oral recitation for nearly two thousand 
years, must have been as civilized, during that period, as the middle classes of 
the people of this country are at the present day ; — unless civilization means 
somethmg else than intelligence, and a lively sympathy with generous, heroic, 
kind, and benevolent feelings and sentiments? I know that this assertion will be 
put down as paradoxical by those who form decided opinions on subjects of which 
they know nothing, and that such parties are peculiarly tenacious of foregone 
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conclusions, not the less when they result from ignontnce and prejudice ; but I 
also believe that there is in this country enough of justice, candour, learning, 
and talent, to test this question on the merits. I submit ample materials for 
the investigation, and am convinced that whoever shall peruse them with the 
care necessary to enable him to decide intelligently on the subject, will agree 
with me. But, to enable those who are unacquainted with the language to 
form a sound opinion on the question, I considered a more simple orthography, a 
sine qua turn. Hence the.system adopted in this treatise. Although unaccustomed 
to write Gaelic, I believe I understand the language well, and have kept faith 
with such subscribers as are enamoured of the present orthography by spelling 
the specimens which I quote in accordance with that orthography, although, as 
already stated, want of practice may have occasioned many mistakes, which 
the verbal critic will be glad to pounce upon ; but I have under-written every 
word so spelt phonetically, for the English reader, convinced that this will enable 
him to form a more sound opinion of the language and poetry than he could 
otherwise have formed of them without a vocal teacher, and much trouble and 
expense. 

The writing of Gaelic, and especially phonetically, being new to me, I 
take it for granted that innumerable mistakes and omissions may have escaped 
me in correcting the proofs. Any critic but the merely verbal one will, how- 
ever, I think, find enough to convince him that such mistakes and omissions 
are more to be ascribed to want of practice than to want of knowledge of the 
subjects. For the former I might expect to be excused ; for the latter I could 
not. The phonetic spelling is on a carefully considered uniform plan, but being 
thoroughly new to myself, there is no doubt that many letters will be found 
undetected that are inconsistent with uniformity, and unnecessary to the 
pronunciation. This will, I trust, be excused in the first edition of a new system of 
orthography. I am aware that my phonetic spelling will give the English reader 
but a very imperfect idea of the beauty of the language when compared to a 
chaste and elegant pronunciation by the living voice ; but every well-educated 
person knows that letters without a vocal teacher never can teach any foreigner 
to speak any language like a native. I have endeavoured to make this Preface 
embrace my whole case, and submit it to the public with perfect confidence in 
its truth and honesty ; and therefore I have some hopes that it may assist in 
creating sunong English readers some interest in the Language, Poetry, and 
Music of the Highland Clans. 

PaH- Glasgow, ^d July 1862. 
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The Gaelic is a language of monosyllables or roots. Hence, in order to 
have a key to the etymon, the Druids preserved the initial letter of every root 
in compound words, which has so loaded them with consonants, as to give the 
language an unpronounceable and forbidding look ; but, by rules equally simple 
and beautiful, the aspirate letter, A, is so managed as to silence or euphonize 
the consonants wherever their initial sound would injure the easy flow or graceful 
cadence of a word, a verse, or sentence. The knowledge of the power and 
proper use of the aspirate is, therefore, the most important requirement of the 
Graelic student ; and this can, I think, be very easily learned, by comparing 
the present mode of spelling to the phonetic spelling of the following pages, 
after carefully perusing the brief lesson submitted in illustration. 

The higher class of Highlanders have, in a great measure, given up 
speaking the Oaelic within these hundred years, there being no object sufSciently 
accordant with the utilitarian character of the age to induce them to devote 
the necessary time to its study ; and the educated among the lower classes con- 
sist chiefly of clerical students, doctors, lawyers, &c. The former, instead of 
having availed themselves of their classical opportunities to become more perfect 
in their knowledge of their native language, generally lost in the Lowlands all of 
Gaelic which they had acquired at the firesides of their Highland parent& 
These remarks apply to a period when Dissent was little more than a name in 
Scotland ; and as the Church patronage was in the hands of the higher classes, 
and these students, with extremely few exceptions, were of the lower, they 
found it, in the general case, their interest to cultivate a spirit of diplomacy 
rather than of independance. Hence, with some noble exceptions, the students 
of Divinity returned from the seats of learning in the Lowlands, where the 
** gibberish" was of ill repute, to their native districts, every way qualified to 
conciliate the dispensers of Church patronage, but scarcely qualified to address 
from the pulpit a congregation of intelligent Highlanders ; and thus, between 
toadyism and bad Gaelic, the Church of Scotland in the Highlands lost the respect 
of the people, and was at length merely regarded as the Church of the Heritors. 

Three-fourths of the clergy of Presbyterian and Dissenting churches were 
bom of plebeian parents, and reared, during the years in which the feelings and 
the manners are most susceptible, among the callousness and rudeness almost 
inseparable from poverty, coarse living, and labour. They almost invariably, 
while going through their curriculum, had to hire themselves out during their 
vacation-time as teachers, for the purpose of procuring funds to pay their class 
fees, &c. Hence, the egotism of the dominie was usually superinduced on the 
callousness and coarseness of the plebeian, before the generality of clergymen 
became placed ministers. Naturally looking to a position which had been the 
object of such a struggle and such privationsi as the highest that, in his view, 
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can be attained on earth, a clergyman, when he is a placed minister, considers 
himself a most lordly personage, and wants nothing, in his own opinion, to estab- 
lish his dignity and fix his status, but a few lordly or at least lairdly acquaintances. 
And although every branch of the Protestant Church furnishes men of heads, 
hearts, and manners, which make them true specimens of scholars and gentlemen, 
no intelligent person can regard the clergy as a body, otherwise than as pre- 
suming, intermeddling, rude, and greedy. Surely when society, as now 
constituted, consists of three classes, means might be found to secure a greater 
number of the higher and middle classes for the Church. It would be a pity 
to exclude men of fine hearts and high talents from the Church, merely because 
their parents were poor and low-born ; but such men are rare, and will push their 
way up hill ; as for the common herd of plebeian ministers, they would be more 
happy, and certainly more suitably employed and useful to their country, as 
artisans and labourers, than in their present position. When so great a body of the 
clergy showed a decidedly popular leaning, and proved their honesty by the Dis- 
ruption, the Highlanders followed them in a body ; but if what is said about the 
mission of a popular Free Church minister to the country of the great Clearance- 
maker, be true, I am afraid that that section of the Presbyterian Church has not 
left the whole spirit of snobbery and of time-serving policy behind them, at the 
Disruption. 

The bard and seannachie, who were guardians of the Gaelic, ceased to 
live as an order on the accession of the King of Scotland to the throne of the 
British Empire ; and there were no means provided at the Beformation for 
educating ministers or schoolmasters for the Graelic-speaking part of the people. 
But this was not all. Corruption was added to the neglect of the language ; 
for since the patriarchal governments of the clans were dissolved by the disasters 
of CuUoden, and Highland tenures have been subjected to the feudal laws, the 
people have been in a transition state, and the country so inundated with a 
Lowland peasantry, as scarcely to leave a single locality in which the Grael or 
his language are to be found in their native purity. The clerical student that 
really wished to qualify himself for the native pulpit, had another formidable 
difficulty to surmount besides the want of Gaelic professors and schoolmasters 
namely, the hostility of the Reform Clergy, Episcopalian as well as Presbyterian 
to the poetry and tales, in which alone it is to be found in its purity. 

The priesthood who succeeded the Culdees, showed far more tact and 
knowledge of human nature than those who succeeded the Reformation • for 
instead of entering into hostility against the traditional poems and heroes that 
had such a hold on the hearts and such an influence over the lives of the people, 
they went deliberately and systematically to work so to reconstruct as to render 
them subservient to the *' pious fraud" by which they sought to convert man- 
kind to the new religion. The Protestant historians of the Catholic Church, in 
accounting for many of its feasts, &c. say that they availed themselves of 
" established superstitions." Had they said that they invented superstitionSi 
which afterwards became established, they had been nearer the truth. At any 
rate, they composed new versions of the traditional poems of the north and east 
of Erin and of Albin, where the druid or natural religion, and the patriarchal 
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system, prevailed ; into which they introduced saints, sorcerers, witches, giants^ 
and dwar& ; together with their miracles, necromancies, witchcrafts, cannibal- 
isms, and tricks. By these singularly seductive legends, they emasculated the 
minds, corrupted the tastes, and bewildered the ideas of the people ; and thus 
made them forget that knowledge of the God and laws of Nature which had 
been taught them by the Druids, and prepared them to believe any thing. 
Hence the success — not of a pure Christianity— but of an ambitious and des- 
potic priest-craft, and its sometimes fosterchild and sometimes benefactor and 
champion. Feudalism ; hence also the superstitious credulity which, until this 
day, believes in the improvised miracles of the Catholic, and the rival but 
coarser and less poetic Revivals of the Dissenting priesthood ; and in the witch- 
crafts and prophecies of crazed old women, gipsies, and table-rappers. 

The class of Ursgeuls, or new tales, composed by the monks, bear intrinsic 
evidence of being not the work of the Gaelic bards, but of dabblers in Greek 
and Roman literature ; for they have their metamorphosis, &c., which are totally 
foreign to the national poetry. There is another class of Ursgeuls, quite distinct 
from these forgeries, which are much more honest and amusing, having been 
written by the bards of the Scottish or Gothic clans of the south and west of 
Ireland and Scotland, in ridicule of the pride of descent from the Fingalians 
of the Celtic clans of the north and east of both countries. These consist of 
parodies and burlesques on passages of historical and genuine poems, carried 
down by oral recitations, and are very much too graphic to leave any doubt 
of their object But so " stubborn are facts," and so tenacious were the ancient 
Celtic clans of their oral poetry and traditions, that neither the monkish 
forgeries nor the Scottish burlesques have ever been able wholly to corrupt or 
supplant them in the north of either Ireland or Scotland* Hence, many of the 
valuable historical poems still exist in their purity. Indeed, these forgeries and 
humourous burlesques and parodies have never attained a more dignified name 
either in Erin or Albin thanURSQEULS, a word formed from the roots ure^ new, and 
sgeul, a tale. See Cumhadh Mhic Leoid, by Mari Nighean Alisdair Ruaidh, 
who lived until nearly the end of the sixteenth century, at page 159 ; and Mr 
O' Keemey's introductory or explanatory remarks in reference to the battle of 
Cath Garbha, published by the Ossianic Society of Dublin, in 1860 ; in which 
he expressly designates these remains as Ursgeuls, and propounds the amusing 
paradox, that they are '^ historically'* more true than the ancient poems of 
Ossian, from which he admits them to have been derived. The name Ursgeul^ 
necessarily implies that there were old tales on which the Ursgeuls were founded, 
as the *' New Testament" implies that there was also an ** Old Testament." 

A reviewer, in the " Times," of the Dean of Lismore's book on the Ur- 
Bguels, or monkish legends of Ossian, lately published at Edinburgh^ remarks, 
that in that great mass of poetry there is no mention of Wallace and Bruce, 
and no hatred of the English; but, although these tales or ursgeuls are evident- 
ly monkish legends, in which the traditional poems and heroes of the people are 
made subservient to " pious fraud,*' they profess to be, and I believe really are, 
older than the age of Wallace and Bruce. The Emperors of Rome are men- 
tioned in them as ^^ kings of the world;" and Oscar's traditional battle of 
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• Carron, or Fintry, out of which few of the " people of the kings of the world 
escaped," is especially mentioned. Iain Lorn speaks of both Wallace and 
Bruce ; but expresses no hatred of the English. Even the bards who wrote on 
the massacre of Glencoe and Culloden, do not express hatred of the EnglisL 
The Gael was too magnanimous to hate his enemies. There is not such a thing 
as hatred or revenge to be found in Gaelic poetry. 

Bishop Carsewell of Argyle fulminated against the poetry and tales of the 
Gael, an age before their still more formidable enemy, Dr Johnson, was bom ; 
and, in so far as the Bishop is concerned, for a more honest reason, namely, as he 
indignantly expresses it, because the Highlanders of his day would rather listen 
to poems and tales about " Fin M*Coul, Oskir Mac Oishin, and the like," than 
to psalms and sermons ; and the disciples of Calvin were not less hostile to the 
language and poetry of the G^aelic bards than those of Luther. Extreme zeal, 
and some excesses, were to be expected from the emancipated slaves of spiritual 
and civil despotism, and tte British Reformation was not free of examples of 
such excesses, any more than the French Revolution ; but it was scarcely to be 
expected that these holy reformers would carry their spiritual intolerance so far 
as to make war on a literature in which the most diligent research will not 
detect a verse or a paragraph offensive to morality or religion. This intolerance 
among the old school class of the Highland clergy came down to Dr Blair's 
time. It is, therefore, difficult to understand how he and the other learned 
gentlemen who interested themselves in the Ossian controversy, were so oblivious 
of the hostility of the Highland clergy to the poetry and tales of the Gael, as 
to apply to them for information on the subject The information collected by 
the Highland Society is, in my humble opinion, quite sufficient to satisfy any 
impartial inquirer as to the authenticity, substantially, of Mr Macpherson's 
elegant and spirited translation of the poems ; and some of them, such as Fingal, 
had been found in manuscripts of considerable antiquity ; and surely it will be 
admitted that the author of Fingal was qualified to write any other poem in 
Macpherson's translation ? But had they applied to the tailors, who at that 
time itinerated from house to house, making the clothes of the people, and were, 
I might almost say, professional reciters of poems, tales, and traditions, instead 
of the clergy, the result would have been more conclusive and satisfactory. 

Mr Campbell of Islay, in the last volume of his interesting and (to the 
biologist and antiquary) most valuable Highland tales, has, in his own happily 
piquant, discriminating, and gentlemanly style, put the whole controversy 
pro and con before the public, with a judgment and impartiality which gives 
the enemies of Ossian fair play, and leaves his friends nothing to fear, and little 
additional to say on the authenticity of the poems, in so far as the subject had 
been developed up to that date. But I observe, with no small surprise and 
regret, that the learned and talented author of the Introduction and Notes to 
the ursgeuls or monkish legends of Ossian, collected by the Dean of Lismore, 
before alluded to, thinks he has now fairly discovered the author of the 
originals of Ossian's poems, in Mr Macpherson, Strathmashie ! The poems 
of Ossian collected by James Macpherson and his friends (as all who know 
anything of the collection and publication of oral poetry must be aware of) must 
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necessarily have consisted of different versions and different detached pieces, 
according as different reciters were more or less correct or more or less retentive 
in their memories of the different poems or parts of poems fiimished by them 
to the collectors. The preliminary steps to the translation, therefore, necessarily 
were the collation, proper arrangement, and careful copying of these different 
versions and different parts. The translator was assisted in this process by two 
gentlemen, Mr Macpherson of Strathmashie, and Captain Morison of Greenock, 
— two gentlemen of education and position in society, against whose honour and 
integrity not one syllable had been breathed during the hundred years these 
poems have been under a controversy more or less intense, until Mr Skene, who 
has attained a distinguished position in the historical and antiquarian literature 
of his country, suddenly discovers, from somebody too insignificant to be 
remembered, that the \\(hole three were fraudulent conspirators, and one of 
them a great poet ! His words are : " Some years ago, I happened to pass a 
couple of months in the neighbourhood of Strathmashie, and I recollect having 
been informed at that time, but by whom I cannot now tell, that after Lachlan 
Macpherson's death, a paper was found in his repositories, containing the Gaelic 
of the seventh book of Temora, in his own hand writing, with numerous 
corrections and alterations, with this title, — ' First rude draft of the seventh 
book of Temora.' " 

I will not stop to remark on the inadequacy of the above to justify 
the grave inference of Mr Skene. The poems published by the Eev. Dr Smith 
were all, or many of them, claimed by a schoolmaster of the name of Kennedy, as 
his own composition. Few believed him, and many knew that the claim was 
fiftlse, the poems being known before he was bom, to old men still living ; but 
the collection of m^euls by the Dean of Lismore, which gave occasion for Mr 
Skene's Notes, exposed Kennedy to an infamy which might, I think, have warned 
Mr Skene against claiming the authorship of these poems for a man nameless 
in literature. Mr Skene's claim for Strathmashie is fortunately exposed to a 
similar discomfiture by the singular circumstance, namely, that the Seventh 
Book of Temora referred to by Mr Skene, was published by Macpherson 
himself in 1762, and used fifty-five years ago in this controversy by the 
Bev. Dr Patrick Graham of Aberfoyle. Dr Graham proves by his translation 
of Homer, of this book of Temora, and by his poem of the " Highlander," 
which failed to obtain even a mediocre circulation, that Macpherson was 
entirely incapable of writing such poems. The ^* Highlander" contains many 
beautiful ideas, borrowed from Ossian and other ancient Gaelic bards; but 
Macpherson (like all plagiarists) was destitute of the genius and taste neces- 
sary to compose a work in which his plagiarism would tell. The " Highlander" 
and Macpherson's Homer, thus fell still-bom from the press ; and clearly show 
that Macpherson was not qualified to write Ossian's poems. Dr Graham gives 
the original as pvbliahed by Macpherson himself^ with a literal translation in 
parallel lines, and Macpherson's translation under them, and clearly shows that 
the Gkielic version is infinitely superior to the English version. He also shows 
that Macpherson omitted or glossed over many passages of the originals, which, 
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from his imperfect knowledge of the language, he did not understand. This 
corroborates Captain Morison's statement to his friend Mr Irvine, as recorded by 
Dr Graham from Mr Irvine's own mouth, — " that Mr Macpherson understood 
the Gaelic language very imperfectly; that he (Mr Morison) wrote out the 
Gaelic for him for the most part, on account of Mr Macpherson's inability to 
write or spell* it properly ; that he assisted him much in translating ; and that 
it was their general practice, when any passage occurred which they did not 
well understand, either to pass it over entirely^ or to gloss it over with any 
expressions that might appear to coalesce easily with the context" The Rev. 
Dr Smith, in a letter to Dr Graham, says, " I have no interest in disputing his 
allegation," (meaning Kennedy's claim to the authorship of the poems referred 
to above ;) if I had ^ I would try if he could write such verses as he claims {no 
doubt the best) on any other subject^^ 

Dr Graham took Dr Smith's advice, and thus tested not only Macpherson's 
translation of Ossian, but also Dr Smith's own translations of the Seandana ; and 
he shows that neither the one, nor the other could possibly have been the authors 
of the originals, which they translated so inadequately. Let Mr Skene try Strath- 
mashie's capacity to write the poems of Ossian by the same test, and the result 
will be at least equally negative, and harmless to the memory of Ossian. There 
is no want of materials to enable Mr Skene to subject Strathmashie's qualifications 
to this test, — many of his poems being published. I would recommend him to 
compare '* A bhrigis lachdan" and **Trod na'm ban," (I forget the name of the 
place) to any passages he likes of Ossian, as a criterion ; and should he require 
other specimens, I can procure him a whole bundle, some of which have never 
been published. The fact is, that not one single individual among those 
connected with the translation of Ossian can be shown to have left behind him 
anything calculated to prove that he was capable of writing these poems. On 
the contrary, Strathmashie and Mr James Macpherson have left poetry which 
proves beyond all doubt that they were quite disqualified to write a single one 
(good or bad) of these poema But I will go further, (and have no doubt that 
I will be borne out by every literary man in the kingdom) when I say, that it 
is impossible to believe that any person qualified to write such poetry, could 
have exhausted his literary enjoyments in two or three years, and have lived 
for such a length of time afterwards, without producing any farther evidence of 
his poetic temperament, genius, and capacity. A Highland bard in account- 
ing for the melancholy fact that some of the lowest and basest specimens of 
the gentts homo have been produced among the Highland clans, remarks, that 
the best blood when tainted becomes doubly corrupt; but I do not believe that 
all the clans in the Highlands could produce a second Kennedy; and it 
would require something more than Mr Skene's forgotten somebody to make me 
believe that Strathmashie's was no better. 

* The Seventh Book of Temora ie published in Macpheraon*s own epelling, and clearly provei 
Captain Morison 's statement, that he oould ** not write or speU (Gaelic) properly." It also proves, by 
irresistible inference, that the Seventh Book of Temora was not written by Mr Macpherson of Strath- 
mashie ; for although he was a coarse and wretched bard, and could write nothing tender or refined, ho 
could both ** write and speU*' Gaelic, while the Seventh Book of Temora is miserably mis-spelt. 
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THE LANGUAGE. 



The letters of the Gaelic language consist of seventeen, (originally sixteen,) 
besides the letter h, which is used as an aspirate. Only three of the consonants, 
ly n, and r, retain their power at all times, the aspirate so often used having 
the eflfect of either depriving the others of their power, or of rendering their 
sounds more vocal, sweet, and mellow. Hence the Graelic vowels are more 
numerous than the consonants which at all times retain their power ; yet this 
peculiar feature of the language, although it necessarily renders it more soft, 
does not deprive it of its vigour either in tone or expression, as no two Gaelic 
vowels are ever pronounced in one syllable excepting ao, whose combined 
sound can be acquired properly only from the living voice. 

The construction of the Gaelic is extremely simple, yet I venture to say 
that any person who will study it, even with the assistance only of phonetic 
spelling, and what I can only call a literal translation for want of words to 
express my meaning, (for there can be no literal translation without equivalent 
words, and the words I use in rendering Gaelic into English are not equivalents — 
there being no such to be found in the English language,) will come to the 
conclusion that it has been cultivated by philosophic grammarians and philolo- 
gists at some prehistoric age, — ^for the Gaelic is literally an ancient language, 
into which modem or coined words cannot be introduced without being detected 
as discordant and unnatural. The ancient Celtic clans, from the character of 
their language, religion, laws, the constitution of their local or clan governments 
and brehon-courts, from their poetiy, tales, music, manners, and customs, must 
have attained a comparatively high state of civilization at some very remote 
period. Striking traits of polished manners, generous hospitality, and stem 

B 
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patriotism, have been shown, and still are shown by the mountaineers of all parts 
of Europe, as well as of the Highlands of Scotland, notwithstanding the Roman 
and feudal corruption and oppression to which even the people of the most 
inaccessible districts had been more or less subjected. But the demeanor, if 
not even the character of the Highlander, has greatly deteriorated within my 
own time. For no Highlander, even within these forty years, would pass a 
stranger, on a country road, without speaking to him, if a common man, or 
saluting him, if a gentleman ; but now, the singular thing is his noticing either 
the one or the other, unless with a sullen or suspicious look. The reason is, 
that gentlemen, unacquainted with the social position of the Highlander in his 
own country, which was above that of a labourer, until very recent times, regard 
his salute as merely the natural obeisance of the serf to his lord, and never 
notice it any more than they would notice the wag of the colley's tail ; and the 
pride of the Highlander has taken the alarm. Hence, I have no doubt, the 
change that has struck me so forcibly in my recent visits to the Highlanda* 

The Gaelic alphabet is called Bithluiaeanean^ — the life of plants, — being 
compounded from the roots hith^ life, luis^ plants, and ean the plural affix. 





AncieiU Names. 


Pronunciation, 


Sounds in EngUsh, 


A 


ailm, palm 


elim 


like a in far 


B 


beith, birch 


beyth 


(( 


ba in iall 


C 


caul, hazel 


kawl 


It 


ca in cat 


D 


dair, oak 


dayr 


(( 


da in <Mt 


E 


eadh, elm 


ewgh 


it 


e in theme 


F 


feam, alder 


fema 


a 


fa infill 


G 


gort, ivy 


gort 


C( 


ga in j^all 


I 


iogha, yew 


6eghk 


It 


1 in pin 


L 


luis, aspen 


looysh 


tt 


11 in qui?/ 


M 


muin, vine 


mooyn 


tl 


ma in madam 


N 


nuin, ash 


nooyn 


a 


na in narrow 





oir, broom 


oyr 


it 


in broke 


P 


peith, pine 


paeyth 


a 


fa in i^ath 


R 


ruis, elder 


rooysh 


(( 


r in rare 


8 


seal, willow 


sheyl 


it 


sa in ballad 


T 


teine, gorse 


tehnn6 


tt 


ia in far 


U 


ur, myrtle 




it 


u in true 



The English letters, as sounded in the above words, represent the initial 
sounds of the Gaelic letters as nearly as it can be represented by individual 
English letters ; but the Gaelic consonants, when in action, are sounded much 
broader, deeper, and softer, than their im'tial names. These initial sounds are, 
I have no doubt, to be ascribed to a modem innovation, and ought to be cor- 
rected, because so apt to mislead. The distinction is so great and so essential, 

* Mr Campbell of Islay, in his beautiful and gentlemanly preface to the Gaelic Tales, has found the 
Gael a gentleman of Nature's own making ; but he was travelling where the country is not yet wholly 
inundated by the stranger. 
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liowevcr, as to render it absolutely necessary for any person who is desirous of 
acquiring anything like an approximate knowledge of the pronunciation of 
Gaelic words, to forget these foreign sounds, or to make himself perfectly 
master of this important distinction, as a preliminary step. This lesson could 
be acquired in a few minutes from the living voice ; but from the difficulty of 
finding a qualified teacher, and from my horror of a vulgar pronunciation, I 
dare not recommend the experiment to the reader. Indeed, as the Gaelic is a 
natural, not an artificial language, I am of opinion that it is more safe for any 
person of good taste, who will really take the trouble of learning the Gaelic 
sound of the letters, to instruct himself, with the assistance of a written key to 
the pronunciation, than to risk the emplojrment of an incompetent teacher, by 
whom he would, in all probability, either be disgusted, or reconciled to a 
spurious pronunciation. This treatise aims only at furnishing the reader, 
through the medium of phonic spelling and literal translations, with the means 
of perusing the works of the Gaelic bards ; yet I am not without the con- 
fident hope that the natural good taste of every accomplished reader will 
intuitively suggest, with that aid, a more chaste and elegant pronunciation than 
he could acquire from most Highlanders, owing to the circumstances already 
explained. There is no difficulty with the Gaelic vowels, excepting in one 
diphthong and two triphthongs ; and even in two of these, all the letters are 
perceptibly pronounced, but with a slight elision. A very short lesson from a 
competent teacher might be very useful in this case, and also in learning the 
peculiar sound of a few of the Gaelic consonanta A short and simple lesson 
would serve ; yet, although very anxious to preserve two of these combinations 
as a characteristic of the language, and also the sound of the letters b, c, d, g, 
and t, I had much rather the reader should trust to his own intuitive taste, 
aided by the lesson for sounding these letters and phonetic spelling, than that 
he should take spurious imitations on trust, from a coarse and vulgar speaker. 
It is quite easy for a lady or gentleman (I use these words in contradistinction 
to gents and mems, who are ladies and gentlemen artificially^ or by imitation 
only,) to judge whether a teacher be qualified or not, by making him recite a 
few verses of Gaelic poetry. Unless he can do so without uttering a sound that 
would be offensive to the ear even of the Queen, he is not a chaste or elegant 
speaker of the Gaelic language, and should at once be rejected as a vocal 
teacher. I have made a distinction between ladies and gentlemen, and gents 
and mems; I can assure the reader that I have not done so from any 
affectation of aristocracy, but because gents and mems glory in ridiculing 
peculiarities with which they are not familiar, while ladies and gentlemen do not. 
Owing to the very great difference between the sounds of the letters in 
the language with which I am anxious to make the reader acquainted, and their 
sounds in the language through whose medium I am attempting to do so, I can 
only expect, at best, to give him merely an approximate idea of the pronuncia- 
tion of many of the words quoted in these pages. With the vowels, (excepting 
the diphthong already mentioned, ao, and the triphthongs aoi and eoi,) there 
is no difficulty ; and I trust that a careful i)erusal of the following instructions, 
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and a frequent practical application of them in pronouncing the letters, will 
make him a perfect master of the consonant sounds : — 

B is called beith-bhog, (bey'-vog) soft b, by grammarians. It is sounded 
more like the English p than b. It is pronounced by pressing the lips 
together, and emitting a sound when in the act of opening them, like ba in 
ball, as in bad, » cluster of trees, buail, (buyl) strike, and ban, the feminine 
prefix, and ban, (ban) fair. C is always pronounced like the English k in 
the beginning, (and generally like g or k at the end of syllables,) as in car, 
(kar) a turn, ceann, (kenn) a head, and cluas, (klu-as) the ear. D and t are 
sounded so like one another as to afford no room for any distinction. D is 
pronounced by pressing the tongue against the upper foreteeth and palate, but 
in such a way that its tip may be lightly closed on by the teeth, and emitting a 
sound when in the act, as it were, of jerking them open, like the sound of da 
in daft, but softer and deeper, as in dall, blind, dana, bold, and dur, obstinate. 
F is sounded by pressing the under lip against the slightly closed foreteeth, and 
emitting a sound when separating them, like Jit in fall, but softer and deeper, 
as in feda, long, (oil, (foyl) softly, and foill, (foyll) deceit. G is pronounced by 
pressing the tongue against the centre of the palate, the back teeth being 
slightly closed on it, and emitting a sound like ga in gall, when in the act of 
opening them, as in gath, a dart, gall, a stranger, and geal, white. L is always 
liquid, like double 11 in quill, as in Ian, full, Ifis, strength, and las, light. M is 
pronounced like ma in madam, as in mall, slow, mor, large, and mas, a base. 
N has always a slightly ieuspirated sound, like n in narrow, as in niir, when, 
(at the time,) nis, now, nail, hither (to this side,) null, thither (to that side.) 
P is pronounced like pa in path, as paidh, (pay) pay, peall, (pell) hair, (covering) 
and pailt, plenty, R is pronounced, but with a more decided vibration, like r 
in rare, as in rath, (ra') luck, rann, (rann) a distich, and rian, (ri-an) orderly. 
S is sounded like s in salad, as sail, (sayl) heel, sonn, (soghnn) a warrior, and 
sar, a surpassing hero. The sound of T and d is so nearly the same as scarcely 
to admit of any difference ; d deviates occasionally from his every day 
uniformity and formality, like all honest fellows who have hearts in their 
bosoms, but t never does : he is like the decent, thriving men described by 
Bums, with ** blood like a standing pool, lives like a dyke." It is invariably 
pronounced by pressing the tongue pretty hard against the forepart of the 
palate and the back of the upper foreteeth, and emitting suddenly, while, as it 
were, jerking them open, a sound like ta in tar, tair, (ta^r) mockery, (contempt,) 
tairis, (tayrish) stop, tarn, a loch without a regular outlet, and tuairn, (tu-ayrn) 
turning. My esteemed friend, Finlagan, the nam de plume of the most fervidly 
patriotic, yet the most calmly philosophic and gentlemanly of all the writers on 
the unwise Highland and Irish clearances, (judged even exclusively with a 
reference to the interests of the clearance-makers themselves,) suggests th as 
the English representative of t ; but as t is one of the mutable letters, and so 
often subject to being euphonised by being combined in the same form (th) with 
the aspirate, the adoption of th to represent t would lead to confusion. On the 
whole, therefore, the best I can do for the reader is to beg that he will commit 
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the above instructions for pronouncing t, to memory, and apply them practically, 
not once but frequently, to the pronunciation of the Gtaelic words beginning 
with t, above quoted. 

All the consonants, as already stated, excepting 1, n, and r, are occasion- 
ally ruled by the aspirate h. Hence they are divided into mutable and 
immutable consonants, the former being immutable. The mutable consonants 
admit of being changed, silenced, or rendered more soft and harmonious in 
sound by the aspirate, as bh, ch, dh, fh, gh, mh, ph, and th. Mh and bh 
sound like v at the beginning of syllables, but I do not know any letters 
that can really represent the aspirated sound of dh, th, and gh, at the end of 
syllables. By pressing the tongue against the palate at the back of the fore- 
teeth, and emitting a faint whisper, like that represented by the stoccato sign in 
music ('), when in the act of parting the teeth, something sufficiently resembling 
it will, however, be produced. I will, therefore, use the stoccato sign for these 
consonants when aspirated at the end of syllables, in my phonic spelling. 
There is no English letter that can represent the aspirated ch of the Gaelic 
at the beginning of syllables ; but the Greek x will do so pretty accurately. I 
beg that the reader will remember this. C may be aspirated at the beginnhig 
of syllables, but must always be preserved at the end of syllables, as it is then 
guttural. The Gaelic is not encumbered with guttural sounds ; and a slight 
mixture of them is, in my opinion, necessary, interesting, and desirable, as 
preserving the vigour as well as the air of antiquity of the language, for the 
apparent tendency of the modems, especially the English, is to dispense with 
sounds that cannot be pronounced on the very slender scale of articulation 
which has been bestowed by Nature on lower races of animals than mankind. 
The author of the nursery puzzle, — " Abir tri uairen Mac-an-aba gun do ghab a 
dhunadh," — (say Macnab three times without shutting the mouth,) — never, I 
dare say, expected that a whole people, with the royal household troops at their 
head, should, at some future period, set seriously to work in reconciling the pro- 
nunciation of their language to the principle indicated by his amusing proposition. 

Dh and gh are pronounced y at the beginning, but aspirated at the end 
of words and syllables. Being exceedingly anxious that the reader should 
commit these brief lessons thoroughly to his memory, I would recommed it to 
him not to read another word until he shall have done so. 

The letter F is always silent before h ; and Th and Sh are always pro- 
nounced h. Ph has always the sound of the English f. The following lines 
from different poems will form an appropriate exercise for the preceding lesson 
as to the effect of the aspirate : — 

Bha mi 'n de 'm Beinn-dorain. I was yesterday in Bendoren. 

Ta mi 'n de *m beyn-dorayn 
A Mhari bhan gur barrail u. Mary, fair surpassing art thoij. 

a Tari van gnr barrayl u 

Chaidhmido'n clioirnrobhcroin isgallain. I went to the wood in which were tall 

chay' mi do'n choyl n rov croyn is g^U-ayn VOlinff trees. 

A dheanadh slan frach dochartas. Making heal every malady. 

a yena' slau g^nch do-chart as 
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Theid sinu thair na bealaichen. 
heyd Biiin bayr na belaych-en 

Fhuair fasan is foghlum. 

hu-ayr fasan is foghlum 

Shiubhladh tu fasacli airidh-glinne. 

hi-uvla' tu fa-sach ayri'-gilinne 

Gheibhte roiDn ague orain is iomadh comh- 

yeyv-te roynn agus orayn is i-oma' cov- 

radh'*' na measg. 

ra' na mesg 

Cha phill, cha phill, cha phill sin tuille. 

cha fihll, cha iihll, cha fihll sin tuylle 



Go we (shall) over the defiles. 

Received accomplishments and learning. 

Travel you would the desert sheiling-glen. 

Got would be (humorous) distiches, songs, 
and anecdotes, them among. 



Return, return, return shall we never. 



The immutable consonants, 1, n, r, have slightly aspirated sounds, like 1 
in leek, n in knit, and r in rung. The double nn has always a decidedly 
aspirated sound. 

The Gaelic, like the Greek, has only the definite article, and speaks 
indefinitely, by mentioning an object by itself, — as, duine, (duynef) a man, an 
duine, the man ; dun, a fort or castle. The article is declined by gender, 
number, and case, as follows : — 



Singu 


lar. 


Plural 


Masculine. 


Fem. 


Mas. & Feui. 


Nom. An, am. 


an, a*. 


na. 


Gren. An, a. 


na. 


nan, nam. 


Dat. An, a', 'm. 


an, a', 'n. 


na. 



The rule whereby the initial letter of every root forming compound words 
is preserved, is traditionally ascribed to the Druids, but of this there is no 
written evidence, any more than there is for ascribing to them many practices, 
medicinal aud agricultural, which must have originated in an extensive acquaint- 
ance with natural science, and which have been carried down to the present 
day. The absence of Druid records is ascribed to the deadly enemies their 
patriotism had made them in the Romans. The enmity thus provoked not only 
brought destruction on their great college and manuscripts in Anglesea, but 
also on their wives and families ; and all that had escaped the Romans of these in 
all probability most valuable manuscripts, were afterwards destroyed by Columba 
and his monks at lona, where they established the seat of learning after the 
destruction of Anglesea. But retribution seems to be an ordinance of Nature. 
If the manuscripts of the Druids have not been preserved, neither have those 
of the Culdees, with very few exceptions, been preserved by their Roman 
Catholic successors ; nor have theirs, in their turn, escaped the priesthood of 
the Refogmation ; so true it is that ** priests of all religions are the same." But, 

♦ This and similar words are in general contracted and pronounced thus, comhradli, co'ra. comh- 
nuidh, co'nay, Ac. &r. 

t The vowels are always pronounced at the end of s^'llables or words. The Enpliph reader phouM 
espocially remember this. There are no silent letters in my phonetic spellinjj. 
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although the Guldees and their successors have thus shown that no religious 
order of men, however pure and holy, are above human prejudice and human 
frailty, they did not subserve the civil despotism which, in subsequent ages, 
chiefly through a perverted Christianity, crushed the ancient rights and liberties 
of the people. At the same time, there is little doubt that they initiated the spirit 
of self-abasement, which was made subservient to that purpose by feudalism. 

The fundamental principle of the Culdee religion, namely, the sacrifice 
of the chief to appease a feud, was substantially interwoven in the very con- 
stitution of clanships. There are many very touching instances of such 
voluntary sacrifices by chiefs ; and the feudal law of Scotland acted on the 
principle of sacrificing one member of a clan for the rest, until subsequently to 
the year 1745. When a doctrine so accordant with clan afiection and 
magnanimity, and so touchingly poetic as the sacrifice of the Son of God 
to atone for the sins of mankind, was preached to them by men of pure lives, 
great benevolence, genuine disinterestedness, and touching piety and eloquence, 
it is not to be wondered at that the clans yielded their whole hearts to this 
religion of faith and feeling, and became indifierent to the colder one of science, 
reason, and conmion sense. It is therefore, a fact, — and a strange fact, — that it 
was the unpretending simplicity and touching tenderness and benevolence of 
the religion of the holy Culdees which found acceptance with the Gael, and 
prepared the way for the despotism which ultimately degraded the people of the 
British Isles into the tools and victims of a pampered and rampant feudalism. 
At the same time, I am not one of those who regard even the perverted 
Christianity of the dark ages as wholly evil in its efiects. It was a superhuman 
organization, which sounded every secret, and played on every chord, of the 
human heart, and could mould or subdue every human being within its influence ; 
but the clergymen even of these ages have left us many illustrious examples of 
piety, patriotism, and virtue. Although the Pope, for instance, was in favour 
of Edward, and against Wallace, and although Bruce was excommunicated, yet 
Wallace had not a more staunch supporter than Wishart, Bishop of Glasgow, 
or under his banner a more faithful follower, or a more incorruptible patriot, 
than priest Blair ; and a priest, Barbour, was the biographer of Bruce, while a 
dignitary of the Church consecrated his banner, and blest his army on the field 
of battle. 

The great drawback in the Church of Rome, as in the Church of England, 
is its despotic system of Church government. Being governed by a despotism, 
which, like every other despotism, claimed a Divine origin, it was as undoubdng 
in its action as it was all but omnipotent in its power. But whenever its 
despotic and unwise leaders assumed an intolerant persecuting spirit, and used 
the civil power in its persecutions, its greatest and most powerful antagonists 
were the nobler spirits nursed and educated within its own bosom. The Catholic 
priesthood never wholly quenched the love of liberty in the hearts of the 
people. They wanted to govern by a theocracy ; but where are the clergy that 
would not establish a theocracy, or render religion subservient to the sovereignty 
of their Church ? I believe in the existence of no such clergy. The Catholic 
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priest was the great and leading reformer, and would be so at this day, but fur 
the sectarianism which excites his combativeness, and fastens him to his colours; 
but the Catholic laity never sat down in contentment under a civil despotism. 
Had the intolerant, persecuting spirit witnessed by Knox in the Lowlands, been 
witnessed by Ian Lorn among the Highland clans, he would not, of the two 
have been the least distinguished reformer. He was as much the friend of 
religious liberty and the bible as Knox, although a staunch Catholic And do 
we not see in the long stniggle of our Catholic ancestors for civil liberty, on every 
opportunity that oflFered itself, down to the period of the Revolution, as well as in 
that now completed in Italy, that Catholicism never quenched the love of liberty 
in the hearts of the most bigoted nations. Nor does the parallel between the 
struggle for liberty in our country and in Italy hold good only in the case of 
the people : on the contrary, the Wallace and Bruce of Italy, like the Wallace 
and Bruce of Scotland, found their staunchest followers among the Catholic 
clergy. The following verse beara me out in what I have stated as to Ian Lom's 
love of religious liberty and the bible : — 

m 

Noir bu sgith do luchd theud e, When tired the race of (tuneful) strings, 

noyr bu sgi' do luc heyt e 

Gheibhte hiobuil ga*n leughadh, Bibles are found there reading, 

yeTte bi-o-bnyl gan ley'-a' 

Le fior chreidimh na ceile. In a wise spirit of faith, 

lo fi-or chreydev na ceylo 

Mar a dh-orduich Mac Dhe dhuinn. As was ordained by the Son of Grod, 

mar a yorduych mac ye ynyn 

Agus teagasg na cleire le sith. And the worship of the clergy in peace. 

agus tegasg na cleyre le si' 

In short, it seems pretty clear that the unpopularity of the Catholic Church 
after the establishment of feudalism, was to be ascribed, in all ages, to the 
despotism and wealth of its dignitaries. Hence we find that that Church has 
always been more respected in poor than in rich countries. The Church was 
the handmaiden of feudalism, and helped to fasten her yoke on the necks of the 
people ; but the working priest has ever been the friend of the poor and the 
oppressed. It was the despotic dignitaries of the Church that, like all other 
pampered despots, were but too generally tyrants and oppressors. 

The Culdees were in spirit evangelical, and, like the evangelical clergy of 
the present day, not attached to, or, perhaps, even tolerant of natural theology. 
Hence, probably, their hostility to the Druid priesthood. But they were 
incapable of misrepresenting them either in their lives or doctrinea The 
statement that the Druids offered human sacrifices may have been believed by, 
but did not originate with the Culdees. The report may have arisen from the 
circumstance that the Druids were the criminal judges among the Celtic clans, 
and that the criminals sentenced to capital punishment were executed by 
phlebotomy, within the Druid circle. The corrupt Roman theologist that could 
not comprehend a worship without a sacrifice, may have believed that these 
criminals were innocent victims sacrificed to superstition, and the basin-like 
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hollow to be found in all the Druid altar stones, to receive the blood of the 
executed criminals, (who were solemnly sacrificed on the altar of their god to 
the justice of their country,) may have confirmed, if it did not even give rise to 
that belief. Had the Culdees been capable of misrepresenting the religion of 
the DruidSy they would not hare preserved their names for God, the soul, the 
good, the bad, &c., since these names are descriptive, and refute every falsity 
circulated in reference to their religion and morality. They had three names 
for God : dec, from the roots <t, a great being, and eol^ knowledge ; diay from ti 
and offhf pronounced a', good ; and, bUh-uile, abbreviated bel, from btth, life, 
and uile^ all. It is thus seen that the Druid represented God as the great, the 
good being, the life of all. He had two names also for the soul, deo, from his 
regarding the soul as an emanation of God. Hence, when a person dies, the 
Highlander does not say, " thuair (hu-ayr) e 'm ba«»,*' as he would say of a 
beast ; but " chai an deo as," — the soul has gone out of him. The other name 
of the soul is still more striking, anam, from atiy antagonism, defiance, and aniy 
time ; that is, the antagonist or defier of time, or in other words, the immortal. 

It is a very singular coincidence, that the indolatrous priesthood of the 
East, by preserving the inscriptions on ancient monuments, have furnished the 
philologist with the means of proving that they also had derived their know- 
ledge of the attributes of God from Nature. This is a reasonable inference 
fix)m these inscriptions, and from the significant and accordant fact, namely, 
that they symbolised His difierent attributes, — wisdom, power, benevolence, 
&c., by different and distinct statues and figures. It is difficult to believe that 
man could have allowed himself to be juggled out of such knowledge by priest- 
craft, after having once attained it ; yet the inscriptions in the East, and the 
names of God in the West, can leave no doubt that the Druid priesthood, both 
in the East and the West, had a knowledge of the omnipotent power, wisdom, 
and benevolence of Grod, at a period beyond the date of revealed religion. For 
instance, an inscription under an ancient statue of Isis has been translated, '' I 
am all that is ;** and the inscription on a monument at Sais has been translated, 
'^ I am all that is or was." The Jehovah of Scripture would, according to Gaelic 
etymon, have been spelt Ti-ha-va ; viz., tf, the Great Being, ha, is, and va, 
was, — the Great Being that is and was. This is identical with the inscription 
at Sais. It is a legitimate inference from this inscription, that the monument 
or pyramid at Sais was erected to symbolise the origin and unity of all sublime 
attributes and enduring power in one living and eternal God. No one was 
allowed to enter the Temple of Serapis without having the name Jehova 
(abbreviated Jako in these inscriptions) inscribed on his breast. Circumcision 
was a preliminary to the study of the philosophy of symbols, being probably 
intended to impress indelibly on the mind of the student that most ancient of 
all symbols of God, — the circle. Moses, according to Philo, was initiated in the 
philosophy of symbols as well as Plato. He had thus acquired a knowledge of 
God from the natural theology of the Eastern Druids before he became the 
leg^lator of the Jews. 

There is no evidence that natural theology, or the Druidal religion of 

c 
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Egypt, had ever become the handmaiden of despotism ; but the religion revealed 
through man certainly had, first among the Jews, and since then among the 
feudal Christians. Indeed, we cannot conceive a state of society in which the 
people can be free and their spiritual government a despotism. No free people 
ever will submit to a spiritual despotism. A spiritual despotism can make 
hypocrites, but not Christians, as was proved by the French Revolution, where 
a priest-ridden people proved a nation of infidels. There is no evidence of the 
existence of any despotism, until Gtod revealed his will to man through man. 
Hence we find from the day that Joseph availed himself of Pharaoh's dream 
for the establishment of despotism in Egypt, until Calvin and Knox gave a 
representative government to the Presbyterian Church, that the clergy of all 
countries and all religions were the deadly foes of civil and religious liberty. 
Feudalism, unaided by priestcraft, never could have defrauded and disorganized 
the Celtic clans of Scotland. " Prior to the marriage of Malcolm Canmore," says 
a clerical historian, *' and subsequently to that event, many families of Norman 
and Saxon lineage found their way from the northern districts of England into 
Scotland, where they settled, and became proprietors of land by feudal tenure. On 
the property so acquired they erected fortresses" (to coerce the people.) ** These 
settlers were probably, without exception, the friends of Christianity, being 
favourable to all influences likely to civilize their rude retainers," (or^ in other 
words, to that exhorbitant power of priestcraft, without which the people never 
could have been made to submit to the feudal usurpation.) '' Hence,'* continues 
the historian, (who seems quite unconscious of the real motives of the feudal 
lords for being, ** without exception, the friends of Christianity,") " one of their 
primary objects would be the building of a church in such a position as might 
be most convenient for the inhabitants of the town or village which sprung up 
in the immediate vicinity, and under the protection of their own castles." The 
progress of the ** well-matched pair," — civil usurpation and q)iritual despotigm, 
— in denuding and making serfs of the people, are indelibly impressed on the 
face of the country by these castles and churches ; but when the usurpation was 
established, and the submission of the people insured, the castles battered down 
the churches, and ungratefully resumed their well won wealth. We thus see that 
a just retribution ultimately overtakes the inheritors of unjustly acquired wealth, 
however saintly their garb or profession. 

The Bev. Dr Blair, in his beautiful Dissertation on Ossian's poems, tries to 
account for the singular circumstance that there are no traces of religion in 
these poems ; but the Druids, whose religion was founded on natural science, 
could not believe in especial acts of Providence, and make Gtod give a victory 
to one hero and one army to-day, and to an opposite hero and army to-morrow. 
In short, the religion of Nature, reason, and common sense, could not be made 
subservient to the real exigencies of man, much less to the imaginary exigencies 
of poetry. On the contrary, the mixing up of God's name and power wiUi 
human afiaira, would, in all probability, have been regarded as an impiety in 
the days of Ossian, — ignorance and barbarity. 

When the reader shall have acquired suflScient knowledge of the Gaelic to 
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be able to resolve compound words into their simple elements or roots, as 
exemplified in the etymon of the foregoing words, every step of progress will 
become to him a source of intellectual recreation. He will then scarcely find 
in literature a more ludicrous 6gure than their egotism made of Dr Johnson, 
Sir James Macintosh, and Lord Macaulay, when, without having even a reading 
knowledge of the Gaelic, they constituted themselves dictators on questions 
involved in the language and literature of the Highland clans. At the same 
time, it must be admitted, that, with the exception of the ancient poems trans- 
lated and published by the elegant and spirited Mr Macpherson, and the learned, 
honest, and patriotic Dr Smith, the Gael have done little to put their language 
or poetry in an attractive or even accessible form before the English reader. 
Our dictionary-makers knew that Gaelic words are descriptive, and that by 
resolving them into their primitive roots, they would furnish the antiquary and 
historian with the means of forming a true estimate, not only of the language, 
but also of the state of society or condition of the ancient Celtic nations ; but, 
probably, to make their gigantic labours more easy, they preferred following 
the example of other learned lexicographers, by giving us a string of what 
they call synonymous words, to explain the meaning of one ! We all know the 
amusing error into which the foreign clergyman fell, who on being told that 
pickling meant preserving, prayed with great fervour of devotion that Dr 
Chalmers' soul might be pickled. But those who will peruse Gaelic dictionaries 
and Gaelic grammars, will find that the English are not the only scholars who 
have laboured to the utmost of their power to render their language complicated, 
and its acquisition a life-labour to foreigners. The Gaelic lexicographers give 
a string of words '' as long as my arm,*' difiering essentially from one another, 
to explain the meaning of one word, instead of ireducing the word to its roots, 
and leaving it to explain itself ; and the grammarian has determined, that to 
le^m Gaelic, a man must not only be a profound scholar, but devote his life 
exclusively to the study of his exquisite labours. 

Different Sounds of the Gaelic Vowels. 

A. 

" a long, as in far ; as ard, high ; bard, a poet, 
a short, like a in fat ; as cas, a foot ; tasdan, a shiUxng, 
a long, like eux in French ; as adh, (a-ugh) joy. 
a short, like eux ; as lagh, law ; tagh, chose. 
a faint, like e in risen ; as an, the ; mar, as, 

E. 
e long, like e in there ; as e in se, Ac ; re, during, 
e short, like e in met ; as leth, half\ teth, hot. 
e long, like a in fate ; as ce, the earth ; te, a female. 
e short, like e in her ; as duine, a man ; filte, folded, 

I 
i long, like ee in see ; as cir, a conJb ; mir, a piece, 
i short, like i in pin ; as min, meal\ bith, heing. 
i faint, like i in this ; as is, am. 
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0. 

o long, like o in oak ; as or, gold ; brog, a shoe. 

short, like 6 in on ; as rao, my ; grod, rotten. 

long, like o in how ; as tonn, a wave ; poll, a pull. 

o short, like 6 in not ; lomadh, clipping ; connadh, fuel. 

o long, like o in owl ; as sogh, luxury ; f oghlura, learning. 

o short, like o in now ; as foghar, autumn ; roughuinn, choice. 

U. 

w long, like ii in tube ; as ur, fresh ; tur, a tower. 

u short, like u in bush ; as rud, a thing ; gath, a voice. 

u faint, like a faint, or u in run ; as mur, if not. 

** In words of more than one syllable, the vowels, chiefly the broad, have an 
indefinite short quality of obscure sound in the second or final syllables ; this 
has occasioned an indiscriminate use of the vowels as correspondents, and hence 
the reason that the same word is sometimes spelt in two different ways, as 
iarrtas or iarrtus, a request ; canain or canuin, a language ; dichiall or dichioU, 
diligence. The spelling of the same word by different vowels is chiefly confined 
to the final syllable or syllables. A single vowel in the initial syllable of a word 
never assumes this obscure sound, and when the initial syllable contains an 
improper diphthong, one of the vowels is always pronounced in full, and the 
other is faint or quiescent." — Forbes. 

Although I consider it proper to make a few quotations, showing the 
niceties of the language, as illustrated by the grammarians, I do not consider 
the perfect knowledge of them necessary to enable any foreign lady or gentleman 
t^) speak and to read Gaelic. Had I thought so, I should not have undertaken 
to write a naked key, free of even the common points in use, to mark the 
different sounds of the Gaelic vowels. My object is to strip the language of all 
the impediments to the easy acquisition of such a plain, simple knowledge of it, 
as will enable a foreigner to make himself understood. I do not think it b 
possible to teach any person by the mere use of letters to speak any foreign 
language like a well educated native, otherwise I would have left the field in 
the possession of grammarians, whose works for learning, research, and 
discrimination, if equalled, are not surpassed. 

Diphthongs and Triphthongs. 

" Ao has no similar sound in English ; it is like the French eu or eux, or 
the Latin au, in aurum ; as gaol, love, saor, a vrright. Eu ; the letter e in 
eu is always long, and has a compound sound, as if e was preceded by a short 
i, thus, teum, feum, pronounced tiem, fiem. The letter e has a shade of this 
sound also in the improper diphthong ea, as cead, deas, pronounced keid, dies. 

** There are five triphthongs formed from the long diphthongs ao, eo, ia, 
ua, by adding the vowel i. These diphthongs preserve their own sounds, and 
the final i is always short ; aoi, as caoidh, (kao-y) lament ; laoidh, (lloo-y) 
calves ; eoi, as treoir, (treo-yr) strength ; as geoidh, (keo-y) geese ; iai, as 
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ciuin, (ki-uyn) meek ; fliuiche, (fli-iuch-e) wetter ; uai, as fuaim, (fua-ym) 
sound; cruaidh, (crua-y) hard." — Ibid. 

There are I know not how many diphthongs and triphthongs, but I do not 
consider it necessary to submit them to the reader. Indeed, with the exception 
of the one previously mentioned, the whole difficulty appears to me to have 
been created by the grammarians themselves. 

A and o will not jrield to one another, and have compelled the bards to 
concede to them a combined and peculiar sound ; but with the other vowels the 
case is quite diflferent When a small and a broad vowel meet, they neither 
disagree nor assume a combined sound. In air, on, for instance, the a being the 
primary or leading vowel, is treated with due deference by i, who accordingly al- 
lows him the benefit of his position or precedence, and speaks himself in a subdued 
voice : hence the monosyllable is pronounced ayr. But when the small vowel 
is the primary and the broad the secondary, the latter is silent. It' would thus 
appear that the small letters are the gentlemen, and the broad the plebeians of 
the Gaelic alphabet : hence when one of (hese gentleman is preceded in a triph- 
thong by two broad vowels, one of them, out of deference to him, remains silent, 
and he accordingly modifies his style, and condescends to speak in a voice accor- 
dant with the vulgar intonation. No unseemly argument, looking for victory in 
a masterful voice, can take place between a Celtic gentleman and plebeian, even 
symbolically or by their representative letters. He recognises their value in 
the commonwealth, and they show due deference to his superior rank and 
position. Thus, buail, strike^ is pronounced buyl; tuaisd, bungler, tuyst; 
buaidh, i>ictory, buy ; loidh, hymn, loy. But to show that he has not subdued 
his voice or modified his style out of any fear of the physical superiority of two 
to one, when he and a brother aristocrat meet a single plebeian under similar 
circumstances, he is treated with due consideration, and allowed to speak for 
himself. Thus, stiuir, helm, is pronounced sti-uyr; ciuin, mild, ki-uyn, 
&a On the other hand, when two broad vowels meet, — o and a excepted, — 
they treat one another like two navvies, without any regard to conventional 
rules of politeness or etiquette ; on the contrary, they treat one another like 
two sturdy radicals, as on a footing of perfect equality. Thus, fuar, cold, is 
pronounced fu-ar; tuar, complexion, tu-ar; raud, greed, ra-ut, &c. &c. But 
when two small letters meet, they not only treat one another, but also their 
Celtic brother, o, the aristocrat of Ireland, with the utmost cordiality and con- 
sideration. Thus, feoil, flesh, is pronounced fe-oyl ; theid, will go, heyt ; 
treoir, strength, tre-oyr, &c. &c. 

The names of inanimate objects which take an or am before them are 
generally masculine ; as, an dorus, (dorus) the door ; an tigh, (ti') the house ; 
an t-ord, the hammer; am baile, (bayle) the town ; am bradan, (bradan) the 

salmon. 

Nouns which have a prefixed are, in general, feminine; as, a ghrian, 
(yri-an) the sun ; a ghealach, (yel-ach) the moon ; a chraobh, (chra-ov) the tree ; 
a bheinn, (vcynn) the mountain. 

Nouns beginning with a vowel insert t after the prefixed article for the 
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sake of euphony ; as, an t-uan, (u-an) the Iamb ; an t-iasg, (i-ask) the fish ; an 
t-ubh, (uv) the egg ; an t-olc, the evil. Many nouns beginning with s, which 
is silent before h, insert t after the article ; as, an saoghal, (sao'-al) the world, 
is written in the genitive case, an t-shaoghail, (tao'-ayl) of the world ; an 
t-shlait, (tlayt) of the rod ; an t-shneachd, (tnechd) of the snow, &c. 

The above rules have, however, many exceptions, the article a being 
prefixed to names masculine ; as, a monadh, (mona') the hill ; a meal, (mell) the 
knoll ; and an to nouns feminine ; as, an amhuin, (avuyn) the river ; an reul, 
(reyll) the planet, &c. 

There is in Gaelic no accusative case different from the nominative ; nor 
is the ablative different from the dative case. 



Bard, 


a poet, Masc. 




With the Article. 


Singular, 


Plural. 




Singular. 


Plural. 


N. Bard. 


baird. 




N. am bard. 


na baird. 


bard 


bayrd 




am bard 


na bayrd 


G. Baird. 


bhard. 




G. a bhaird. 


nam bard. 


bayrd 


vard 




vayrd 


nam bard 


D. Bard. 


bhardaibL 




D. do*n bhaird. do bhardaibh. 


bard 


vardayv 




don vayrd 


vardayv 


V. Bhard. 


bharda. 




V. bhaird. 


bharda. 


vayrd 


varda 




vayrd 


varda 


Bean, a woman, Fem. 




With the Article. 


Singular. 


Plural. 




Singular. 


Plural. 


N. Bean. 


mnai or mnathan. 


N. 


a bhean. 


na mnai or na mnathan 


ben 


mnay mna'-an 




ven 


mnay mna'-an 


G. Mna. 


ban. 


G. 


na mna. 


nam ban. 


mna 


ban 


■ 


mna 


nam ban 


D. Mnaoi. 


mnathaibh. 


D. 


do n mhnaoi. 


do na mnathaibh. 


mna-oy 


mna'-iv 




mn-oy 


mna'-yv 


V. Bhean. 


mhnathan. 


V. 


bhean. 


mhnathan. 


ven 


mna'-an 




ven 


mna'-an 



The following rules are quoted, substantially, from Currie : — 
" Gaelic nouns generally form the plural eitheir by changing the broad 
vowels a, o, u, into the small e, i, or simply by the insertion of i into the 
last syllable," in accordance with the principle which makes the small vowels 
the superiors of the broad : — as 



Nam. 


Gen. 


Earrach, spring 


earraich. 


errach 


errayich 


Dorus, door. 


doruis. 


dorus 


dor-uysh 


Damh, an ox. 


daimh. 


dav. 


dayv 


Daol, a beetle. 


daoil. 


daol 


daoyl 


Darag, an oak. 


daraig. 


dar-ag 


darayk 



Nom. 


Gen. 


sgiath, a shield. 
Bki-a'- 


Bgeith. 
ske' 


each, a horse, 
ech 


eeich. 
e-ich 


creag, a rock, 
crek 

fearg, wrath, 

ferak 


creiff. 
creyk 

feirg. 
fe-rick 


coileach, a cock, 
coyl-ech 


coilaich. 
coy-lich 
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Fraoch, heather. 


fraoich. 


grian, the sun. 


greine 


fraoch 


fraoych 


gri-an 


gre-n^ 


Bas, death. 


bais. 


ias^, fish, 
i-ask 


eisff. 

eysk 


bas 


bayish 


Fnaran, a spring. 


fuarain. 


dias, an ear of com. 


deis. 


fu-aran 


fu-a-rayii 


di-aa 


de-ish 


Laoch, a hero. 


laoich. 


fiadh, a deer. 


feidh. 


laooh 


laoych 


fi-a' 


fe-i' 



^' Some nouns ending in ea are changed into i ; and those ending eo or 
>, into ui, — as: 



Norn, 


Om. 


Nom. 


Gm. 


Breac, a trout. 


brie. 


breac 


bhreac 


brec 




brec 


vreo 


Fear, a man. 


fir. 


broc, a badger. 


bruic. 


ftr 




broc 


bru-io 


Ceann, head. 


cinn. 


ceol, music. 


ciul. 


cenn 




ke-ol 


BU-il 


Preas, a bush. 


pris. 


seol, a sail. 


siuil. 


prds 


& 


se-ol 


ahi-uyl 


BreaCi small-pox. 


brice. 


cnoc, a knoll. 


cnuic. 


brec 




cnoc 


cnu-ic 


Cearc, a hen. 


circe. 


soc, a ploughshare. 


suia 


cero 




90C 


au-ic 


Leac, a flag. 


lice. 


lorg, a stick. 


luirg. 


lee 




lorg 


lu-rik 


Gleann, a valley. 


glinne. 


long, a ship. 


luing. 


glenn 




long 


lu-ing 



Nouns in eu, followed by a liquid, change u into o, and insert i after it 
rhere are many irregular nouns ; but I do not consider it necessary to quote 
oany examples. The following may, I think, suffice, — my chief reliance being 
•n phonic spelling and literal translations : — 



Nom. 


Oen. 


Ncm. 


Gm. 


feul, a cloud. 


neoil, clouds. 


feoil, flesh. 


feola, of the flesh. 


dSjI 


n^-5yll 


fe-oyll 


fe-ola 


!an, a bird. 


coin, birds. 


sron, the nose. 


sroine, of the nose. 


-«n 


e-oyii 


aron 


BToyne 


reur, grass. 


feoir, grasses. 


muir, the secL 


mara, of the se& 


Mjf 


fe-oyr 


mdyr 


mara 


If eur, a finger. 


meoir, fingers. 


fuil, blood. 


fola, of the blood. 


D^ 


me-ojrr 


%U 


fola 


iiOtis, a torch. 


leois, torches. 


druim, a ridge. 


droma, of the back. 


iSyt 


le-oysh 


truym 


droma 


)eiil, a moutL 


beoiL mouths. 


suil, the eye. 

Biiyll 


sula, of the eye. 


«yn 


be-oyl 


aula 


Igeul, a tale. 


sgeoil, tales. 


mil, honey. 


meala, of the honey. 


kSyU 


ske-oyll 


mfl 


mela 



tannais, a wedding, bainnse, wedding, duthaich, a country, ducha, of the country. 
tann-ayah baynDse du'-ayich du-cha 

!!olainn, the body. coUa, coll. gualainn, the shoulder. guaille,of the shoulder, 
iolaynn coUa sa-alaynn euvlle 
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' General Edle. — The nominative plural is formed by adding a or an to 
the nominative singular ; as nom. sing, bard, a poet, plu. bardan or baird. 

Piobair, a piper. piobairean. 

pipayr pipayren 

Buachail, a shepherd. buachaillean. 

bu-achayl bu-achayllen 

Aimsir, weather. aimsirean. 

aymiahir aymi-sir-en 

Craobh, a tree. craobhan. 

cra-OY craovan 

"Particular Rule. — Masculine nouns which insert i in the genitive 
singular, have the nominative plural like the genitive singular ; as nom. sing, 
oglach, (oglach) a servant-man, gen. oglaich, (oglaych) nom. plu. oglaich ; so, — 

N. Fear, a man. G. sin. fir. N. cluaran, a thistle. G. sin. &N. pi. cluarain. 

fer fir clu-aran du-aren 

Bradan, a salmon. bradain. croman, a kite. cromain. 

brad-an br&tayn crSman cromen 

Cleireach, a clerk. cleirich. clachan, a village. clachain. 

cley-rech cley-rich clachan clachen 

" The changes marking the relations of adjectives to other words are, like 
those to which nouns are subjected, sometimes partly made on the beginning 
and partly on the termination. The changes at the beginning are made by 
aspirating the initial consonant ; those at the end, by partly changing the 
terminations. The object of both is to indicate numbers and cases." — But I 
must stop, lest the reader should think that I am going to seduce him into the 
study of Gaelic grammar, and thus stultifying myself. 

The Gaelic bards of modem times, — that is, since they ceased to live as a 
separate and distinct order, at the introduction of Christianity, though they 
continued to be recognised and retain power as a class, — knew nothing of 
letters, much less of grammar, with very few exceptions ; but they were orally 
educated, and, the Gaelic being a natural instead of an artificial language, per- 
fectly masters of all its simple peculiarities, as is proved by the very works on 
which such profound, complicated, and apparently endless disquisitions have been 
founded. I cannot, therefore, see any reason why an educated gentleman 
should not, by the assistance of a phonic key to the pronunciation, be able to 
make himself suflBciently master of the Gaelic language to become thoroughly 
acquainted with the works of the Gaelic bards, without devoting a lifetime — if 
a lifetime would suffice for the purpose — to the study of Gaelic grammar. For 
myself, I am satisfied that any educated person who may feel disposed to take a 
little trouble in the matter, can easily acquire as much knowledge of Gaelic 
from the preceding pages, and the phonetic spelling and literal translations in 
the following pages, as will enable him both to peruse and to appreciate the 
poetry and tales of the Gael. 

The Gaelic has no neuter gender, and it is difficult precisely to see the 
grounds on which grammarians distinguish between the feminine and masculine 
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gender of inanimate objects ; bat their language, as well as traditions, show that 
devotion to the fair sex was a striking characteristic of the ancient Gael, and I 
rather think that the gender of inanimate objects has been determined by them 
in accordance with their predilections, and that everything which they regarded 
as bright and beautiful, magnificent and sublime, in the first degree, is feminine, 
and everything which they considered so only in the secondary degree, is 
masculine. We accordingly find that the sun and moon are feminine, so also 
are all the chief mountains and rivers ; while bruach, (bru-ach,) a bank, alt, a 
rivulet, monadh, (mona',) a hill, &c. &c., are masculine. Their poetry bears 
me out in this view of the subject ; nay, more, the feminine may generally 
be distinguished firom the masculine in the poetry of the bards by the beauty 
of the very names of the objects personified as feminine, which sound 'more 
pleasingly to the ear than those personified as masculine. The grammarians 
do not seem to have recognised this feature of Gaelic poetry ; but, unlike the 
bards, the grammarians had all the advantages of what the Times calls '^ Anglo- 
Saxon civilization,*' and despised a weak deference to sex : hence they seem to 
have determined the gender of inanimate objects by their adjectives. Thus as 
the adjective proper to duine mor^ (duyne more) a man big, may be appropriately 
joined to dun mory a castle big, tl^ey concluded that castle is masculine. In 
like manner, as the adjective proper to gerrauj (ger-ran) a cart-horse, is also 
proper to cuany (cu-an) a sea, they regard the sea also as masculine. My object 
does not, however, require that I should lead the reader through details ; but I 
consider it proper and necessary to point out to him some of the peculiarities of 
the language, and leave him to form conclusions for himself. 

The parts of speech in Gaelic are nine : the article, (already declined,) 
the noun, pronoun, adjective, and verb, which are declinable, and the adverb, 
preposition, interjection, and conjunction, which are not declinable. " These 
parts of speech, except the conjunction, are exemplified in the first verse of the 
llSth Psalm. 

85 271 2 65436 6 

*' thugive buidheachas do 'n Tigheam, oir tha e maith, oir gu brath 
o hngive bny'-chas to 'n ti-em oyr ha e may' oyr ga bra' 
5 4 2 

mairidh a threocair.' *' 

mayri' a h-reH>cayr 

The rule for spellmg Gaelic is embodied in the following verse, which is 
ascribed to the Druids, who have credit in Highland tradition for every axiom 
good and wise in conception, and useful and simple in practice, that have come 
down to the people from remote ages : — 

Leathan ri leathan, Broad to broad, 

le'-an ri le'-an 

'S caol ri caol. And small to small, 

'■ caol ri caol 
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A chaoidh sgriobh Ever write 

H chay skriv 

Le brigh Gaelic. With meaning Gaelic. 

le bri' ga-lic 

Some grammarians think the above rule were more honoured in the breach 
than the observance, because it requires, that, if the last vowel of any syllable 
in a compound word is broad, the initial vowel in the next syllable should also 
be broad, and thus leads to the employment of silent vowela This is true, 
but it leads to no confusion, and to very few silent vowels. Instead, therefore, 
of desiring to do away with the rule, my wish is that other dialects had an 
equally clear rule of spelling. Had the English student a rule for spelling that 
language in four lines of four and five syllables each, the saving for the last two 
hundred years in time and money would have been incalculable. It is to this 
rule for q)elling, — ^the preservation of the initial letter of the roots of compound 
words, — and the itinerating labours of the bards and seanachies among the clans, 
that the preservation of the Gaelic in its simplicity and purity, for thousands of 
years, is to be ascribed. 

Clanships were founded in identity of blood and pedigree from the original 
patriarch of their respective districts. Hence, any persons acquainted with 
their traditions must be aware that the old Highlanders did not consider the 
sons of existing chiefs any higher in pedigree, or one iota more aristocratic than 
the descendants of any other chief in the long line of descent from the founder 
of the clan. The ancestral honours and blood were regarded as the common 
inheritance, in which none had any preference. The clan district was also 
regarded as the common property of the clan. The common interest required 
them to have local clan or district governments ; but tibie officials were elected 
by the clan, and strictly limited to the cleachda^ or use and wont Their laws 
or cleachda (custom) were traditional, and known to every member of the clan, 
and could not be altered or violated with impunity, even by the most popular 
chiefs. They were administered by a judge called bridkeamh, (bri'-ev) 
(modernised brehon in Ireland and Wales,) and by a jury, consisting of the 
heads of the diflferent families of the clan. The chief was the executive ; but 
he was not a member of the brehon court The judge was, of old, appointed 
by the Druids, and probably a member of the Druid order ; but the Druids 
constituted, not the civil but the criminal court of the clans. The chief and 
chieftains were elected from the nearest in descent to the Jbunder of the clan or 
family, not to the last chief or chieftain, as in the feudal succession. Hence, in 
general, the brother succeeded to the brother, and the nephew to the uncle, 
instead of the son succeeding in lineal descent, as in feudal successions. I am 
satisfied that it was the organization of the clans of the north of Europe for 
the conquest of the Roman Empire, under partially despotic leaders, on a system 
of military subordination, which originated all the essential diflferences between 
the Celts and Groths, although they have since then been ascribed by historians 
to a difference of race. These leaders, though at the first elected by their 
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followers on patriarchal principles, naturally established their power over them 
permanently, when territories were conquered and districts divided into estates 
among their officers. In such cases, the ceannoathy or war-chief, naturally became 
king, and his officers feudal vassals ; and the heirs of both secured the succession. 
This really seems to have originated feudalism and the manners and customs 
which distinguished the so-ciJled Gothic from the Celtic clana There is no 
historical evidence of the emigration to Europe of two races of mankind from 
the East ; and feudalism is certainly first known as a system under the Emperor 
Alexander Severus, in Germany, and not in the East. I have never been able 
to discover any grounds on which to assign to the Gothic a different lineage 
from the original Celtic colonists of the localities from which Grothic clans take 
their names. Had they been a different race, and come from the East at a more 
recent period, they would have carried their names along with tiiem, instead of 
taking the names of different localities in the land to which they had emigrated. 
To assume that they are of a diffierent race from the first Celtic colonists of 
Europe, merely because of the difference in their political institutions, dialects, 
nttoners, and customs, appears to me to be neither accordant with probability 
nor analogy. Language is the great argument of those who hold most firmly 
to the idea of different races. Yet Max Miiller and the more eminent philolo- 
gists of the present day, seem convinced that all languages, or, in this sense, 
more properly dialects, may be traced to one source ; and to do so seems to be 
the great object of comparative philology. The idea that the Sanscrit, Greek, 
and Latin, are derived the one from the other, has been fairly given up, and the 
conclusicm seems to be that they ssre derived from a common source. So fugitive 
is die character of language known to be, as to have been thus illustrated by 
Mutler : ** We read of missionaries in Central .^nerica who attempted to write 
•down the language of savage tribes, and who compiled with great care a 
dictionary of all the words they could lay hold of ; returning to the same tribe, 
after the lapse of only ten years, they found that this dictionary had become 
antiquated and useless. Old words had sunk in the ground, and new ones had 
risen to the surface, and, to all outward appearance, the language was completely 
changed." In short, mankind are the creatures of training and circumstances, 
and the difference in these between the Celtic and Gothic tribes, accounts for 
every other difference between them. 

I have much pleasure in submitting the following letter from a learned and 
eminent antiquary and philologist,* in corroboration, substantially, of my views 
on the subject of the cognate character of the languages and peoples of Europe. 

*' I beg to return my kmdest thanks for the lecture on the Highlanders and 
Scots, you have been so kind as to send me. I have read it with much attention, 
and with great pleasure indeed. With the exception of one point, you have 
anticipated all my conclusions and deductions. It occasioned much surprise 
and pleasure thus to find two individuals, wholly unknown to one another, and 
pursuing the same studies quite independent of each other, arriving at conclu- 

* H. Macdonald, E»q., Grandtully, Dunkeld. 
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sious almost the same. The reasons you have given for the difference in the 
languages of Europe are precisely mine — preferably worded by you. 

" I have studied to a certain extent the connexion of Latin and Greek with 
our Gaelic, and find that no writer has yet done justice to this part of philology. 
It is now known that Italian, Spanish, Portuguese, and French, are all the 
direct offsprings of the language of Bome, and that both Greek and Latin enter 
largely into the Teutonic or Gt)thic dialects, I can say nothing of the Sclavonic, 
though it is considered one of the Arian tongues. Our own language is now, 
with apparent grudge, admitted to belong to this Indo-European class of 
languages. We are told that Professor Miiller, of Cambridge, has traced out 
some seven or eight hundred words of Latin in the Gaelic, or vice versa ; and 
we have been informed that Pezron, the antiquary, found that number in the 
Greek, and from 1200 to 1400 words in Latin, though, like Miiller, he was 
quite unacquainted with our tongue. I have traced out lately 2600 Latin terms 
in our Gttelic, and am fully aware that I am far from having exhausted the 
subject In one letter of the Greek alphabet I detected 200 Gaelic words. I 
believe the Greek is replete with Gaelic, for its numerous aspirated pronuncia- 
tions and consonant combinations bear great aflSiiity to our language. The 
German or Teutonic is said to abound in it. 

" Now when we find that our Celtic language pervades the whole languages 
of middle and western Europe, is it mere enthusiasm that hems us in to the 
conclusion, that our people and language have founded the existing races and 
tongues of Europe? Some of the great English savans of the last century 
doubted the connexion of Erse (as they termed it) with any language in 
Europe — such was Dr Johnson's view; but Whitaker left recorded that he 
found 3000 British words in the old Saxon tongue ; and the more we examine 
every dialect of the Teutonic, we find that it was reared on a Celtic foundation. 
The recent assertions of some, that the Hindu and Sanscrit languages are 
fellows of the European, is not satisfactory. At one time these races were 
brothers, but since their dispersion on the plains of Asshur, they never yet 
met, and have no more claim for identity of race than the Patagonians and we 
have ; there are, notwithstanding, many things in their language common to 
ours. This is the case with the Arabic and Persic also. The term Indo- 
European is a misnomer; neither is the fancy of such as term the Celts 
Turanian, a shade happier. 

" But how, it may be asked, are we to account for the extent to which 
our language has pervaded the other languages of Europe ? The reply is 
simple, namely, that our race had passed over the Hellespont first of all others, 
with the language they had spoken in Chaldea. Greece became their earliest 
European settlement, notwithstanding the waves of emigrants sent out 
thence as pioneers to cultivate and inhabit the remaining wastes of Europe. 
Neither did the race or language ever wholly abandon Pelasgia. The same 
occurred in Italy. I would ask where had the Latin tongue its origin ? In Italy. 
Allowing the fables connected with the transmission of iEneas from Troy to 
have some germs of truth in them, what was his language? Greek. The 
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Trojans were a Ionic tribe, and spoke the Helenic. The Latin consequently 
was generated in Italy, and we need not wonder that so much Celtic enters into 
its formation. 

^* You remark that there is no vestige of evidence that a Gothic conquest 

of the Celts took place. It took place in the brain of would-be Gothic people 

only ; never in fact. These writers have laid much stress on a passage from 

Herodotus, which, as he was traditionally told, bore that the Scythae were driven 

by the Messagetae from the south and east of the Araxes, and betook themselves 

to the north of the Euxine, then occupied by the Cimbri,— the other great 

cognate branch of the Celts, — ^and that they drove out the Cimbri, who, it 

would appear, were obliged to cross the Euxine back to Asia Minor, from which 

place they were expelled by Croesus ; in which circumstance they were compelled 

to fall back on their own native country. This latter story of the Father of 

History is overlooked by the Grothic writers. Besearch has done away with the 

Scy thse-Gothic myth, and the term is now understood to have been an appellative 

generally applied to all people living on the produce of the chace. A people 

termed Scythae, or archers, (from aaighead^ an arrow) may have followed in the 

wake of the still earlier Cimbri, but the conquest of the latter by the former is 

still a guess of no foundation. An almagamatiou of a kindred race may have 

taken place. But to descend to our British and Irish people, I am at a loss to 

see how we are justified in designating tribes either in Britain or Ireland, 

Gothic or Saxon, before these designations became known in the world or in 

history. The Gothic nations of the south of Ireland, you firequently mention 

as different from the Celts of the north, staggers me ; for the Milesians, Clanna- 

Neimhidh, &c., of the Emerald Isle, I entertain the greatest doubt I believe 

that the sister Isle was originally peopled by Celts from the British Isle, and I 

know that no Goth could exist there before the name existed any where else. 

The Gothic champions have chosen to metamorphose the Gaeti into Groths in 

and after the seventh century, but the term was unknown before the Christian 

era. As for the Belgas, they occupied a section of Gaul, and were real Celts, 

although some tribes of them in Caesar's time preferred being considered 

Germans, ignorant that in that case they were of the Celtic race. What 

liolds true with the Goths as a separate people does the same with the Saxons. 

They .were unknown as such before the fourth century. Both they and the 

Germans were the same race originally. At the commencement of the present 

era, the portions of Germany occupied by the Angles and Saxons were inhabited 

by Celt& The former could be none other than tribes of the latter. 

" The Goths issued from Scandinavia early in the present era. How are 
we to trace them in any portion of the British dominions prior to that time •? 
Ireland, like all the northern states of Europe, no doubt, received tribe after 
tribe ; but I cannot discover how we can call them but mere Celts. Then as 
to the difference in dialect, I presume there was none before the English 
invasion in the 12th century ; such variety as may have existed would be no 
greater than that in Britain before the Roman invasion. That the north and 
south of Ireland fought against one another during the Fingalian period is 
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not an uncommon circumstance : the English heptarchies fought and 
slaughtered each other indiscriminately ; yea, the brothers have been often 
bent on destroying one another for power, among the Celts as well as other 
people. I conceive, therefore, that no national difference existed among the 
Irish, save that of the periods at which tribes of the same people arrived there. 

** I observe you remark that Columba required an interpreter between 
himself and the Picts. This would have the effect of my reconciliati(m with 
your system in reference to the Picts and Scots, I would feel obliged by 
a trace of good evidence in support of it; for I maintain that both were one 
and the same people, bearing at a certain period two distinctions, — equivalent 
to Clan Campbell and Clan Donald. My acquaintance with Graelic literature 
does not afford me a proof that their language was not the same identical ona 
The Boman poet in his panegryric in the third century, alludes to Scots and 
other Picts ; and Bishop Winfred, in 664, in his disputes before Oswy, king 
of Northumbria, with Colman, the Scot from lona, about the keeping of Easter, 
says, " We found the same practised in all the world, except only those and 
their accomplices in obstinacy, I mean the Picts and the Britons, who foolishly 
oppose all the rest of the universe." — Bedey p. 156. This Scot from lona and 
his people, are designated here, the Picts. 

** The writing of Gaelic in Scotland scarcely differed from that of Ireland, 
until the end oS last century. The Gaelic of 800, of 1057, and subsequently, 
was the same. See ^^Incitatum Belli' of l4ll ; Kilbride's MS. Genealogy of 
1460 ; CarswelFs Gaelic Liturgy of 1567 ; and Kirk's Gaelic Psalm Book of 
the last century. 

" I conceive the Scots to be the present Highlanders. They amalgamated 
with the Picts in the ninth century, and have since formed the occupants both 
of the east and the west of Scotland. I heartily admit the marked difference you 
have drawn between the Lowlanders and Highlanders in shape and sjonmetry. 
I have long observed it, but the distinction arises as much from the habits of 
the people as it does from race. The Saxons and the Northmen of England 
having mixed with the Lowlanders, contributed to the change both in symmetry 
and language. Every inch of Britain was once peopled by Celts. Topography 
is proof of this. The names of rivers, mountains, hills, straths, &c., in the 
Lowlands, both south and east, prove the same. Some, and Highlanders among 
them, find Welsh and British names in Scotland, which are plain Gaelic. The 
Dalriads retained their Gaelic at court till Canmore's time, and the bards 
traced the genealogy of the latter Alexanders, in Gaelic, at their coronations, 
to 1482." 

The word Gael has been preserved as the distinctive name of the first tide 
of emigrants from the East, by whom Europe was inhabited. The word means 
white. This name, then, which was given or adopted at a period too remote 
for our research, implies that, at that time, mankind were of different colours ; 
and that one of these was white. This word was accordingly given to, or 
assumed by, the white, in contradistinction to the coloured races of mankind ; 
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and certainly the Saxon, and every other family now to be found in Europe, 
appear to be the descendants of the Gkiel or white race. 

Although I hold by the above opinion, namely that all the varieties of 
white men are of one and the same race, I regard the question, which has 
frequently been under public discussion of late, as to the cause of the difference 
in comparative wealth and poverty of the classes who inhabit the richer and 
poorer districts of Great Britain and Ireland, as extremely interesting ; but I 
greatly doubt whether the conclusion at which the writers on the subject seem 
to have arrived, — that it is to be ascribed to the inferiority of the Celtic race in 
mental and physical capacity — is borne out by the military or civil history of 
the races, even in those kingdoms. The so called Gothic race, for instance, where 
they are supposed to be of pure lineage, as in Holland, have generally been 
cluuracterized as of phlegmatic temperaments, and heavy or unwieldy frames ; 
and the Celtic race have uniformly been represented as of fieiy temperaments 
and active frames. Yet, these writers ascribe to the phlegmatic race all that ia 
intellectually great and physically energetic ; while to the Celts they ascribe 
all that is mentally feeble and physically indolent I do not think these premises 
and conclusions reconcilable. 

Caesar describes the Gauls, who were Celts, as far advanced beyond the 
Germ€UQS» (who are assumed to have been Saxons,) in civilization; aod 
civilization is the result of the exercise of what is termed ** the industrial 
virtues." Are not the industrial virtues acquirements ? K so, may not the 
difference between the habits and circumstances of the inhabitants of the richer 
aad poorer districts of Great Britain and Ireland at this day, as well as the 
difference between those of the Gauls and Germans of the days of Caesar, be 
accounted for separately altogether from any supposed difference in the mental 
and physical capacity of the German and Celtic races ? 

Is it not tlie fact, that the more nearly we find mankind (no matter of 
what race,) to their primitive and uncultivated state, the more are they 
characterized by apathy and indolence ? Nay, is it not the &ct, that, in the 
bosom of the most active seats of enterprise and industry, whole families are 
to be found whose deficient education in the industrial virtues, stamps them 
with all the characteristics of indolence and apathy ? Now, it will not be denied 
that the inhabitants of the more cold, sterile, and inaccessible districts of all 
countries, (by whatsoever race inhabited,) continue much longer in a primitive and 
uncultivated state than those of the more fertile, genial, and accessible districts. 
The c^gin of wealth is in the abundance of Nature. It is almost spontaneously 
produced in the more fertile, and can only be produced by extreme industry in 
the more sterile districts. Now, wealth is essential to, if not the parent of, com-^ 
mercial and manufacturing industry. It creates artificial wante, and searches for 
and rewards the enterprise and industry whereby they may be supplied. A people 
living in a barren country, and who know no wants excepting those of nature, 
are contented with milk and potatoes, brogues and hodden greysj and do not 
possess within themselves the means nor the stimulus necessary for the creation 
of commerce and manufacturing wealth and industry. 
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The so-called Saxon and Celtic inhabitants of Great Britain and Ireland, 
in addition to the great advantages the former had over the latter, in the 
possession of rich and fertile plains, intersected with navigable rivers, bays, and 
estuaries, whereby the wealth and commerce of the whole world was drawn 
among them, have not set out on the career of commercial and manu&cturing 
enterprise on equal terms. The Saxons of Great Britain and Ireland were, 
hereditarily, less or more, accustomed to servitude and commerce, at a period 
when the Celtic race possessed the soil of their native land in common, and 
when the exercise of their industrial virtues was only necessary for the cultiva- 
tion of their own lands and the domestic manufacture of their own produce for 
their own use. Their industrial virtues were, therefore, in those days equal to 
their wants ; and they lived contented and happy. The acquisitiveness and 
injustice of the stranger changed the scene. He overturned the laws and 
institutions of their country, and made others, regardless of their wants, enstoms, 
and habits, and without allowing them to have a say in the case. By these 
new laws the Celt was denuded of his right of property in the soil, which con- 
stituted his whole earthly possession, and reduced to the condition of a serf, to 
grinding and oppressive landlords, whose unjustly acquired wealth went to the 
employment and the enrichment of the Saxon, because his hereditary knowledge 
of commerce and servitude made him the more eligible and ready-handed to 
supply their artificial wants and luxuries. In short, the whole property of 
the Celtic inhabitants of Great Britain and Ireland was, in effect, confiscated to 
a chss, for the employment and enrichment of those of the people who had beeo 
then accustomed to servitude and commerce ; and now the poor Celtic race, 
denuded of all they possessed, thinly scattered over a barren and rocky sea-coast, 
or among the isolated glens and mountains of broken and sterile wastes — 
depressed by poverty and even deserted by the accustomed bounties of Nature,* 
are blamed for not having, in this state of transition, made the same progress 
in the arts and sciences of civilized life, as a people hereditarily initiated in 
servitude and commerce ; and who, moreover, at the outset had virtually helped 
themselves to their lands — the foundation of the whole wealth of the country — 
to carry on their trade. 

That the difierence in the habits and circumstances of the inhabitants of 
the richer and poorer districts of Great Britain and Ireland cannot with justice 
be ascribed to anything inherent in the Celtic character, is proved by the fiwst, 
that there is no part of these kingdoms in which persons of undoubted Celtic 
lineage are not to be found, standing pre-eminently forward among the most 
distinguished individuals of the Saxon race, in every department of literature 
and the fine arts, as well as in all the sciences and inventions, or discoveries, 
which have resulted in their great mercantile and manufacturing prosperity. 

Nor is the comparison of the emulation of individuals of the Saxons and 
Celts with one another less favourable to the latter than the emulation of towns 
and cities, if we take progress in commerce and manufactures as the criterion. 

* Two or threo of theie p«get were written at the time of the potato fkilue. 
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Let US take, for example, the city of Glasgow. Now, we find that Glasgow, so 
recently as the year 1668, did not possess a single merchant who was a ship- 
owner, Gibson, the father of her mercantile prosperity, made that year the first 
venture in foreign trade. He cured and exported to St Martin's in France, 
300 lasts of herring, (containing six barrels,) and received a barrel of brandy and 
a crown for each. Such was the extent of the foreign trade of Glasgow in 1668. 
Compare this with the foreign trade of Glasgow at the present time, and will 
it be found that she has loitered behind her neighbours in mercantile and manu- 
facturing industry and enterprise? The statistics of Glasgow, and of many 
other towns and cities in Great Britain and Ireland, (whether Celtic or Saxon), 
show that great progress has been made by the country in mercantile and manu- 
facturing enterprise within these two hundred years ; and where is the writer 
who will venture to assert that that progress, in the towns and cities in which 
it has taken place, is to be ascribed, not to a change in the habits of the people, 
but to a change of the race by which they were, or are inhabited? Are we to 
come to the conclusion that Glasgow in 1668 was inhabited by a fiery race of 
Celts, and that she is now inhabited by a phlegmatic race of Dutchmen? The 
statistics of towns and cities afford no evidence in confirmation of the charge of 
indolence and apathy made against the Celtic race of Great Britain and Ireland ; 
and the biography of eminent men does not show that the Celtic race has failed 
to furnish its due share of all that is intellectually great and physically energetic. 
But, perhaps, it is in their military qualities that these writers find the great 
superiority of the Saxon over the Celtic race? Let us take a glance at the ques- 
tion in a military point of view, then, and see how it stands ; but in order to 
clear it of all that might mislettd the general reader, we must beg him to favour 
UB with his attention to a short sketch, in reference to Wallace, and the history 
and military strength of the king-made nobility of his time. 

North Britain, previous to the arrival of the Scoto-Irish in the western 
parts of Argyleshire, was governed on the patriarchal cleachda of all the ancient 
Celtic nations. This system is defined by the great (though sometimes not 
immaculate) Chalmers, in his Caledonia^ as afibrding to every tribe the privilege 
" of being each independent of the whole." By this cleachda, the power of the 
kings, chiefs, and chieftains, who constituted the patriarchs, was so bound down 
as to have led Roman and other ancient writers into the supposition that clan- 
shipe were pure democracies. They were not democracies ; but they were pro- 
bably as nearly so as was consistent with the purity and independence of the 
rulers of the people. The Scots,* who ultimately succeeded to the supremacy, do 
not appear to have carried with them the patriarchal system (judging from their 
feuds and questions of succession among themselves) into the country ; at least 

* That the Scott were the feudal, and the Caledonians the patriarchal people, is proved by the fkct, that 
the former had a king styled the King of Scots, that his sons were styled princes, that he created from time 
to time, dnkes, marquises, earls, Ac. ; but the Caledonians never had kings or titles until they were created 
Tor them by feudal historians and foreign priests. These, however, did not know their language. Hence 
we have in Gaelic no words to express the titles which these sapient writers were pleased to confer on 
j«ir remote ancestors. 
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in its purity. We accordingly find that Malcolui Canmore, who appears to have 
been the first Scoto-Irish king that acquired any thing like an effectual 
dominion over the Picts, took immediate steps for the establishment of the 
feudal system. The disruption consequent on this process, threw a great portion 
of the country into the hands of new possessors. Hence the Scottish nobility 
of the days of Wallace were, in every essential, a foreign nobility. They 
were foreigners in their lineage, language, titles, tenures, manners, and customs. 
There were thus elements of the most irreconcilable enmity in existence be- 
tween the people and the nobility of Scotland in the days of Wallace. Being, 
however, only the growth of the two previous centuries, fortunately for the 
people, the nobility were not in the possession of great military strength. 
Their following consisted of men-at-arms, as may be seen from their charters ; 
and the men-at-arms of Scotland were never very formidable, and much less so 
at the above period. We accordingly find that Cumyn, one of the ddest 
and most powerful among them, when he had to rely upon his own feudal friends 
and vassals, (for the clans were only willing and voluntary soldiers in defensive 
warfare,) as in his silly invasion of England, did not dare to encounter the 
hostility of the citizens even of Carlisle. When the stalwart burghers showed 
face, he abandoned his resentment against King Edward, and fled* We abo 
find, when the great Stewart, with Lennox ^' and other barons," joined the army 
at Stirling, that their strength consisted only of sixty men 1 Douglas, Lorn, &a, 
who were chiefs, and followed by the people of their respective clans, are not 
to be confounded with the nobility referred to. Neither should we allow our 
estimate of the power of the nobility of those days to be exaggerated by the 
vulgar error of supposing that the schiltrans, or divisions, which they commanded 
in battle, were formed of their own vassals. These schiltrons were composed 
of the clans, and officered by their chiefis and chieftains ; but '' divide and 
conquer*' being the ruling principle of the feudal kings of Scotland, they sowed 
the seeds of distrust and division so sedulously among the clans, that one clan 
would not be commanded by the chief of another claa Hence when severals 
of them were formed together into a schiltron, or division, some neutral perscHi- 
age behoved to get the command. The king, or his representative in the field, 
therefore, usually appointed some nobleman, popular in the districts of the 
respective schiltrons, to command them in battle. We must not, therefore, allow 
our estimate of the military strength of the nobility of the days of Wallace, to 
be magnified by the importance of the stations they occupied in the field of 
battle, or by the power to which, by the successfhl carrying out of the feudal 
organization, they afterwards attained. The power was only in its birth at that 
period ; and we accordingly find that their assistance to the invader consisted 
chiefly of intrigues, whereby they divided or betrayed the patriots, — as witness 
the battle of Falkirk. 

The derivation of the name, as well as the genealogy of Wallace, is 
involved in obscurity ; but its absence from bonds and charters, like those of 
other Celtic chiefs, and its identity, as originally spelled, Walens, with that of 
the heroic Walenses of Clydesdale, of which district he was a native, furnishes, 
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at least, ex facte evidence of his Celtic lineage. To be of the same lineage and 
language with the natives, would also seem elements absolutely necessary to 
popularity among a people so constituted as the people of Scotland of the 
days of Wallace. Nay, we cannot shut our eyes to the fact, that, even 
at so late a period as ''the forty-five,'' no small share of the enthusiasm in 
favour of " the Prince," may be ascribed to the zeal and address with which he 
assumed their national dress and arms, and cultivated their habits and their lan- 
guage. These were the means whereby he rooted himself in their hearts, and 
effectually awakened their ancient loyalty and fidelity to their old race of kings. 

We also see that the tone of determined enmity in which Wallace is 
made to speak of his foemen, has in it something far more bitter than could 
have risen from the hostility of two warlike kingdoms. It implies hatred to 
the race much more distinctly than to the invader. Nor is the intense hostility 
of the Scottish nobility to Wallace satisfactorily explained when ascribed merely 
to the supposed pride of rank and birtL For Wallace was himself of knightly 
rank and family ; and, therefore, even according to their own feudal distinctions, 
qualified to enter the lists against the best and noblest of their race or order. 
Neither is it to be understood that the nobility of that age — that is, the king- 
made nobility — possessed that prestige which power and antiquity of family 
confer on their descendants. No doubt, some of them were descended of the 
nobility of England ; but these were only the ofiCspring of the then recent 
conquest of that kingdom by the Normana But, at any rate, the best and 
noblest of either the English or the Scottish nobility of that day, were not to be 
compared to the chiefs and chieftains of Scotland, in purity of blood, or an- 
tiquity of £Eunily. We must therefore look elsewhere than to their pride, for 
the cause of the hatred and affected contempt entertained by the nobility 
against Wallace. May they not rather have arisen from his Celtic lineage and 
popularity with the people, who hated and repudiated their rank and tenures, 
and whom they, in return, both hated and feared ? 

When circumvented, or defeated on the plains, where the feudal nobility 
had some show of influence, and where they sometimes joined, in order to 
thwart and betray him, we find that Wallace invariably retired beyond the 
Clyde and Forth, among the glens and mountains occupied by the native 
CJeltic race, and that he never failed to return thence with thousands of true 
hearts and strong arms, able and willing, as at the battle of Stirling, to pave 
his way to glory and to victory. These were the men with whom he thrice 
swept the invader from the land, and with whom his triumph had been com- 
pleted, but for the persevering, and, alas, ultimately successful treachery of the 
nobility. These facts lead to the conclusion that Wallace and lus followers found 
their mutual patriotism and confidence in one another cemented by the ties of 
language and of lineage, — that they were equally the lineal descendants and 
true representatives of the illustrious tribes who, of old, repelled the Boman and 
Danish invaders of their country, in the same spirit in which they, their off- 
spring, were then resolute to conquer or to die in the sacred cause of her liberty 
and independence. Wo have, tlierefoi-p, reason to believe that the opponents 
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of the English, in the days of Wallace, were the patriarchal clans of Scotland ; 
the same race whom they long afterwards encountered at Frestonpans and 
Culloden. We shall now, therefore, proceed with a brief sketch of the more 
prominent arenas on which the Saxon and Celtic races have met each other in 
battle, beginning with the wars of the first Napoleon. 

The Continental Saxons have frequently met the half-Celtic French in 
battle, and certainly did not show their superiority to them in mental and 
physical energy. During that war, in particular, the Continental Saxons 
gained no laurels from the representatives of the ancient Gauls. It is not to 
their Saxon blood, therefore, that the English owe their military superiority over 
the French, but to the blood of their British mothers, otherwise why did not 
the Continental Saxons (who certainly must possess more Saxon blood than the 
English) beat the French ? The descendants and representatives of the Celtic 
Gauls are, at this day, the greatest of all the Continental nations. 

The last occasion on which the Celtic and Saxon races of Great Britain 
met one another in warfare, was, as already mentioned, in the " forty-five," 
and we certainly do not find that the Saxon manifested any superiority to the 
Celtic race, either physically or mentally, on that occasion. We must, therefore, 
proceed backward with our researches before we can find any evidence of the 
military superiority of the Saxon to the Gael. 

It is said that the Saxon subjugated the Briton. This statement is now 
discredited, but supposing it true, the Briton had become efifeminate by several 
centuries of subjection to the Romans, before he achieved that triumpL Over 
the Caledonian and the Dane he failed to achieve any permanent superiority or 
advantage : on the contrary, his country was overrun repeatedly, and finally 
conquered, by the Dane ; and the Dane, the Saxon's conqueror, was as repeatedly 
defeated in battle, and driven by the Caledonians into the sea. 

Nor was the superiority of the Saxon to the Celt manifested in the war of 
independence under Wallace and Bruce, although that war occurred after he had 
been again improve4 in his breed, and elevated in his military character, by an 
accession of blood from the half, if not wholly, Celtic and warlike Norman. 
But to show the difference between the Celt and Saxon, in their military qualities, 
it is only necessary to refer to the historical fact, that, by the loss of the single 
battle of Hastings, the Saxon was cowed and subjugated ; whereas the Celt, 
instead of yielding on a single defeat, maintained a disastrous war of thirty years 
duration, not only against a powerful foreign invader, but against the still 
more fatal treachery of the Anglo-Saxon nobility, planted by his own kings, in 
the bosom of his country, for the extinction of his rights and liberty. 

Nor did these thirty years of ruinous warfare either cool his patriotism or 
tame his courage. On the contrary, he faced the whole Anglo-Saxon and 
Anglo-Norman power, not only of England, but of Wales and Ireland also, on 
the field of Bannockbum, and, with one Celt against three Saxons, overthrew 
them with a slaughter, to which that of Waterloo, — the Bannockbum of 
European warfare, — is scarcely to be compared ; and with that crowning victory 
he secured and consolidated the independence of his country. The military 
history of the Saxon and Celtic races, assuming them to be different -races, 
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relatively to one another, does not therefore afford any evidence of the mental 
or physical superiority of the Saxon race. 

We do not, and cannot see any reason for coming to the conclusion, that 
the Saxons and the Celts are descended of two distinct races. Every shade of 
difference between them, may — we would say, must — have been produced by 
education and circumstances. But be that as it may, so complete is the 
amalgamation of the two now in Great Britain and Ireland, as to render it 
impossible to draw a line of demarcation between them. However, it is not 
either necessary or desirable to do so, and I may venture to predict that no 
honest patriot will ever attempt it Tndeed, I question if twenty families of 
British-bom subjects can be found, who can trace themselves through six 
generations of an unmixed Saxon lineage. 

I have already stated that the Gaelic vowels are sounded by grammarians 
like the English vowels in far, th^me, ptn, broke, true. Every one of these 
vowels have, however, according to these gentlemen, as many sounds and shades 
of sound, hard and soft, broad and small, thin and thick, as, with the numerous 
signs or accents by which they are distinguished, might enable a clever teacher 
to retain an ordinary pupil in his hands for an age ; but, of course, they con- 
sidered the acquisition of such an invaluable knowledge cheaply purchased by 
the sacrifice of a life-time to the study of Graelic grammar. But the singular thing 
is, how Duncan Ban Macintyre and the other bards, who could neither read nor 
write, contrived to leave behind them the learned works on which such elaborate 
disquisitions have been founded by these great philologists ! My space will not 
permit me to trouble the reader with many extracts, but I could have shown him, 
by voluminous quotations, that the Highlanders were not the ignorant barbarians 
they are represented to have been ; and I must remark, as a sufficiently striking 
corroboration of this statement, that Caesar ascertained from the natives that 
the coast of Britain was two thousand miles in circumference, (and I question 
whether the Government Surveyors will show that they were very far wrong,) 
yet our learned historians have been repeating, one after another, — on the 
authority of Latin books too, — for the last two thousand years, that it was the 
Bomans who first ascertained that Britain was an island I and I have no doubt 
that they will continue to repeat this, and a hundred other fallacies, and that 
the good-natured public will not only continue to believe, but also to buy these 
precious books, and pay dominies for teaching them to their children, for two 
thousand years more. 

I have stated, that Gaelic consonants, when not aspirated or in action, are 
pronounced like the English consonants in the following words : b in 5ad, c in 
cant, d in <2aft, f in ^11, g in ^all, 1 in Zeek, m in tnad, n in narrow, p in 
^th, r in rare, s in ^ad, and t in taxj but much thicker, softer, and deeper. 
As the purity of the reader's pronunciation depends entirely on his making 
himself a complete master of this peculiarity, I beg of him to go once more 
over the instructions for pronouncing the consonants when in action, already 
given, before addressing himself to the following words, otherwise he is sure to 
acquire a spurious pronunciation. 
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Tir-mhor, a contineDt. 

tir-vore 

Duthaich, a country. 

du'-aych 

Eillen, an island. 

ellen 

Doirlinn, an isthmus, 
doyrlinn 

Traigh, coast 

tra-i' 

Cladach, beach. 
cUdach 

Cuan, sea. 

ca-an 

Muir, ocean. 

muyr 

Camas, bay. 
camas 

Calla, harbour, 
calla 

Geob, a creek, 
ge-ob 

Caolas, a strait. 

caolaa* 

Loch, a lake. 
Abhuinn, a river. 

avuyn 

Alt, a rivulet. 
Eas, a waterfall. 

§88 

Linne, a pool 

linn-e 

Sruth, a current. 

8ru' 

Dall-bhog, a quagmire. 

dallavog 

Frith, a deer forest. 
fri' 

Grianan, a sunny knoll, (a 
gri-an-an fairy bnigh.) 

Sithean, a fairy knoll or 
8hi'-en bnigh. 

Bniach or brugh, a bank 
bni-ach bru' 

or ridge ; also a clachan. 

Cloadh, burying ground, 
cJo' or salmon spawn- 
ingplace. 



mor-fihruth, a rapid. 

more-ru' 

adhadh, a ford 
Bh'-ih' 

coileam, a rapid rushing through a narrow rock- 
coylem bound channel. 

tober, a spring. 

srath, the lower part of a glen, a valley, 
•ra' 

dael, a plain in the curve of a river, 
dal 

gleann, a glen. 

glenn 

coire, a semi-glen in the face of a hill. 

c6yre 

bealach, a defile or pass, 
belach 

aisre, a steppe among rocks. 

ftyshre 

beinn, a mountain. 

bSynn 

cruach, a conical or stack-shaped mountain. 

cru-ach 

sliabh, a wold or inclined table-land. 

sli-ay 

slios, the flank or side of a mountain, 
slia 

scur, a cliff 
scfir 

mointeach, a moor. 

moyDtech 

carr, a dry moor, rutted with winter water-courses. 

Ion, a moist plain or meadow. 

cos, a cleft 

cnagan, a knag in a tree or rock. 

cnagan 

innis, an island ; also a roosting place. 

i, an island (obsolete.) 

airidh, a shieling or Highland summer residence. 

ayri' 

fasach, a deer-forest, or preserved pasture, 
faaach 



* Ao. Here the phonic spelliiig is a failure ; for aw is a horrid imitation, and I can find no letters 
that more nearly represents the sound in English. 



OF THX HIQHLAND CLAK8. 



39 



Stuc, a peak. 
Uamh, a cave. 

u-aT 

Bo, a cow. 
bo 

Ba-thigh, a cow-house. 

ba-hi' 

Bualaidh, a fold. 

bu-a-lay' 

Laogh, a calfl 
lao' 

Arladh, a quey. 

aria' 

Gamhainn, a stirk. 
gavayu 

Damhy an ox. 

daT 

Tarbh, a bull 
tarv 

GearraD^ a work-horse. 

gerran 

Steud, a war-horse. 

BtSyd 

Marc, a riding-horse, 
marc 

Falare, a. riding-mare. 



Capuli a brood-mare, 
capal 

Caora, a ewe. 
ciori 

Boo-earba, a roeback. 

booeraba 

Sionnacb, a fox. 

shi-onach 

Doran, an otter. 

d5ran 

BroCy a badger, 
faroc 

Eoin-fhraoich, moorfowls. 
e-oyn-roych 

Coilleach-fraoich, a moorcock, 
coylech-froych 

Cearc-fhraoich, a moorhen, 
cerc-roych 

Coillich-dhu, blackcocks, 
coyllich-yn 

Liadh chearcean, grey hens, 
li-a' chercan 

Elala, a swan. 
eUa 



garbh-fhonn, a rough rocky country, (a 
gary-onn cognomen of Arasaig.) 

geamhrachadh, a wintering-place. 

gevra-cha' 
mult, a wether. 

reithe, a ram. 
rey'.^ 

nan, a lamb. 

u-an 

oisg, a hogg or year-old sheep, 
oysg 

athbhlianach, a two-year-old sheep. 

a'-yli-an-ach 

cloimh, wool 
cloyv 

gabhar, a goat 
gavar 

hoc, a he-goat 
boc 

laosboc, a wether goat 
laosboc 

meann, a kid. 

meon 

fiadh, a stag. 

fi-a' 

maoisleach, a hind, 
moyslech 

minnean, a calf-deer. 

minnen 

earba, a roe-deer, 
eraba 

banag, a grilse. 

banag 

geallabhreac, a salmon-trout 

geUa-yrec 

breac, a trout 

breo 

slatiasgaich, a fishing-rod. 
•lat-i-aagich 

morbha, a fish-specur or leister. 

morva 

die, a gafil 
clio 

driamlach, a fish-line. 

dri-am-lach 

dubhan, a hook. 

dayan 

cuilleag, a fly. 

cnyllag 
rodhan, a pirn. 

ro'-an 
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Ladi, a wild-duck. 

lach 

Malard, a wild-drake. 

mall-ard 

Tunnag, a duck. 

tunn-ag 

Drac, a drake, 
drac 

Geadh, a goose, 
ge-a' 

Ganradh, a gander. 

gan-ra' 

Feadag, a plover, 
fedag 

Adharcag, a lapwing, 
a'-ar-cag 

Guilbneach, a curlew. 

gnjlebenach 

Corr, a heron, 
corr 

Budag, a snipe, 
badag 

CreothcuTy a woodcock. 

cre'-ar 

lasg, a fish, 
i-aag 

Bradan, a salmon. 

bradan 
Leinne-chrios,t a shirt of mail. 

iSyn^-chri-^B 

Sgiath, a shield or wing. 
Bki-a' 

Dag, a pistol, 
dag 

Beudagf a dirk, literally, the little 
bSydag deadly one. 

Boghadh-shai^hettd, an airow-bow. 
bo'-a'-hayed 

Taifead, a bowHString. 
tayfed 

Gunna, a gun. 

gmm-a 

Claishneach, a rifle. 
cUyih-nech 

Camus, a mould for casting bullets. 
cftmiiB 



leabhar-chuilleag, a fly-book. 

levar-chuyllag 

claidheamh, a sword, 
clay'-ev 

claidh-mor, a broadsword. 

clay'-more 

claidh-da-laimh, two-handed sword. 

clay'-da-layv 

claidh-cinn-ais-nich, a rib-hilted sword. 

clay'-cinn-aysh-nich 

claidh-cuil, a backsword. 

clay'-cuyl 

claidh-caol, a small sword, 
clay'-ca-ol 

clogaid, a helmet 
clogayt 

clogaid stailin, a steel helmet. 

clogayt Btalin 

luireach, a bu£f cloak. 

layrech 

dealg-gualain,* a shoulder pin or skewer. 

telag-ga-aleyn 

braisd, a brooch, 
braysd 

luirech mhaileach, a mail-cloak. 

layrech yaylech 

claidh-cinn-Illich, an Islay hilted sword. 

clay'-cinn-illioh 

feile, a kilt, 
feyl^ 

triubhas, trews worn by equestrians and 
tri-u-vaa aged men. 

brigis, short trews, buckled at the knee, 
brigia 

bonaid, a bonnet 

bonayt 

peiteag, a waistcoat, 
peytag 

peitag-mhuilichen, a jacket, literally a 
peytag-vuylichen waistcoat with sleeTOS. 

brog, a shoe, 
brdg 

cuaran, a sandal. 

ca-aran 

cuarag, a knapsack. 

ca-ar-ag 



* A akewer of gold or tUyer, with a bead oiually large and higUy ornamental, for fastening the 
warrior's plaid on the shoulder. The brooch was only used by women. 

t Leine-ehrios was the distinguishing name of the chosen warriors who attended the chief in battle, 
moved with him from side to side of the field, poshing erery advantage, and sustaining the party 
inolining backward or in jeopardy. 
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Fudar, powder. balgan-peallach, a goatskin haversack. 

f&dur baUagan-pellach 

Carbat, a war-chariot domlach, a quiver. 

carbat dornlach 

l^an, a knife. diollaid, a saddle, 

cgi-ui di-ollit 

SponraHy a purse. pillean, a pad. 

sporran pillen 

Osan, hose. summac, a packnsaddle. 

qpan sumniac 

Breacan, a plaid, 
brecan 

Breacan am feile, a belted plaid, 
brecan am feyl^ 

The Lowland Caledonians, as well as the Lowland Scots, wore the trews, 
both long and short The short trews ultimately degenerated into the brigia 
or tight shorts, probably an 'innovation by some court dandies of the early days 
of feudalism. The short tartan trews of the Caledonians and Scots was buckled 
or open at the knee, according to taste or pleasure. The Caledonians wore a 
broad blue bonnet, cocked, and pretty high, a jacket without skirts, tartan hose, 
reaching barely over the calf of the leg, where they were fastened with showy 
garters ending in a graceful tie, like that of the modem neck-tie or stock, on the 
outside of the leg. The space between the short trews (which, like the kilt, 
merely descended over the cap of the knee,) and the hose, was bare. The Biscay- 
men, on both sides of the Pyrenees, wore a similar dress. This dress, a little 
degenerated, especially the bonnet, which was small and flat, was in existence 
when the British army wintered there in 1813-14. I have no doubt this was the 
coomion garb of the Continent before our ancestors crossed the Channel I could 
not converse with the people in their native dialect, but the nouns in the Basque 
were the same as in Gaelic, slightly differing in pronunciation only. Suchet and 
his division were Biscayans ; and when the British army were on the Pyrenees, 
the people talked of him and them with the same enthusiasm with which the 
Highlanders talked of Sir Colin Campbell and his brigade at the time of the 
Crimean war. They met the British for the first time at Hellette, in the south 
of Franoe, on the opening of the campaign of 1814, and faced us manfully ; but 
Wellington turned their position, and made them retire before their stamina 
was £Eurly tested, which I was then young enough to regret, for I wished much 
to see whether they possessed the obstinate firmness of the Gael. Two of their 
oflScers, however, while the light troops were scattered skirmishing, found an 
opportunity of coming into combat, in the old Highland fashion, with Lieutenant 
Lambrecht of the 66th regiment, and another light company officer. Lieutenant 
Lambrecht's sword was broke in two near the hilt, by a musket shot, just as 
they were in the act of closing with each other, and the noble Biscayan instantly 
saluted him with his sword, and drew back ; nor did he offer to take part with 
his companion, though it was evident that he was a veiy inferior swordsman to 
his opponent, (who was also, like himself, a Celt,) and had no chance. 
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The short trews and hose, as above described, were worn by a few old men 
in Strathspey and Stratherrick sixty years ago. The Biscayans, at the above 
period, instead of tartan hose, wore a long worsted stocking folded down mid- 
leg, and tied with red tape, like some very fat-legged strangers whom I have 
recently seen aping or caricaturing Highlanders, in a species of gaberlnnzie 
dress, which they, no doabt, innocently suppose to be the same with that worn 
by the Highlanders when in an uncivilized stete. The Lowland Scots certainly 
wore the short trews ; but the long trews was their costume. The trews and 
hose were in one piece, the part below the knee being fitted to the leg^ and 
ending in a foot like hose. The knickerboker, when worn with a boot, is 
exactly like the trews when worn with a riding-boot, as it always was by 
equestrians. The trews were buttoned in front, like modern trousers ; but that 
part was covered with a small gold or silver laced apron, having the wearer's 
crest and badge, tastefully combined vrith tracery, embroidered on it The 
bonnet of the Lowland Scot was broad and flat ; but not high and cocked like 
that of the Caledonian. Both wore the pUud ; but the Scot wore his generally 
doubled round his shoulders, and fastened with a brooch. The old Caledonians 
occasionally wore the belted-plaid, that is, the plaid divided at the waist by a 
broad belt, the upper part being wrapped round the shoulders, and fastened on 
the breast with the dealg^hualainn or shoulder skewer, and the lower part 
gathered round the loins and thighs in plaits, like a kilt This is the dress 
described in a work published in London in 1630, called, I think, ^^The 
Belations of the most celebrated Nations," as the dress worn by Henry the 
YIIL's Irish troops on his visit to France. It is a remarkable circumstance that 
the Antiquarian Societies of Ireland have lost sight of this the ancient native 
dress of the northern Irish. It is evident, however, from the name of this dress, 
which, in contradistinction tofetlej is called breacan am feller that wearing the 
plaid and kilt in one piece was not the rule, but the exception. The usual way 
was to wear the plaid and kilt separately, the plaid thrown over the left shoulder, 
as in the regiments whose colonels, while clothiers to their respective corps, did 
not cabbage the inen's plaids, and substitute square pieces of tartan, fixed, like 
^' babtf-'clcuts" behind their backs, to dangle, transversely, between the hip and 
shoulder. The plaid of the Highland warrior was fastened on the shoulder 
with a silver or gold skewer, whose head was usually shaped like his crest 
Only the Highland ladies and the Lowland Scots wore the brooch, which was 
altogether unsuitable for the Highlander of wcurlike times, from the difficulty of 
unfastening it, — for he always fought stripped to the waist Hence his. first 
motion, when " descending" to battle, was to firm his bonnet on his head, by 
an emphatic ^^ scrugr — ^his second, to cast ofif his plaid, &c. ; — his third, to 
incline his body horizontally forward, cover it with his target, rush to within 
fifty paces of the enemy's line, discharge, and drop his fusee or rifle ; — his fourth, 
to dart forward till within twelve paces, discharge, and fling his iron-stocked 
pistols at the foeman's head ; — ^his fifth, to draw claymore, and at him. This 
was done by the Gael at the battle of Eilliecrankie, the moment Dundee fell, 
and they found themselves at liberty to take their own course. Their conduct 
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18 80 described by one of Dundas's officers, who published a short and interesting 
memoir of the hero, which was published in London four years after his death. 
[Lord Macaulay does not seem to have seen this book, for he calls some of the 
facts stated in it an invention of recent time&] This writer's description of the 
battle is corroborated by Ian Lorn, and other bards, who state that Dunde9 
caused great loss to the Highlanders by the slow pace at which he led them 
into battle. By this injudicious process, which shows that Dundee did not know 
the Highlanders as well as Montrose, they received three volleys before drawing 
their swords. Left to their own tactics, they would have received only one, 
and the battle would have been decided in ten minutea It lasted only two 
minutes, according to this officer, and to the bard Ian Lorn, aft;er Dundee's 
death. Had he not been killed, it might, like the battle of Culloden, have been 
protracted until two thirds of his clans had been killed or wounded. 

Athair, Sather. balaochan, a cow-boy, literally a cow- 

•'-•y ba-laochan hero, hence balach. 

Matfaair, mother. caile, a stout young woman. 

ma'-ayr cayl^ 

Brathair, brother. caileag, a lasne. 

bia'-ayr cajl-ag 

Piuthair, sister. boireineach, a woman, (pronoun.) 

pi-a'-ayr boyrenach 

Seannaer, grand&ther. fireneach, a man, (pronoun.) 

ihenHur firenach 

Seannamhair, grandmother. duine, a man. 

altena-Ter dayii6 

Mac, son. bean, a woman. 

ben 



Nig^ieann, daughter. bodach, an old boor. 

ni'-en bodach 

Ceili, husband. cailleach, an old female boor. 

chey-li cayllech 

Banacheili, wife. deo-dhuine, a good man, literaUy, a 
bao-a-dieyli de-o-yon^ god-man. 

Trechele,throughother, '^helter-skelter." dorch-dhuine, a bad man, literally, a 

twcheW dorch-yun6 naan of darfa)ess. 

Lechele, together, '^ hand-in-hand.** duine-coir, a kindly, honest man, liter- 

ledwM duyn^coir jjly^ a surpassing man. 

Ocbele, separately, from one another. duine-carrach, a quirkv-man, literally, 

o^eU dayn^-carrach acrookedf or twisted man. 

Priomh-athair, patriarch. amadan, a fool, literally, the waif of 

pri-ov-a'-ayr am-a-dan time. 

dami, a clan, (literally children,) the burraidh, a blustering loquacious fool. 

diim descendants of one priomh- hurray' 
athair or patriarcL 

Ceann-cinnith, head of a tribe, chief. benmhiaghael, a precious woman. 

ceD-cinni' ben-vi-ayell 

Bana-cbeann-cinnith, female head of a benaillidh^ a beautiful woman, 
bami-chen-cini' clan, chicfdss. bcn-ali' 
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CeanntaiKh, head of a house or branch, oiseach, a ally woman, literally a 

oen-tojr chieftain. oy-sech strayed young woman. 

Bana-cheann-taigh, female head of a boidseach, a witcL 

banachen-to-i' house, chieftainesa hoyt-aech 

Ceanntealaich, head of a household. dumeraitechael, a vain-glorious man. 

centelech dayne-raytechel 

Banacheanntealoich, female head of a cladhaire, a coward. 

baoachentelaych household. dk'-ajr^ 

Uachdaran, the superior of the land, duinecrinn, a mggardly maa 

a-achdaran the tainister. duynd-crinn 

Banuchdaran, a female superior of lands, dujme fial, a social, hospitable man. 

baD-n-achdanm or a female tainister. doyn^ fi-al 

Banathainister, a female tainister. 
buia-hayiiister 



NUMBXBS. 

1, aon, or, a h-aon« 11, aon-deug,or,ah-aon-deug, 21, aon thair fichead, one 
aon aon-deyg oneorerteii. overtwen^. 

2, da, a dha. 12, dha-dheug, a dhardheug. 22, dha thair fichead. 

ya ya-yeyg 

3, tri, a tri. 13, tri-deug, a tri-deug. 23, tri *' 

tri tri-deyg 

4, ceitheir, a ceitheir. 14, ceiihu--deug, a ceiihir- 24, ceitheir 

cey'-er cey-ir-deyg deug. 

5, coig, a coig. 15, coignieug, a coig-deug. 26, coig " 

coyg " coyg-deyg 

6, sia, a sia. 16, Sia-deug, a da-deug. 26, sia '^ 

8hi-a 8hi-a-deyg 

7, seachd, a seachd. 17, seachd-deug, a seachd- 27, seachd 

shechd shechd-deyg deug. 

8, ochd, a h-ochd. 18, ochd-deug, a h-ochd-deug. 28, ochd '^ 
ochd ochd-deyg 

9, naoidh, a noidL 19, noidh-deug, a noidh-deug. 29, naoidh 

noy* noy'-dgyg 

10, deich, a deich. 20, fichead, a fichead. 30, deich '' 

deyeh fi-ched 



a 



ti 



li 



u 



u 



<( 



u 



u 



40, da fhichead, two twentiea 

da iched 

41, da fhichead sa h-aon, two twenties and one. 

da iched sa haon 

5O9 da fhichead sa deich. 
da iched sa deyeh 

60, tri fichead, three twenties, 
tri fiched 

61, tri fichead sa h-aon. 

tri fiched sa haon 

70, tri fichead sa deich, three twenties and ten. 

tri fiched sa deyeh 

80, ceithir fichead, four twenties. 

cey'ir fiched 



90, ceithir fichead sa deich. 

cef'ir fiohed sa dSych 

100, ceud. 
ceyd 

200, da cheud. 

da ched 

300, tri cheud. 

tri ched 

400, ceithir cheud. 
oey'-ir ched 

500, coig ceud. 

coyg chfid 

600, sia ceud. 

sia ched 
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700y seachd ceud 

aliaebd chfid 

800, ochd cend 
ochd cdd 

9OO9 naoidh oeod. 
noy' cdd 

1000, mile. 

wi-U 



2000, da mhile. 
da vil-^ 

3000, tri mile. 
4000, ceithir mile. 

cey'-ir nul-^ 

5000, coig mile., 
coyg mil-^ 



6000, Bia mile, 
she-amil-^ 

7000, seachd mile. 

aheehd nal-4 

8000, ochd mile. 

ochd wjM 

9000, noidh mile. 

noy' mil-^ 

10,000, deicb mile, 
deych duIhS 



Cabdinal Numbibs joined to a Noun. 



Aon fhear, one maa 
aoD fir 

Da fhear, two men. 
da fir 

Tri fir, three men. 
tri ffir 

Ceithir fir, four men. 
cey'-ir fir 

Coig fir, five men. 

cqyg ffir ' 

Sia fir, dz men. 

thi-afir 

Seachd fir, seven mea 

shechd fir 

Ochd fir, eight men. 
ochd fir 

Naoidh fir, nine mea 
noy' tbt 

Deich fir, ten mea 

deych fir 

An cead latha, the first day. 

an ced la'-i 

An dara latha, the second day. 

an dir-i W-i 

An treas latha, the third day. 

an tret W-i 

An ceithreamh latha, the fourth day. 

an oey'-rer la'-i 

An coigeamh latha, the fifth day. 
an coyg-er W-i 



an cead fhear, the first maa 

an cfid fir 

an dara fear, the second maa 

an dXx-i fSr 

an treas fear, the third maa 
an tree fdr 

an cearamh fear, the fourth maa 
an c^-aT Ur 

an coigeamh fear, the fifth maa 
an coyg-ev fdr 

an riathamh fear, th sixth maa 
an shi'-av fdr 

an seachamh fear, the seventh maa 
an shechd-av f<§r 

an t-ochdamh fear, the eigth maa 
an tochd-av £§r 

an noidhamh fear, the ninth maa 
an noy'-av fdr 

an deicheamh fear, the tenth man. 
an deych-OT filr 

an siathamh latha, the sixth day. 

8hi'-aT la -i 



an seachdamh latha, the seventh day. 

an shechdav Uk'-i 

an t-ochdamh latha, the eighth day. 

an tochdav W-i 

an noidheamh latha, the ninth day. 

an noy'-ev Uk'-i 

an deicheamh latha, the tenth day. 

an deych-ev la'-i 



Ban, £ur, 
ban 

Crion, little, 

cn-on 

Craiu. round, 

cniyn 



The Compabative. 
baine, £Eurer, 

bayn-^ 

crine, less, 
crin-^ 

cminne, romider, 

crflyn^ 



bainead, fisdmess. 

bayn-ed 

crined, littleness. 

crin-ed 

croinnead, romidness. 

cruyned 
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Daor, dear, 
daor 

Dearg, red, 
derag 

Gealy white, 
gel 

l^rom, heavy, 
trom 

Eatrom, light, 
e-trome 

Faoin, vain, 

fii-oyn 

Binn, sweet, 

bion 



doire dearer, 
doyre 

deirge, redder, 

derige 

gile, whiter, 
gil-e 

truime, heavier, 

traym-^ 

eatruime, Ughter, 

e-tniymd 
£EU)ine, vainer, 

£Etoynd 

binne, sweeter, 
bimie 



doiread, deaniess. 

doy-red 

deir^ead, redness, 
doynged 

gilead, whiteness, 
giled 

traimead, heaviness. 

traymed 

eatniimead, lightness, 
e-traymed 

faoinead, vainnesa 
£Etoyiied 

binnead, sweetness, 
binn-ed 



Irbegulab Compabison. 



Borb, fierce. 


buirbe, fiercer. 


buirbead, fierceness. 


borb 


bujrb^ 


buyrbed 


01c, bad. 


miosa, worse. 


miosad, badness. 


olc 


mi-s^ 


mis-ad 


Beag, little, 
be-«g 


lagha, less, 
la'-A 


laghad, littleness. 
U?-ad 


Duilich, difficult. 


duiliche, more difficult, 


duilichead, more difficull 


dayl-ich 


daylich-i' 


dayliched 


Farasda, easy. 


fasa, more easy, 


fasaid, easiness. 


fiuasda 


fasa 


fasayd 


Gearr, short. 


giorra, shorter. 


giorrad, shortness. 


gerr 


gi-rr-& 


girrad 


Geur, sharp. 


geire, sharper. 


geiread, sharpness. 


geyr 


geyre 


geyred 


Laidear, strong. 


treasa, stronger. 


treasad, strongnesa 


layder 


tresi 


tresad 


Math, good, 


feothas, better, 


maitheas, goodnes& 


ma' 


feyo'-as 


may'es 


Mor, big, 


motha, bigger, 


mothad, bigness. 


more 


mo'-a 


mo'-ad 


Teth, hot, 


teotha, hotter. 


teothad, hotnesa 


te' 


teV-i 


te-o'-ad 


Se,yes. 


moran, much. 


daonan, always. 


86 


moran 


daonan 


Cha 'n e, no, not him. 


osceann, above, overhead. 


feasda, forever. 


cha 'n ^ 


5Bcemi 


fesda 


Maith, good 


fo, under. 


diugh. to-day. 


may' 


fo 


di-u' . 


Donadh, bad, evil 


roimh, before. 


maireach, to-morrow. 


don-a' 


royv 


mayrech 


Fallain, healthy, well. 


deigh, behind. 


moch, early. 


fallen 


dey' 


moch 


Began, few, a little. 


gle, very. 


anmoch, late. 


b^ 


gl6 


anamoch 


Suas, up, ascend. 

' a ' 


trie, often. 


so, here. 


su-as 


trie 


8ho 
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get up, arise. 


tearc, rare, 
to-aro 


3WI1. 

out 


ainmig, seldom. 

ajn-S-mig 

sith, peace. 

8l 


ace. 


fada, long. 

fiida 


"emote. 


muladach, sorrowftil. 

mhUidadi 


imta, learned, 
nta 


cha mhor, not maoh. 

dm yore 


, after, 

tch, timid, 
ii 


gealtach, cowardly. 

gelt-ach 

mise, worse. 



^ why. 

jnst 

haste. 

qtdck. 

f whence. 

lily mannerly. 
i 

3dhidl9 unmannerly. 

eat 

I hid. 

f awake. 

il, open. 



baigheal, compassionate, 
baj-el 

ciamer, how. 



mall, slow, 
mall 

cnine, whea 
ainniSy want 

ayimis 

fidamhy empty. 

fiday 
duin, shut 

dajn 

foill, genfly. 
fbjU 

caidil, sleep. 

foras, assumption, 
teas 

bi maohy be out 

bi mach 



sin, there. 

flhin 

stigfa, within. 

caitOi where, 
oajto' 

solasach, h^>py. 
fftlaaadi 

pailteasi plenty, 
pajltflt 

taitoeach, delightful 

taytnedi 

fearri better. 

for 

gaolach, lovely 

gaolabh 
rithisty again. 

lag, feebleyalso^a hollow. 

tra, early, 
tra 

saibhear, wealthy 
cinnteach, certain. 

ciiiii*t6oh 

fi^bh, walk off. 
My 

foil, broil, 
fbjl 

ol, drink, 
ol 

folius, seen. 

fQlaTBh 

eirich, rise. 

cjnoh 

dean cabhag, make haste, 
de-an dL-vig 



Ma se lur toil e, if it is your will 

ma 86 ayr toyl 4 

Thugibh dhomh, give ye me. 

hnk-iT JOT 

Ha se do thoil e, if it be thy will. 

ma 86 do hojl 6 

Thoir da mi aran, give to me bread. 

hoyr da mi aran 

Thoir dhomh ce, give me cream. 

boyr yoT efe 

Thoir da mi im is caise, give to me butter and cheese. 

hojrr da mi im 

Thoir dhuin gmth is uachdar, give us curds and cream. 

bojr yuyn gro' is n-aobd-ar 
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An cruinne ce, the round earth. 

an cniTiiii^ o^ 

Bainne blath is aran coirce, warm milk and oat-cake. 

baynne Uath is aran ooirod 

A ghaoil mo chridhe, love of my heart 

a jMjl mo ofari'-^ 

A chuisle mo chridhe, pulse of my heart 

a ohnjahle mo ohri'-^ 

Mo leannan fallaich, my secret sweetheart 

mo lennan fiOlayoh 

Mo chuid dhe'n tnshaoghal, my share of the world. 

mo ohnjd yen tao'-M 

Thoir da mi (or dhomh) iasad, give to me the loan. 

hoyr da mi jov i-a-aad 

Ni mi sin gu toilleach, I'll do that willingly. 

ni mi sin ga toylleofa 

Moran taing dhoibh, many thanks to you. 

moran tayng yoyy 

Se air beatha gu dearbh, ye are welcome certainly. 

86 ayr be'-e ga de-anr 

Tha sibh aig moran dra^h, you are at much trouble. 

ha ahiv ayg mb-r^ dn? 

Tha mi moran na 'r comain, I am much to you obliged. 

ha mi moran nar oomayn 

Tha sibh tuille *s coineal, ye are too kind. 

ha ahiv tajU6 BCopuH 

Cha draeh leom idir e, that is no trouble with me at alL 

oha drr le-ome i-dir e 

Tha mi aig air seirbheis, I am at your service. 

ha mi ayg ayr Bhenr-esh 

Tha mi duilich trioblaid a thoirt dhoibh, I am sorry trouble to give ye. 

ha mi dnylich triob-layt a hoyrt yoyv 

An coimhneas thig bho'n chridhe paidh e fhein, the kindness that comes from 

an ooyy-nes hig yo'n ohri'-^ pa-i' e heyn 

the heart pays itself 
A bheil cuimhne agibh air Donnacha ban nan oran, have you (a) recollection 

a veyl oayn^ ag-iy ayr Donna-cha lAn nan 5r^ 

of Duncan fair of the songs. 

Tha gun teagubh, *s b-ann aige a bha'n aigne shaibhir *san guth binn^ 
ha gnn tegiv is bann* eg-^ a va'n ayg-n^ hayvir aa'n ga' biim 

yes, without doubt ; and 'twas he who had the wealthy mind and sweet voice. 
De tha dluth oirbh a cho-lionadh gach uireasaibh nadurrail, what lack ye to 

de ha ye' oyrv a oho-li-ona' gach nyr-eseyv nadnrrel 

supply all natural wants ? 
Banna-cheile aillidh, beusach, maith, a spouse beautiful, modest, good. 

Ubi-cheyle Shli, bey-sach may' 

'S aineamh sin ; ach sir is gheibh u i 'n tir nam beann, nan gleann 's nam breacan, 

ia aynev shin aoh shir is yeyy n I *n Or nam benn nan glenn 's nam breo-an 

That is rare ; but seek and you'll find her in the land of mountains, glens, 
and (tartan) plaids. 

Bheil eolas agaibh air uaishleann a bhraigh, have you knowledge of the 

▼eyl e-o-las ag-iv ayr n-aysh-lenn a vra-i 

gentlemen of the braes (of Lochaber.) 
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Thath, *8 b-ann a sin a bha na h-naisleann an laidhimb m' oige ; yes, and in that 

ha' 's b-ann a shin a va na hn-ajrtllenn an W-W m<^g-^ 

place it was that there weie gentlemeh in the days of my youth. 
Ce as a thainig fear liadh na craite, whence the man grey of the violin. 

oe as a haynig fer li-a' na crnyt^ 

Thainig a duthaich Mhic C-aoidh-tir Bob-dhuin, came from the district of 

haynig a dn'-ich tIo oaoy-tir rob yaynn 

Mackay, the country of Roo-donn. 
Tha na speuran a sile gu trom an diugh, the skies are filtering heavily to-day. 

ha na apeyran a sfl^ gn trome an di-n' 

A sile I tha iad a taomadh, filtering t They are pouring. 

a lUl^ ha i-ahta taoma' 

Cha taomadh e ach fras an aigh, (it is) not a pouring, but a shower genial (good.) 

cha taoma' h ach fras an ah-i' 

Chi mi, air leom, na duilleagan ogadh is milse aineal, I see, as it were, the 

M mi ayr 1e-ome na dayllagan og-a' is mllsh^y aynd 

young leaves of sweetest breath, 
A fosgladh a billibh maoth le fiamh gaire, opening their tender lips with a 

a fosgla' a billiv mao' le fi-av giyr^ 

smile (literally, the image of a laugh,) 
Is a toirt dha failte mhin le sanas maighdeannael, and giving him a gentle 

is a toyrt ya fiiyllte vinn le aSnib ma^'-dennel 

welcome, with a whisper maidenly. 

Ob, ob,* mo laochan am bard ! a ni boireannaich do na preasan, a bheir billibh 
ob ob mp la-o-ohan am bard a ni boyr-eo-ich do na preasan a ym bill-ir 

maoth do na duilleagan gorma, *s a ni sanas maighdeannel de m mona* 
ma-o' do na dnyllagan gorma s a ni sanas ma-i'-den-el de *m mon-a- 

mhor cadalach. 

Tor oadalaoh 

Ob, ob, my hero the bard t who makes women of bushes, gives tender lips to 
blue leaves, and makes a whisper maidenly of their murmur sleepy. 



Rionnag, a star. 

li-oon-ag 

Beul, a planet 

leyl 

Dnbhar-gealaiche, an eclipse of the 

dn-var-gel-aych moon. 

Dobhar-greine, an eclipse of the sun. 

dn-Tar-greyn^ 

Taladh, attraction, 
tala' 

Aisil, axle, 
ajsil 

La, day ; oidhche, night 

la oy'-che 

Oaoth-malairt, trade-vrinds. 

gioth-mal-ayrt 

Lan, flood ; traigh, ebb. 

Ian traigh 



reothart, spring-tide. 

re-o'-art 

contraigh, neap-tide. 

con-tray' 

reultagan, small stars. 

reylt-agan 

reultan uaireach, na seachranach, comets. 

reyltan n-ayr-ech shechranaoh 

latha,day; 8eachduin,week; mios,month. 

la'-a sheohd-oin mica 

raidhe, quarter of a year. 

ray'-e 

mios reultail, the lunar montL 

mi-OS reylt-ayl 

mios gealachail, this month is five hours 
mi-OS yel-ach-ayl longer than the former. 

mios chnmanta, the common montL 

mi-OS ohnm-an-ta 



* An ambiguous, untnmslateable larcaam. 
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Bliadhna ghrianal, the sun year. Diluain-an-t-BhaiDseil, Hansel-Monday. 

bli'-na yri-anel dQe-a-ajn-an-tSTn-Myl 

Bliadhna, the common year. Latha-feil-Bride, Candlemas-day. 

bli-a'-na la'-a feyl bride 

Bliadhna leum, the leap-year. Dimairt Inid, Shrove Tuesday. 

bli-a'-na leym di-niA7rt lo-id 

Latha nallaig, Christmas-day. Dirdaoin a bhrochain mhoir, Wednesday 

la'-a nalUyg dir-daojn a vrooh-ayn vojrr 

Latha coinnle, New-yearVday. of the porridge feast 

la'-a cojn-le 

On this day there was a branch of mountain-ash dipped in the porridge, 
which was placed over the byre door, to save the cattle fi'om witchcraft The 
priest encouraged superstition as the great fosterer of religion ; and although 
the Protestant priest does not do so, his ministrations accord, unconsciously, 
with the latent traditions of the primitive pulpit ; for the fundamental doctrines 
of his pulpit oratory are merely those of the Church of Rome, and are no more to 
be found in the Bible than in the Koran, — ^if he make plain common sense his 
interpreter. The last half of December and first half of January, were called, 
a mhios mharbh, (a vi-os varv) the dead month. The mios faoiltich (mi-os fa- 
oyl-tich) was the first half of January and the first half of March. 

Seachdain feadaig coig-la-deug gerrain, tri latha sguabaig, suas e t-earrach, 

Bheohd-ayn fedayg ooyg;-la-de7g gerrayn tri la'-a sgu-a-bajg su-as e tearraoh 

are Lochaber sayings on this subject ; but the Bev. Gregor Macgregor, Lismore, 

has &voured me with a sketch which shows that the feadag preceded the 

faoiltich. It also contains the following wise advice : " Be the weather good or 

bad, sow the grain in the month of March, [old style,] that is, before the middle 

of April, new style. The following are the quaint lines on the subject of the 

feadag. 

Feadag, mathair faoiltich f huair, Feadag, the mother of faoilteach cold, 

fedag ma'-ayr fa-oyl-iok n-ayr 

Marbhaidh caoirich agus uain ; Kills ewes and lambs, 

marvay caoyrich agos n-ayn 

Thig an sin an gearran gearr. Then comes the gearran sharp, 

hig an Bin an gerran gerr 

Is ni easan rud nach fearr ; Which will do things that are no better ; 

18 nt esan rnd nach ferr 

Cuiridh e mart caoileadh am poll, He will put the lean cow in a bog, 

onyri' e mart oaoyl-e' am poll 

Gus an tig tonn thair a ceann. Until the wave comes over its head. 

gns an tig tonn hayr a oenn 

Mr Macgregor places faoilteach in the new style relatively to February, 
and mart, March in the old style. 

Cha tig a mach sa mhart nach d' theid an stigh sa ghiblein. 
cba tig a mach 8a yart nach d-eid an 8tigh 8a yiblen 

What comes out (grass) in March goes in in April 
Latha-caisg, Easter-day. Caingis, Whitsunday. 

la-a' oaysg ca-ing-gb 

Latha-Bealtain, first day of May. Latha-feil-Eoin, (St John's day) Mid- 

la'-a belUyn la'-a ftyl ift-oyn summer. 
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Latha-feil-Martaion, Martinmas-day. 

la'-a feyl mar-taynn 

Samhain, feil-Bride, Bealtain, and 

Ba-Tayn feyl-bride bel-tayn 

LuDasdal, are the beginning of 

lonas-del 



the four quarters. 



Lunasdal, Lammas, first of August 

lanaB-dal 

Damhair, (deer-routing) Mid-harvest. 

da-vajr 

Latha-feil-Michael, St Michael's day, 
la'-a feyl mi-chcl 29th September. 

Latha Samhnadh, Halloween-day. 

la'-a sav-na' 

There was a week only of the feadag and gearran, according to Mr 
Macgregor, and the cailleachf (kayll-ech) carlin, is represented as sitting on 
the ground, beating it with a mell, to keep down the grass ; and when, in 
defiance of her grim and vigorous exertions, the grass sprung up all around her, 
she threw away the mell in despair, and vanished into air. Then came the 
day of the oiagean^ when grass became abundant The people of old used to 
say that the furrows should be filled thrice during the faoilteach, — once with 
snow, once with rain water, and once with house-thatch. 
Faoilteach, faoilteach, lamh an crios ; Faoilteach, faoilteach, a hand in the belt ; 



fiu>7lteob faoyltech lav an oris 

Is mor an fhaoilde bu choir bhi ris ; 

la mor an aoyl-de bn choyr tI ris 

Faoilteach, faoilteach, crobh air theas ; 

ftoyltech faoyltech orot ayr hes 

Gul is gaour bi daonnan leis. 

gol IB gaoyr bt daonnan leys 

Tri latha do'n fhaoilteach san luchar 



Faoilteach, faoilteach, 'tis right to resist 

it; 

Faoilteach, faoilteach, cows (racing) in 
heat; 

Crying and lamentions are often hia 
Three days of faoilteach in the dog-days; 

tri la'-a do'n aoyltech san i-n-char 

Is tri latha do'n luchar san fhaoilteach. And three days of the dog-days in 

is tri la'-a' do*n i-a-char san aoyltech faoilteach. 



Taimeineach 

taynieynech 

Taimeineach 
tayrDeynecfa 

Taimeineach 

taynieynech 

Taimeineach 

^tmyrneyDech 



an deidh tra neoin, 

an dey' tra noyn 

an torraidh mhoir, 

an torra/ voyr 

roimh thra neoin, 

roy h-ra noyn 

gort is fuachd. 
goTt is fn-aohd 



Thunder in the afternoon, the thunder 
of plenty. 



Thunder in the forenoon, the thunder of 
scarcity and conflict 



With these few exercises I have concluded all of this treatise which I 
deemed it necessary to submit to the Header, before introducing him to the Bards, 
that being the main object of the work. 



THE POETRY OF THE HIGHLAND CLANS. 



It is a fact corroborative of the tradition that Columba destroyed all the 
manuscripts which he found in the great Druid College of lona, (to which the 
Druids fled after the massacre by the Romans at Anglesea,) that the Irish and 
Welsh continued much longer in possession of their ancient manuscripts than 
the Highlanders, whose country was never efiectually subjected and plundered 
by enemiea The barbarous policy of the Norman despots of England ultimately, 
no doubt, robbed these countries of their manuscripts; but they were preserved 
in the Tower of London for ages afterwards. Those belonging to Wales were 
destroyed on the occasion of Owen Glendower's rebeUion; but those taken 
from Ireland, from the systematic and unscrupulous manner in which the Lords 
of the Pale searched for and seized on them wherever they could be found, 
must have been equally numerous. Many of these were carried to England, 
and Logan has found no record of their destruction. Indeed, I am of opinion 
that a careful search in the Tower and the seats of learning in England, would 
result in the discovery of many Irish manuscripts, which have escaped destruction. 
In the great library at Stowe, there were many Irish manuscripts, which cannot 
surely have been lost Dr Johnson may not have been aware of these facts, 
for he does not seem to have been devoted to historical or antiquarian researchea 
He preferred jumping at conclusions, and enforcing his views on the acquiescence 
of his literary '' tail'' in egotistical epigrammatical sentences, as rude as they 
were self--sufiScient He was like the pedant to whom it never occurred that all he 
himself did not know would make a very large book ; but who complacently 
expressed his belief that " all he knew,'' and all which his pupils '' did not knatOj 
would make a very large book." Johnson may not, therefore, have been aware, 
when he was denouncing the G^lic as " the rude gibberish of a barbarous 
people, who, as they conceived grossly, were contented to be grossly understood," 
that he was only exposing his ignorance of the subject At the same time, I 
can see no reason to doubt that Johnson, with all his reputed candour and honesty. 
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was playing false with Macpher»on ; for when Macpherson deposited the manu- 
scripts from which his translations were made, with his publishers, and intimated, 
in public advertisements, that they were in their hands, and open to the inspection 
of all who felt any interest in their authenticity, neither Johnson nor any of his 
friends, as we are informed by Sir John Sinclair, ever looked near them. It b 
thus evident that it was not the truth, but a victory over Macpherson, and the 
discrediting of Gaelic literature, that Dr Johnson wanted. The advertisement 
referred to, has recently been copied in Cassells's newspaper. It is signed by 
Macpherson's publishers, and could not have escaped the Doctor's notice ; but, at 
any rate. Sir James Macintosh and Lord Macaulay, who denounced Macpherson 
as an impostor, cannot be acquitted of dishonesty, on the ground of ignorance. 
These historians must have been aware that it was a policy systematically 
adopted, and ruthlessly pursued for ages, by the kings of England, to seize on 
all the manuscripts that could possibly be found by their generals, in Ireland 
and Wales, and that a vast mass of these manuscripts had been at one time 
accumulated in the Tower of London. They must also have known the facts 
about Macpherson's manuscripts and the advertisment by his publishers, inviting 
an inspection, and that the Highland Society afterwards published the poems 
from these very manuscripts. Nay more, they must have been aware of the 
massacre of the Welsh bards by Edward the First, and of the cruel penal 
enactments passed against the bards of Ireland by the Lords of the Pale, as 
well as those which stain the statute books of Scotland, as passed against the 
bards of the Highlands by the Scoto-Irish usurpers of feudalism in Scotland. 
Indeed, the bards were subjected to the most cruel persecution, not only by all 
the despots of the British, but also by the worst despots of the Roman empire. 
Had Oaelic poetry been a mere tissue of disjointed ribbald rhymes, and 
the bards mere scribblers, — ^in short, had Celtic poetry not been a great fact, 
and even omnipotent in its influence over the spirit of patriotism and independence, 
of people struggling against invasion and usurpation ; — had the bards not been 
regarded as the last and greatest enemies of tyranny and despotism ;— the worst 
and most cruel sovereigns that ever sat upon the tlurones of Rome, England, and 
Scotland, never could have risked, even in the most savage ages, the odium of 
practising the atrocities to which they had been subjected in Anglesea, Wales, 
Ireland, and Scotland. Hence Sir James Macintosh and Lord Macaulay, when 
stating that Graelic poetry of any merit never had any existence, and that the 
Poems of Ossian were an imposture and a fraud, were stating what they must 
have known substantially to be false. They were historians, and had access to 
historical evidence which proves, beyond all doubt, that Gaelic poetry was a 
great fact, hateful alike to the Roman invader of Britain, the Norman invader 
of Wales and Ireland, and to the usurpers of feudal powers in Scotland. That 
the bards were subjected to persecution and massacre, and their poems to the 
dungeon or the flames, because they were the deadly eqemies of feudal despotism, 
and kept alive in the hearts of mankind the love of their ancient rights and 
liberties, are hbtorical facts, which speak volumes as to the merit of their poetry 
and its influence on the people. In consequence of the systematic destruction 
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of the works of the Celtic bards, by the enemies of the independence of the 
Celtic clans, Logan believes the Black Book of Caermarthen, written in the 
sixth century, to be the oldest Celtic manuscript now in existence. In this 
however, he is mistaken, ** Leabhar nan Ceart," &a, being still in existence 
in Ireland. 

The Dniidal orders were, according to Marcellinus, formed into societies, 
who devoted themselves to the investigation of matters of divine and hidden 
import, and confidently affirmed that the souls of men are immortal The 
di&rent societies referred to by Marcellinus, were the Dbuids, the Babds, and 
the EuBHATBS. These names being descriptive, in accordance vrith the genius 
of the language, supply the place of records, in defining the difierent depart- 
ments of Druid literature. Let us, then, resolve each of these names into its 
primitive elements or roots, that we may clearly ascertain the meaning of it — 
for alleged synonymous words, jumped at haphazard, as if it did not signify a 
single pin whether they originally meant " preserving or pickling,*' will not do 
in an inquiry like this. 

Dbuidh is compounded of the roots dru, to absorb or eliminate, and agh^ 
good, pronounced a'. His duty, therefore, was to search for good, and to eliminate 
and render it available. Bard is compounded of btth^ life, pronounced &t, and 
ard^ high. His duty, therefore, was to elevate the lives of the people. Eubhatbs 
is compounded of eibh^ proclaim, pronounced eyv^ and aiteas^ joy, pronounced 
cqfies. His duty, therefore, was to proclaim the joyous discoveries of the Druid 
to the people. There is no ambiguity or mystery here. The Druid was devoted 
to the study of natural science ; and his traditional character in the Highlands 
shows that the good he discovered bom the study, was faithfully eliminated 
and made available for the benefit of the people : *' Close as is a flag [stone] to 
the earth, is the succour of Covi,"* (the Arch-Druid,) says the proverb. The 
correctpess of this view is confirmed by Marcellinus, who describes them as 
" deeply considering Nature, attempting to discover the highest arcana, and 
laying open its most sacred workings ;" and as confidently laming, from the 
analogies afforded by their researches, that '' the souls of men are immortal'* 
To elevate or exalt the character of the people, as his name implies, was the 
duty of the Bard, and as this could best be done by cultivating their hearts, he 
applied to that purpose the most unfailing of all means, poetry and music ; but 
as man camiot be exalted in his character, unless his morals are cultivated, 
&5tion was strictly forbid to the Gktelic bard. His subject must be substantially 
true, but in the treatment of it he was left to his feelings and his genius. The 
Eabhates, or proclaimers of joy, as their name implies, were the preachers among 
the Druid ordera The creation, and God's manifest design in the creation, as 
indicated by Nature and the laws whereby Nature is governed, were their bible 
and testament^ and their names for Otod and the soul, and for good and bad 

* Cobbith, pronoQDoed Co-vi, is oomponnded of the roots, co, who or what, and hUh, (hV) life. 
the name nnpliea that Biology wai the study of the Aroh-Dmid. His names for God, the sool, the 
good, the bad, abow, so fer, the snooess of his researohes. He does not represent God aa a being of 
thaSfjb^ power with the pasaooa and feiUngs of a man. 



56 THB POETRY 

men, show that they did not render theology subservient to priestcraft. Their 
name, eibk-attesy shows what was the object of their mission, namely, to proclaun 
]oy, or joyous tidings to the people ; and joy indeed it was to demonstrate from 
the scheme revealed by God through Nature, which cannot lie, and the laws 
whereby Nature is governed, that He is almighty in power and infinite in 
wisdom, and that His wisdom and power have been put forth to reveal to man 
such a scheme of infinite benevolence as can leave no doubt on any rational mind, 
that every being endowed with reason, by conforming in his character and con- 
duct to that scheme of benevolence, must be happy both here and hereafter. 
'^^ The course of the '' Bardic study'' says Logan, '' was long and arduous : so 

rigid was the term of probation, that the education of a student, in the science 
of druidism, was not completed in a shorter period than twenty years, during 
which time he was obliged to commit to memory twenty thousand verses; but 
Chambray, the Celtic professor at Paris, says the number for those of the high- 
est class, was not less than sixty thousand. In later ages, as we learn frx>m Irish 
authorities, the time occupied in acquiring the necessary bardic instruction, was 
twelve years, three of which was devoted to each of the four principal branches 
of poetry. The Irish Oirfidigh, or musical order, was, in like manner, classified, 
taking their names from the instruments on which they played, the cruitirich, 
the cirterigh, the tiampanich, the cuilleanaich, &c. The whole of these, how- 
ever, went under the general name of Fillidhiach, or Minstrelsy. Giraldus 
Cambrensis, who wrote in the beginning of the twelfth century, gives the 
following lively and characteristic description of Irish music : — " It is in the 
cultivation of instrumental music that I consider the proficiency of this people 
to be worthy of commendation; and in this their skill is, beyond all com- 
parison, above that of any nation I have ever seen ; for theirs is not the slow 
and heavy style of melody, like that of the instrumental music of Britain to 
which we are accustomed, but rapid and abrupt, yet, at the same time, sweet 
and pleasing in its efiect It is wonderful how in such precipitate rapidity of 
the fingers, the musical proportions are preserved, and, by their art, faultless 
throughout, in the midst of the most complicated modulation and most intricate 
arrangement of notes, by a velocity so pleasing, a regularity so diversified, a 
concord so discordant, the harmony is expressed and the melody perfected ; and 
whether a passage or transition is performed in sequence of fourths or fiftlis, 
(by a diatesseran or a diapente) it is always begun in a soft and delicate 
manner, and ended in the same, so that all may be perfected in the sweetness 
of delicious sounds. They enter on, and again leave their modulations with so 
much subtilty, and the vibrations of the smaller strings of the treble sport with 
so much articulation and brilliancy along vrith the deep notes of the bass ; they 
delight vrith so much delicacy, and soothe so charmingly, that the greatest 
excellency of their art appears in the perfect concealment of the means by which 
it is accomplished.'' — " In the opinion of many, however, Scotland has not only 
attained to the excellence of Ireland, but has, in musical science and execution, 
far surpassed her, in so much that it is to that country they now resort who 
wish to attain proficiency in music, as the genuine source of tixe art" 
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The above was written in the beginning of the twelfth century, while the 
people of Ireland and Scotland were yet sunk in ragged misery, filth, and 
barbarity, before that enlightened and civilizing myth of penny-a-line creation, — 
the Saxon, — ^had brought every thing beautiful, enlightened, great and lovely, to 
spread intelligence and happiness over these rude and benighted countries! 
Let those who assert that Italy is the source of this divine art, try if they can 
quote from any Latin or Italian work of the twelfth century, such a proof of the 
civilization of the Soman and his Italian descendants, as the above paragraph 
furnishes of the civilization of the barbarous Celtic nations of Ireland and 
Scotland in that age. 

Extraordinary honours were paid to the Bards, who thus elevated the 
lives of the people. Their persons were inviolable, their houses sanctuaries, 
their lands and flocks carefully protected. Compare this to the estimation in 
which the poet and his productions are held in this par eoccellence age of 
civilization, and there can remain no doubt that the Celtic race of the twelfth 
century were regular savages ! " As those who entered the order were of un- 
blemished character, they were eminent in the practice of the virtues they 
inculcated." " Within this bosom there is a voice," says the blind bard of Selma 
— ** it comes not to other eara — that bids Ossian succour the helpless in their hour 
of need." In the same poem he expresses other sentiments, equally noble and 
magnanimous. "Your fathers have been foes," he says to two unfriendly warriors; 
" but forget their enmity, — it was the cloud of other years." And Fingal, who is 
celebrated for his poetry, often expresses similar sentiments. '' None," he calmly 
says to his grandson, Oscar, " none ever went sad from Fingal — my hand never 
injured the weak, nor my steel the feeble in arms. Oscar, bind the strong, but 
spare the feeble hand. Be thou a sea of many tides against the foes of the 
people, but like the gale that moves the grass to those who seek thine aid. So 
Trenmor lived, such Trathel was, and such has Fingal been. My arm was the 
support of the injured, — the weak rested behind my steel." In the denounced, 
and all but proscribed, Macpherson's Ossian, are to be found the most generous, 
the most heroic, and the most tender and benevolent sentiments ever uttered by 
bard. Beautiful, indeed, is the civilization of the people that could allow them- 
selves to be prejudiced against such poetry ! 

The Roman emperors and the English and Scottish kings, as already 
mentioned, passed atrociously penal enactments against the Bards, who have 
ever been the friends of liberty, and the deadly foes of all despotism. Under 
the pretext of putting down a Ynischievous superstition, the former struck at 
the Bards, through the Druids, and subjected both themselves and their wives 
and children to an indiscriminate massacre in Anglesea Similar massacres of 
the Bards were committed by the kings of England, both in Ireland and Wales ; 
and the following, among many similar enactments, shows that the feudal kings 
of Scotland treated those of the Bards who adventured within the Lowland 
Pale, in a similar spirit ; for in Scotland, as well as in Ireland, the feudal kings 
and their laws were happily kept for ages within a Pale, or circuit, beyond 
which the rights and liberties of the people were conserved, — although the 

H 
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feudal historians of both countries, taking no accounts of the clans or people, 
assume that those of Ireland were conquered, and those of the Highlands sub- 
jected. That Ireland was not conquered, is shown in a small work by Spenser, 
published in London, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth. Until Ulster was colonized 
by King James the First, the Irish maintained their patriarchal local govern- 
ments; and the Highlanders maintained theirs down to the period of the 
disastrous battle of CuUoden. In the reign of James II. of Scotland, it was 
enacted that " Gif there be ony that makis them fuiles, and are bairdes, they 
be put in the king's waird, or in his irons, for their trespasses, as lang as they 
have onie gudes of thair awin to live upon ; that thair ears be nailed to the trone 
or till ane uther tree, and thair ears cutted off and banished the cuntrie." The 
banishment, of the ears, after being " cutted off," was surely very cruel ! By a 
statute of James VI. in 1579, those who were gamesters, tale-tellers, &c., 
and not in special service of lords of parliament or boroughs, as their common 
minstrels, were to be scourged, and burnt through the ear with a red-hot iron. 
Yet the son and other descendants of this heartless king, when dethroned and 
distressed, engaged the sympathies of Ian Lom, Allastair M^Mhaighstear, 
Allaster, Rob Donn, and others, whose spirit-stirring effusions were the very 
soul of their cause, both in the Highlands and in the Lowlands. 

Although the Bards ceased to exist as an order, on the extinction of the 
Druids, they continued to flourish, and to have great power and inflaence in 
Scotland as a class, down to the period at which the kings of the Scots or 
Scuits succeeded to the supreme authority over the Picts or Caledonians, as 
well as the Britons of Strathclyde. The kings of the Caledonian and Briton 
clans, down to that period, were merely war-chiefs ; but after that date, the 
ceanncaths of Scoto-Irish descent assumed the style of kings. The Bards 
are never afterwards heard of as officers of the Scottish court, excepting when 
the ceremonial of the coronation rendered it necessary for the king of the Scots 
to conciliate the Caledonians or Picts, by having his title to the throne proved 
by the rehearsal of his pedigree through Caledonian chiefs, by the Bard. The 
Albanic duan, repeated at the coronation of Malcolm II. is not in the dialect 
of the Caledonians, but in that of the Scoto-Irish or Earse. Nevertheless, 
the historians of Scotland quote it as Gaelic ; but the fact is, that the historians 
of Scotland knew nothing of the dialect either of the Caledonians or Scoto-Irish. 
They considered it much more necessary to be acquainted with Greek and 
Latin, and the records of Greece and Rome, than with either the Gaelic or 
Earse, or the poems and tales which constituted the more truthful records of the 
people whose history they presumed to write. Hence the history of Scotland, 
down to the days of feudalism, has been written, in effect, on the authority of 
foreign writers, totally unacquainted with the language and records of the 
people, and whose self-evident contradictions are sufficient to destroy their 
authority in the estimation of every person predisposed to consult their works 
with impartiality, intelligence, and judgement. And from the days of feudalism 
down to the present day, the history of Scotland has been founded on feudal 
enmity, and the consequent misrepresentation of all who did not humbly submit 
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to the usurpation by the crown of despotic power over the lauds, rights, and 
liberties of the people. Hence, the readers of the history of Scotland will look 
in vain in that history for anything calculated to throw light on the social condi- 
tion of the people of Scotland, previously to the introduction of feudalism. Nor 
does that history detail as it should, the step-by-step means by which feudalism 
was insidiously substituted amongst the Scottish Lowlanders for their apparently 
semi-patriarchalism ; or the obstinate stand which the Caledonian clans made 
against that barbarous despotism, or the ** wild justice" with which they retaliated 
on their oppressors in extreme cases. And since feudalism assumed the ascend- 
ancy in the Lowlands, the Highland clans have been literally ignored as a 
people in the history of Scotland, and their organized and systematic opposition 
to the despotism whose object was to defraud them of their lands, rights, and 
liberties, represented as ''rebellion against the Lord's anointed." Such, in 
effect, is the manner in which the people of Scotland are treated by the so-called 
history of their country. 

There is no question in which history more uniformly agrees with tradition, 
than that which assigns an Irish origin to the colony of Dalriada or Erraghall. 
Eochaid, who brought that colony from Erin, is called Eochaid Reudcu This 
addition to his name {Beuda), appears to me to be a mere misspelling of reite^ 
which would mean Eochaid of the treaty of peace. Now, Bede, and a Latin 
author (whose name I for the moment forget) mention, that Eochaid, had entered 
into a regular treaty with the Caledonians. Dalriada or Erraghall seems to 
have been assigned to the Scots by this treaty as their place of arms. As all 
(Gaelic words are descriptive, let us see what light the etymon of these names 
are capable of throwing on this subject Dal, in the Gothic dialect, which I 
hold to have been that of the Scots, Belgs, Anglo-Saxons, &c., of Ireland and 
England, means a part, or district ; riade is presumed to be merely the Grothic 
q)elling of Eochaid's additional name of reite, or, of the peace. Dalriada, in the 
Gothic dialect, therefore means the district of Eochaid of the peace. Erra, 
again, means a part or district, in the Gaelic of the Caledonians, and gall, a 
stranger; Erraghall, therefore means the stranger's part or district. And in 
point of fact, the Scot was never called by any other name than Gall, by the 
Caledonian, from the day he landed in Kintyre until this day, when his descend- 
ants occupy the whole Lowlands of Scotland. Hence, if it be the Scot or Gall 
who landed at Kintyre under Eochaid Eeite, that now occupy the glens and 
mountains of the Highlands, and not the Caledonians, who assigned to them 
that district under a treaty, this is the first instance in the history of the 
world in which the aboriginal people of a country have been replaced by 
strangers in their mountain fastnesses. 

How the Firbolg or Belgs, who occupied the whole Lowlands of England, 
ages before Caesar crossed the Channel, the Scoto-Irish, and Walense Britons, who, 
together with the Cruine of Galloway, originally of Ulster, conquered and 
colonized the Boman province, from the Clyde to Stamford in England, as well 

* See ** The CaledonianB and Scots, or the Highlaudeni and Lowlandert of Scotland," a lecture 
delirered before the Young Men's Literary and Scientific AMOciation of Oban, by D. Campbell, late 
Ljeatenaiit 57th Regiment. £dinbtirgH« London, and Dublin. 
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as the Caledonians who occupied the south-east part of Scotland, from the Firth 
of Forth by the Catrail to Berwick, afterwards became Anglo-Saxons, would 
puzzle any other writers to explain, excepting the Scottish historians of the 
dark ages, and the penny-a-liners of this enlightened age of manufacturers 
and weavera 

But, disqualified as these feudal writers must have been to write the history 
of peoples whose language and records they did not understand, it is difficult to 
believe that it was not more from desiga than ignorance that they introduced 
the Anglo-Saxon myth into the histories of England and Scotland ; be that 
as it may, the myth has introduced a brave confusion into pedigrees, and made 
kindred peoples lose sight of the history of their fraternal origin. The Catrail, 
(formed from the combination of the roots, cath, war or battle, and trials journey 
or path, the war-path) from Penvahl, by Galashiels, &c. to Berwick, divided 
the Caledonians on the south of the Frith of Forth from their neighbours on 
the west and south ; a line from Penvahl to the head of Lochetive, between 
the sources of the waters that ran in contrary directions, and by Lochetive 
and Lochlinne, to the Irish Channel, divided them from the Britons (Walenses) 
and Scoto-Irish on the north of the Frith of Forth ; and a similar line of ditches 
and ramparts as the Catrail, or war-path, drawn from the head of Lochryan by 
Eempshill, near Sanquhar, through Nithsdale, and along the south side of the 
river by South Mains and Carlisle, which can still be traced, divided the Cruithni 
or Caledonians of Galloway (originally of Ulster) from their neighbours. 

Seasoning from analogy, there must also have been an intrenchment 
between the Scoto-Irish and their neighbours on the south of the Clyde. To 
corroborate this view, I may state, that traces of such a war-path are still 
visible near Dalmellington, not far from the scene of the battle fought between 
Alpin, the ceanncath or war-chief of the Scoto-Irish (called king by feudal 
writers) and the Caledonians of Galloway and Britons of Strathclyde, in which 
Alpin lost his life. I have not had an opportunity of tracing this war-path to 
a length sufficient to instruct a boundary, but have no doubt this may yet 
be done.* With these war-paths alone before their eyes, marking distinctly the 
warlike boundaries between the districts of the separate clans or peoples who 
divided the Roman province south of the firths of Scotland between them, it b 
difficult to ascribe to ignorance the romance that would make the Caledonians 
south of the Frith of Forth, the Scoto-Irish, the Brito- Walenses, and the Gallo- 
wegian Cruithni of the Lowlands of Scotland, and the Belgians or Firbolg, (men 
of the quiver) ancient Britons, and Roman progeny of the Lowlands of England, 
Anglo-Saxons. And it is still more difficult to see how the Caledonians of the 
glens and mountains of Albin can be made Scoto-Irish, especially as the 
di£ference between the Scoto-Irish and both the Caledonians and so-called 
Anglo-Saxons, in language, manners, and customs, continued not only distinct 
but irreconcilable, from the day that Eochaid Reite (or Eochaid of the peace) 
and his Scots landed at Kintyre, until the last of his representatives in Scotland 
ascended the throne of England. 

* My much esteemed friend, Mr Paterson, in the new edition of his valuable and most interesting 
history of *' Ayrshire Families/' will very likely throw some light on the subject. 
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The Anglo-Saxon romance has introduced a singular confusion into the 
pedigree of the peoples of Scotland and England ; and a similar confusion has 
been introduced, no doubt with the same object, into the pedigrees of the Cale- 
donian clans of Lethcuin and the Firbolg, or Milesian clans of the other half or 
Leth-ugain-mhoir of Ireland ; — *' Divide and conquer" being an adage as well 
known to, and as cunningly acted on by, the feudal usurper as the Roman con- 
queror ; and it must be confessed that the clans offered the very best materials 
for such a policy, being equally slow to suspect treachery, and quick in resenting 
it, whether in friend or foe. The descendants* of Conn of the hundred battles 
had, by these means, been made to believe themselves to be of Milesian de- 
scent, although the history of Ireland clearly shows that it was the southern 
clans of Ireland that were of Spanish descent: for, when reduced to an 
extremity, as the learned and candid editor of Cambrensis Eversus shows, 
Eugaine Mor, their ceanncath, went personally to the mother country Spain, 
where he received such reinforcements as enabled him, not only to maintain 
the southern clans in their half of Ireland, but also to turn the defensive into 
an offensive war, and to establish one of his clans in Ulster and another in Kin- 
tyre. Both these colonies were established by Eochaid, and under the same 
name, spelt by historians, Dalriada or Dalreada. As all Oaelic names are 
descriptive, and the southern and northern Irish were of the same Celtic race, 
and have ever spoke cognate dialects of the same language, this name, by being 
reduced to its roots, has thrown some light on the subject Although the 
learned editor of Cambrensis Eversus has thrown much light on the work of Dr 
Lynch, much still requires explanation ; and I trust that he will yet apply his 
able pen to the illustration of all that is obscure in that valuable book. One 
great cause of the obscurity or confusion in this atid other learned works on the 
history of Ireland, as of writers on the history of Scotland, seems to have arisen 
&om the ignorance of modern writers of the important fact, that, down to the 
date of feudal charters, or rather to the establishment of the feudal system in 
Europe, surnames were unknown. The chiefs of the clans, Gothic (as I must 
caU some of the peoples for distinction) as well as Celtic, were elected, and the 
ceanncath or war-chief was elected out of each clan in succession. The clan^ 

* It is a singQlar circumstance, and shows that there was no want of method in the means whereby 
the cadets of noble families preserved evidence of their pedigree, that the tartans of the M'Callams, the 
Ghms, Macraes, &c., show that they are of the same pedig^e with the Campbells. I have not had timo 
to extend my researches on this subject so far as to entitle me to give a decided opinion, but I am firm in 
this belief, and would strongly advise some of the Highland Societies to appoint a committee to investi- 
gate a question which promises very interesting results. Such an inquiry should embrace the antiquity 
ci the leading clim-tartans, and on the state of the manufacturing arts among the Highland Clans at the 
piobable date of their invention. Mr Hair, the most successful manufacturer of fancy tartans in 
Paisley, told me that nothing could be more perfect in colour and pattern than the ancient clan-tartan ; 
that he felt convinced, however great his success, and however often he was oomph'mented on the 
snbject, that he never improved in a single instance on the original pattern from which his fancy tartans 
were a variety. If manufacturing skill, therefore, be any criterion of civilization, in what state of 
dvilizatioii were the mothers of the Highland clans, whose home manufactures it has defied the most 
spirited manufacturer in the most spirited manufacturing town in Scotland, to exceed, either for the 
elegance of the pattern or the harmony of the colours. Surely the penny-a-line historians of Highland 
ignorance and barbarity, have been very remiss in not finding some heavy-headed Fleming ancestors for 
the tartans, as weU as fur the Douglasses and other old and noble Scottish families ! 
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although always known by one hereditary name, was locally called by the name 
of the chief for the time ; and the confederation, though it retained one character- 
istic name, was locally called after the name of the ceanncath for the time, in 
the same way in which Greek and Boman armies were called by the name of 
the general-in-chief, and the different divisions of them by the names of the 
officers by whom they were respectively commanded. Hence the clan that was 
called by one name, under one chief, was called by other names, under another 
chief. It was the same with the confederation. The Macdonalds, before 
assuming that surname, were called by the proper names of different chiefit, 
Siol Uistein, Siol Ghillidh-bride, Siol Ghuthraidh, &c. &c. ; but they were still 
known by the name of their original ancestor Conn ; and so with the Camerons, 
Campbells, &c. &c. The southern confederation of the clans of Ireland were 
called Scuit or Scots, seven hundred years before the Christian era. The same 
name occurred again and again at long intervals. It was the same with the 
Firboigs or Belgs. Ignorance of this custom has led to much confusion, and 
makes Irish historians of modem times represent their country as the subject of 
an endless succession of invasions and conquests by armies, which come, nobody 
knows whence, and go nobody knows where ; w hen the only invasion and con- 
quest seem to have been the peaceful succession of one ceanncath, who gave 
his name to the confederation, to another whose name died with him» at least 
for the time. Who, for instance, can make sense of the following note by the 
above learned editor, without the above explanation ? but with that explanation 
it becomes intelligible. 

"Without intending to deny positively," says the learned and candid 
editor of Cambrensis Eversus, " that an Eirimonian, named Eugaine Mor, may 
have preceded Labhraidh Loingseach, the first Eirimonian king, by some 
years, and conquered these fair districts, which always have been the first 
seized by invaders," namely, Louth, Meath, Dublin, Kildare, Carlow, Kilkenny, 
Waterford, Tipperary, Limerick, Roscommon, Sligo, Down, and Antrim, the 
fat of the land, and the most accessible to invaders ; " I would fix the real 
origin of the Eirimonian power in Ireland at the invasion of Labhraidh 
Loingseach, A. C. 89, 63. According to tradition, Labhraidh came from Gaul, 
and as Leinster and Connaught, which anciently included a large portion of 
Meath province, were, according to all authorities and Charles O'Conor's map, 
the principal seat of the Firbolg or Belgse, it is but natural to conclude that 
Labhraidh's followers were the Belgse, who had long been in possession of the 
south of Britain and the greater part of Gaul. But here a great difficulty 
arises : what are we to think of the colony of Belgse which, under the conduct 
of Slainghe, seized Ireland even before the Tuatha de Dananns ?" ** Now, in 
forming his opinion here, the reader must remember that Ireland was divided 
into five provinces by Slainghe, and a similar division was made by the 
Eirimonian Eochaidh Feidleach, nearly contemporary with king Labhraidh 
Loingseach ; 3rdly, that, according to Keating, the Firboigs, who had been 
expelled by the Tuatha de Dananns, suddenly return to Ireland, no one knows 
how, after more Aan a thcmand years, and acquire lands in Leinster and 
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Connaught, at the very time when the pentarchy was revived by Eochaidh 
Feidleaeh ; 4thly, that the best soldiers of the great Eirimonian, Cormac Mac 
Art, and of his ^Either and son, were Firbolg, and that he found a retreat from 
enemies among the Connaught Belgse ; 5thly, that the Firbolg Gamonradii are 
expressly styled the ' great Milesians ;' finally, that the soldiers of the three 
Collas, who destroyed the palace of Eomania, and conquered the greater part 
of larian Ulster, were all Belgse. These may be only coincidences in the 
history of the traditionary Firbolgs of Slainghe, with the historic invasion of 
Labhraidh Loingseach ; but they are coincidences sufficiently strong to justify 
great doubts of the former, especially as Dr 0*Conor admits, in another place, 
that some of the best authorities do not mention the first colony of Firbolgs. 
Moreover, nothing is more common in merely traditional history than an 
inversion of dates and events. When the conquering BelgsB and the conquered 
had been amalgamated into one people, and began, after some centuries, to 
digest their history, it would not be unprecedented in bardic story, to find them 
ante-dating, by some thousand years, the Firbolg invasion, — an event which 
occurred shortly before the commencement of the Christian era, and adopting as 
their own the genealogy of another race settled with them in Ireland, Thus, 
because the Romans, who conquered Britain, were descended from iSneas, the 
Britons soon discovered that their own ancestor, Britus, belonged to the same 
fieonily. And, when about the middle of the fourteenth century, nearly all the 
rural strong-bownians had adopted Irish names and the Irish dress, they found 
no difficulty in tracing their origin to Milesian, or to any stock but the English, 
though the continued presence of the English power in Ireland, and the constant 
influx of the English blood, must have counteracted powerfully the process of 
amalgamation, and the general adoption of the Milesian ideas. I think it 
manifest, from Irish history, that, if new Irish colonies had not been planted in 
the country in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, the term ' Saxon,* or 
* Englishman,' or ' Norman,* would have been, long since, even in the baronial 
halls of the Butlers, the Burkes, and the Fitzgeralds, as opprobrius an epithet as 
^ Firbolg' ever was in the ancient raths and cathirs of the so-called Eirimonian 
noble&" " But there are two means of explaining how Firbolg and Eirimonian, 
though really the same race, might not have been distinguished : by admitting 
that, at different intervals, from A. C. 300 cir. colonies of Belgse may have 
landed in Ireland from Britain or Graul, but that they were subdued (conquered) 
by the great Belgic colony in the year A. C. 83, 69, or, what appears to me a 
more probable supposition, that the Belgse of Leath-Cuin, that is, the race of 
Crimthan, AD. 79, gradually extended their conquests over their kindred in 
Connaught and Leinster, during the course of the three following centuries, and 
that thus the conquered Belgse of Leinster and Connaught came to be regarded 
as Firbolgs, while the conquerors were metamorphized into Eirimonians. But 
however these matters may be explained, no advocate for the antiquity of the 
Eirimonian colonizing can explain how it happened that Tighemac could not 
find a regular succession of Eirimonian kings before the Christian era, though 
he gave a list of Irians from the foundation of Omania, A.C. 305, 226." 
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The following were the qualifications required for the different ranks of the 
order of the Bards. The Focalan, being the youngest student, was required 
to repeat twenty historical poems and tales. The Macfuirmi, forty tales : the 
Dos, fifty ; the Canaith, also fifty ; the Clith, one hundred and seventy composi- 
tions ; the Ollamh, three hundred and fifty ; the Aos-dona, an equal number. 
The Aos-dona led the Bards and Minstrels into the circle; but when the 
meeting was formed, all were on a footing of perfect equality. Saint Columba 
and St Benean were both bards, the former apparently the aos-dona or chief-bard 
of Ireland, for he returned there after the settlement at lona as referee in a 
serious dispute between the king of Ireland and the Bards. The Fillidh, or 
minstrel grade, were all of the order and rank of the Bards. The minstrels played 
on all kinds of instruments, but the Bards only on the harp, which was considered 
as the higher musical instrument The Fillidhean became Christians under the 
influence of. Saint Patrick, and aided, or rather formed, the band of choristere 
in the Irish cathedrals, and added much to the impressiveness and acceptability 
of the Christian service in the public estimation. Thus, when the Druid 
religion gradually yielded to Christianity in Ireland, the minstrel branch of the 
bardic institution was preserved and fostered by the Culdees, who considered 
it more politic to accomplish what they of course considered a great object, by 
"wisely retaining many of its established superstitions." These words are 
Logan*s, not mine, for I have been unable to discover that the Druids employed 
superstitious devices to influence the people. Indeed, it cannot be conceived 
that natural theology, which admits of and requires being demonstrated, could 
be inculcated by superstition, like religions which must play on men's feelings, 
because they cannot appeal either to natural science or common sense. The 
Irish, like the Welsh bardic institution, had its triennial celebration, where an 
august meeting of the order assembled, to regulate all matters connected with 
the profession. These assemblies, although presided over by a king or prince, 
were assemblies of the people, and in which every motion was carried by a 
majority of all present The last of these meetings on record in Ireland, took 
place in 1792, the object of which was to revive the periodical meetings (for 
some years discontinued) for perpetuating the " music, poetry, and oral traditions" 
of Ireland. Mr Dugan, whose memory deserves to be respected, offered in 1778 
two munificent prizes to performers on the harp ; but only two competed at the 
meeting. This sorrowful decline of an order associated with all their high and 
holy feelings, roused the dormant patriotism of Ireland ; and a society was 
formed for supporting a professor and students, in the year 1807, but it has 
not met with the encouragement it deserved. 

In Wales, we find that Anuren, a prince of the Ottadini, and others 
illustrious for rank and patriotism, gloried more in their bardic qualifications 
than nobility of rank. King Cadwaladir, about 670, presided at a meeting 
assembled for the purpose of hearing the Bards reciting old compositions, and 
also their own productions. These meetings were called Eisted-vodas. They 
arc continued in Wales, (to the honour, be it stated, of the Ancient Britons) to 
this day. The Druids having disappeared before the Culdees, the Bards were 
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no longer an organized order under collegiate discipline, and became the 
creatures of the Church, less strict in their morals. Hence, Gruffudd and his 
^* Gktelic Mends'^ laid down rules at this meeting of 670, to correct abuses, 
and introduce improvements in Celtic poetry and music, and for regulating 
the mode of competition, qualification of candidates, &c. ; " the proper obser- 
vance of which was expected to restore discipline among the Bards, and to 
perpetuate the true history of transactions ;" the Bards having become less strict 
in adhering to the truth in their poetry. Accordingly, at the above meeting, 
we find that invention (which was not permitted by the Druids) was declared 
punishable by fine and imprisonment ; and the like penalty was exacted for 
mockery, derision, or undeserved censure. Byhs ap Gruffudd, prince of South 
Wales, gave a magnificent entertainment to King Henry II., when a large 
assembli^ of Bards attended, and received a confirmation of all their franchises. 
Similar meetings have been held at various times and places, sometimes by 
royal summons, and at others by the nobility. Henry YIII. issued a com- 
mission for one to be held at Caerwys, '* for the purpose of instituting order 
and government among the professors of .poetry and music, and regulating 
their art and profession, according to the old statute of Gruffudd ap Cynan, 
prince of Aberfraw." Queen Elizabeth appointed another to assemble at the 
same place. In 1792, '' a congress of the Bards of the Isles of Britain," was held 
on Prunrosehill, near London, with the view of restoring druidal mythology and 
bardic learning,*' according to the Gentleman's Magazine, L. xii. Since then, the 
Cymrodorian Society has given frequent eistid-vodas in the metropolis, and, as 
already stated, they are held periodically in Wales. The kindred people of 
Bas Bretagne have lately been desirous of a similar convention, and I hope, 
from what I have recently heard from a Welsh gentleman, that at no distant 
date, arrangements will be made by the literati of that spirited Principality to 
have a gathering of the remnant of the Bards from all countries, in some 
central locality, to revive aucient customs, and renew ancient ties and associa- 
tions among tiie now scattered, but still attached and warm-hearted remnants of 
the great Celtic clans. 

The historical value of Celtic poetry is proved by the fact, that a poem of 
the bard Talicsen, who lived anno 540, and which described the death of King 
Arthur, and the place of his interment, was repeated to Henry II., about the 
year 1187. The King, to test the historical value of the poem, ordered a search 
to be made for King Arthur's tomb, in the churchyard of Glastonbury ; and 
there it was found and identified, in the presence and to the satisfaction of the 
King I A similar discovery was made by the recitation by a harper of a duan 
on Cathgarbha, where Oscar and Cairbear both fell, in which an account is given 
of the burial of King Conan, a provincial chief or king, who fell also there. 
The Irish Academy, to verify the bardic record, had the spot excavated, when 
the grave was found as described in the song. According to tradition, Cohmal, 
(pronounced Cole) the father of Fingal, fell in Ayrshire, in a battle fought 
between himself and Momi, the father of Gaul, who was supported by a clan 
of the Britons of Strathclyde. The grave being pomtQf^out by tradition, the late 
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Eev. Dr Memes, then Rector of the Ayr Academy, and other gentlemen, had 
it opened, when it was found to verify Ossian's description. The urn contain- 
ing the ashes of the ancient hero, was surrounded and covered by ** four grey 
stones,"' and completely answered the description of the bard. The report of 
this discovery went the round of the newspapers thirty years ago. Ronald 
Glas of Keppoch, having estranged his clan, by accepting or declaring his 
intention to accept a feudal charter of the clan district, was killed by a famfly 
of the name of Clan-Dughail, whom he deeply and treacherously injured. 
The clan declined to interfere ; but the celebrated bard, Ian Lorn, determined 
to punish the murderers of his chieftain, obtained a warrant for their apprehen- 
sion from the Privy Council, which they eluded for a considerable time ; but 
they were at length taken by surprise by a party obtained by the bard from his 
chief. Sir James Macdonald, in a block-house, which they defended until it was 
set in fire over their heads, when, being compelled to rush out, they were 
overpowered and killed. As the warrant required that they should be pro- 
duced " dead or alive** in Edinburgh, their heads were cut off and sent there, 
and their bodies buried in a sand-hill in the vicinity. The late Dr Smith of 
Fort-William, who was very sceptical on the subject of Ossian's Poems, and all 
Highland traditions, thought that he had in this tradition (owing to the dryness 
of the ground in which the Clan-Dughail were said to have been buried) an 
opportunity of striking a blow at, as he assumed, the public credulity ; and he 
got the hill excavated ; when, lo ! to his surprise, he found seven skeletons^ 
but not a single skull Nay, more, the skeleton of the old man, who was repre- 
sented by tradition as of gigantic size, and lame in consequence of having had 
his thigh-bone broken, and ill set in his youth, was found to confirm the tradi- 
tion to the letter, for the bones of one of the skeletons were much larger than 
the others, and one of its thigh-bones was shorter, and had a knot on it where 
it had been broken and joined again. In short, Dr Smith became so impressed 
with a conviction of the truth of the poetry and traditions of the Highland 
clans, in consequence of this incident, as to have applied himself immediately to 
the acquirement of the language, and he prosecuted its study tmtil he could 
peruse Ossian's Poems in the original. He got a statement of the result of his 
exploration of the grave of Clan-Dughail drawn up, printed, and distributed 
among his Mends, and was, ever afterwards, an earnest advocate of the authen- 
ticity of Ossian's Poems, and also an able adversary to the absurd views of 
ancient Highland institutions and society assumed by feudal historians. He 
contended, that without a knowledge of the poetry and traditions, which are 
the only true expositors of the history of the Highland clans, no stranger had 
any reliable means of forming a just opinion on the subject. He agreed 
with me as to the danger of attempting to pass off a fiction for tradition, 
while the same clans continued to occupy the same localities for ages; 
and that it is the historian who writes in the privacy of his library, and 
who can adopt the recorded fictions that suit his views, that is under no 
check, and not the traditional historian. Surely it cannot be denied, for 
instance, that this treatise is written under the check of public opinion, in so 



OF THE HIGHLAND CLANS. 67 

fkr as traditional, but not in so far as leaning on extracts already published. The 
Celtiberians asserted, according to Theocritus, quoted by Logan, that they had 
poems, containing their laws and history, for a period of six thousand years. 
Tacitus mentions that the poems which contained the annals of the Germans were 
ancient in his days. Some of the poems mentioned in express terms by Taci* 
tns, as carried down orally for hundreds of years before his time, were in exist- 
ence seven hundred years after his death. One of the pursuits in which 
Charlemagne took great delight, was searching for these relics of antiquity, and 
committing them to memory. The same may be said of the great Alfred of 
England. Logan refers to a fragment which he holds to be the oldest speci- 
men of the bardic genius of the ancient Celts. Lucemitis, king of the Avemi, 
was wont to court popularity by ** extraordinary munificence." A bard once 
arriving long after the others, saluted the prince with a poem, extolling his vir- 
tues and benevolence, but lamented his misfortune in being too late to share his 
bounty. The song procured the gift of a purse of gold to the happy bard, who 
then chaunted loudly and extemporaneously, saying, '' that Lucemius' chariot 
wheels, as they rolled along, scattered wealth and blessings among the children 
of men.*' Gildas and Nemius were bards, and profess to have compiled their 
histories from ancient poems ; but they complain of, and deplore the destruction 
of many old records by the enemy. Among the remains of poetry, quoted by 
Bosworth and others, is that of Merddin or Merlin, the Caledonian, who flourished 
in 470. The antiquaries of Wales go much farther back with the history of 
their extant poetry than the Christian era, and so do those of Hibemia. Fingin 
and Fergus, Hibernian bards, belonged to the second century, and are not 
doubted ; and, since the Christian era* numerous individuals distinguished in 
the science, are mentioned by monkish writers of undoubted authority. Torna, 
Dubhach, Feich, Cronan, Benean, Columba, Adamnan, Dalian, Seanachan, 
Angus, Amergen, were aU Hibernian bards ; and the Welsh can furnish a list 
as brilliant and as much beyond suspicion ; while an equal number, among 
whomt Orran, UUin, Caril, &c., with Ossian at their head, were Caledonian 
bards : two large volumes of whose poems, now in print, have come down, 
chiefly by oral recitation, to the middle of the last and the beginning of the 
present century. The former were published by the learned and talented 
clergyman, Dr Smith ; the latter by the Highland Society, with a literal Latin 
translation from the manuscripts found in Macpherson's repositories, and to pub- 
lish which he bequeathed £1000 by his will. 

It has, I think, been shown in the above short sketch of the druidal and 
bardic institution of the Caledonian, Irish, and Welsh Celtic clans, that oral reci- 
tation was not so uncertain a medium for carrying down important events, in 
poems and tales composed by men of genius and highly cultivated minds, as 
the gentlemen who (in total ignorance of the language in which these poems 
and tales were written) constituted themselves judges of their merit and authen- 
ticity, seemed to think. 

lomarba, were the names of the professional competitions, which were 
common and perioifical both in Scotland and Ireland. They were suppressed in 
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Ireland, at least within the Pale, by a penal statute ; but they came down in 
the Highlands to the days of Dr Johnson ; who, while denying the existence 
of (Gaelic poetry, mentions that lomarba were at that time held in the Highlands, 
as eisted-vodas are now held in Wales, to recite and celebrate this non-existing 
poetry ! In Anglia Sacra, mention is made of a Scot who was acquainted with 
a hundred different measures of verse ; and Giraldus, not only states that the 
Highlanders and Irish were superior musicians, but they also sung and played 
'' in parts," — which was totally new to him. This implies that there was no 
dramatic poetry then in England. The Druid morality, which was very strict, 
forbade, as already stated, the use of fiction, and, consequently of satirical and 
dramatic poetry by the Bards. They required that the subject of all poems 
should be strictly true, and told by the Bards in accordance with the truth ; but 
they were not only allowed, but required, to relate these events in a manner 
worthy of men of genius, feeling, and good taste. The strict exclusion of fiction 
firom Celtic poetry was no doubt unfavourable to dramatic poetry, and I do not 
think the ancient Celtic clans had — what we understand as — dramatic poetry ; 
but we are assured by tradition, that their historical poems were dramatically 
represented and recited at their lomarba ; and this tradition is sufliciently 
corroborated by Giraldus Cambrenses* statement^ that the Highlanders and the 
Hibernians sung and played musical pieces " in parta*' Major, a historian who 
was evidently disinclined to give any credit to his " upthrough" countrymen, (as 
he called the Highlanders,) in speaking of the musical taste and attainments 
of James the First, could only illustrate their excellence by comparing his 
performances with those of the '* Hibernians and the Highlanders, who were tiie 
best of all players on the harp.** Now, I would pause and ask the reader here, 
whether it is possible for him to believe that the Hibernians and the Highland- 
ers had arrived at such eminence as players on the harp, without having a 
poetry worthy of the music which they sung to the harp ? Poetry was the 
very soul of music, until modem taste substituted harmony for melody, and, 
by smothering the song in singing, devorced feeling fix)m music, after a long life 
of wedded happiness. Was it only in Hibemia and the Highlands (where the 
best players on the harp known to learned musicians and antiquaries like 
Giraldus and Major were to be found) that the music and poetry were unequal, 
and altogether unworthy of one another? The best answer to this strange 
assumption is to lay before the reader some specimens of Gaelic poetry of 
unquestionable antiquity. But before submitting these specimens from Ullin, 
Orran, and Ossian, three of our most celebrated bards, I beg leave to premise 
that the poems from which I quote have been before the public, in print, and in 
the native language, those of Ullin and Orran for more tiian eighty, and those 
of Ossian for more than fifty years. I also beg leave to refer to the West of 
Scotland Magazine, and to say that I have proved in my articles published 
in that perodical, — 

1. That poems bearing the same characteristic features with those after- 
wards published and ascribed to Ossian by Macpherson, had been universally 
known for time immemorial in the Highlands ; and that they were referred to 



OF THE HIQHLAND CLANS. 69 

in innumerable poems (many of the verses of which I translated and quoted in 
English) by the Gaelic Bards, ages before Macpherson was bom, in the same 
manner in which Greek and Boman poems are referred to by the contemporary 
poets of England. 

2. 1 showed, fix)m Irish and Northern historians, whose works could scarcely 
have been seen by Macpherson, because they were not then published, atthongh 
the materials existed in manuscript, and in a Latin history of Ireland, published 
in France in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, — that the heroes and events cele- 
brated in the poems of Fingal and Temora, are historical heroes and event's ; 
and that they are named by the same names, and narrated substantially in the 
same manner, by these historians and by Ossian. I considered the above as 
satisfactory evidence of the authenticity of the poems as could be required by 
any impartial antiquary under the circumstances, especially when taken in 
connexion with the copious literal translations by which I showed, that the 
Gaelic poems found in Macpherson^s repositories after his death, bear, intrin- 
sically, undoubted evidence of having been the work of a superior poet to the 
author of the English version of these poems. 

I may, in corroboration of these facts, remark, that the poems published 
by the Bev. Dr Smith, above eighty years ago, and by the Highland Societies 
of London and Scotland from Macpherson*s manuscripts, tmder the editorship 
of Sir John Sinclair, more than fifty years ago, bear unquestionable intrinsic 
evidence that the authors of these poems were superior for genius, taste, and a 
knowledge of the language, to the parties by whom these poems were copied 
from oral recitation, and prepared for the press. The poems substantially bear 
evidence of being the production of men of great genius, refined tastes, 
patriotic, benevolent, noble, and generous feelings and sentiments ; while, taking 
them as prepared for the press and published, a line or two lines will be found 
on a page, a word or two words in a verse, and a verse or two verses in a duan 
or canto, which form a contrast most striking for coarseness, tautology, or 
ambiguity, to the chasteness and elegance of the rest Dr Smith thus accounts 
for the exceptions to the version published by him : " The poems," says Dr 
Smith, *^ having been collected from various editions, they may, perhaps, appear 
in some places inelegant or abrupt ; it being sometimes necessary to take half 
a stanza, or perhaps half a line, from one edition, to join to so much of another. 
As the poems were, for the most part, taken down from oral recitation, frequent 
mistakes may have been made in the proper division of the lines, and in the 
afisigning of its due quantity to each. Those who recited ancient poems took, 
frequently, the opportunity of substituting such words as they were best acquainted 
wtihy in the roam of such as were more fyreign or obsolete. To expunge these 
words, when none of the copies in the editor's hands supplied him with better, 
was a task which he did not consider as any part of his province." 

I cannot help regretting that the learned and patriotic Doctor took so strict 
a view of his duties as editor of poems carried down, as he himself shows, 
by end tradition from a remote antiquity, through various channels, some of 
them, to say the least, not very competent. The poems being uniformly 
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of such a character as legitimately to lead to the conclusion, that the authors 
were incapable of writing these exceptional parts, the inference is ineyitable, 
that they were interpolations by some incompetent reciters. I cannot help 
regretting, therefore, that the Eev. Doctor did not feel it to be his duly to 
expunge these passages and restore the original, since no writer was more 
competent to do so than himself. To publish the poems without expunging 
these obvious interpolations, was more scrupulous than just to the fame of the 
departed Bards, who had surely a right to expect that the editors of their works 
in future ages should feel it to be their sacred duty to do them justice. These 
remarks apply only to the Gaelic version ; for the Bev, Doctor allowed no 
tautology or obscurity to deform the translation, which is every thing that could 
be desired. Indeed, it is only fair to say, that, if the Gaelic antiquities, or 
Seanna-dhana of Dr Smith, had been illustrative of the religion and poetry of 
any other part of the British Empire excepting the Highlands, they could 
scarcely fail, not only to have made his fortune, but also to raise him to the very 
summit of popularity. But, instead of being remunerated for his great work, 
the Doctor lost so much money by the publication, as seriously to burden his 
small income ; and, instead of its raising him to the very height of popularity 
with his fellow-countrymen, it simply subjected him to the rapacious appetites 
for detraction, characteristic of the small fiy of parasites who prey on men d 
genius after they are dead ; and, although many of his relations have been 
literary men, or belong to professions that ought to be literary, and although I 
am no relative, I am, so far as I know, the only Highlander that ever took up 
the pen to do him justice. Dr Smith either met with ingratitude on the part 
of his fellow-countrymen, who were surely as interested as he was in doing 
justice to the literature of their ancestors, or he was the generous victim of his 
own noble enthusiasm, — a fate to be envied rather than regretted. Bat, alas for 
the modem Highlanders who will go any distance to see Gillie-callum danced, 
and to shake hands, by proxy, with a lord or a duke, but who have never yet 
recorded their grateful recognition of the honour done to their country by the 
labours of Dr Smith, by '^ putting a stone in his cairn." 

With reference to Mr Macpherson's English translation, and also to the 
version of the Gkielic originals found in his repositories prepared for the press, 
it is to be remembered, that Macpherson was only a mere school-boy or student, 
when he was employed by the Bev. Dr Blair and other patriotic gentlemen, to 
collect and translate these poems. Now, it will not, I tliink, be denied that it 
is the tmiform tendency of persons of an ardent and poetic temperament, 
especially before having attained to a maturity of judgement, to imagine that 
they camiot too highly exaggerate or colour the subjects on which they writa 
** Oh," exclaimed a worthy Gael of my acquaintance, " what would this 
country be but for Sir Colin Campbell and his Highlanders !" In this spirit of 
enthusiasm we find Macpherson continually repeating the epithets and phrase- 
ology which he considered best calculated to make his heroes not only great, 
but even marvellous. I have no doubt that a critic of good taste and discrimina- 
tion could point out, in the English version, every instance in which such 
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epithets and phraseology were thrust into the poems by Macpherson, as they 
stand out in bloated relief among the more chaste and elegant passages of his 
translation. But these meretricious interpolations appear still more prominent 
in the original, as prepared for the press by Macpherson himself, — ^for in these 
the style and the measure of the verses are every now and again inflated and 
forced out of joint by the obtrusion of ill-conditioned tautological epithets, 
and a sounding, but most empty phraseology. With these drawbacks, natural 
to a youth so sensitive and enthusiastic, when portraying, to parties ignorant 
of the original, poetry so descriptive of all that is tender, generous, and heroic 
in the human character, in a language different from the original, Mr Mac* 
pherson's translation is not only chaste and elegant, but graphic and exceedingly 
beautiful He who would take the trouble of purifying Macpherson's translation 
of Ossian from his interpolations or fancied improvements, and of publishing 
the rest without changbg a word, would, in my opinion, merit the gratitude 
of mankind. 

It seems necessary, before submitting to the reader specimens from the 
ancient poets, to make a few remarks on the poetry floating traditionally in Ireland 
nnder the name of Ossian, although I really cannot enter into the spirit of the 
controversy between the Irish and the Highlanders on this subject, my Celtic 
sympathies being so catholic as to make me look on it as a matter of indiffer- 
ence whether the great representative of the ancient Celtic bards was bom in 
Erin or Albin. Indeed, my opinion is, that the Greeks, in disputing about the 
locality of Homer's birth, showed themselves to be destitute of the true clan- 
npint and patriotism that ought to characterize the conduct of kmdred and noble 
races one toward another, and, therefore, that they deserved the fate their con- 
ceited, selfish, and intemperate divisions brought upon them. But the Irish do not 
daim the poems ascribed to Ossian by Macpherson as the productions of their 
Ossian; they (xily want to deprive their Caledonian brethren of the credit of having 
had a bard who could have produced such poetry, nearly two thousand years ago. 
This, to be sure, is somewhat less generous than we could be disposed to give 
our fellow Celts of Erin credit for, and it cuts both ways ; for, if the state of so- 
ciety in Albin was at that time as civilized as the production and popularity of 
these poems instruct, the state of society among their brethren of Leth-cuin 
could not have been so barbarous as their so-called Saxon neighbours assert, and 
vice verm. But the fact is, that the poems of the Highland Ossian show that 
be lived before priestcraft and feudalism dwarfed the souls and corrupted the 
tastes and judgements of mankind ; while the Irish Ossian is shown, by the 
|»X)di]ctions ascribed to him, to have been the very personification of the dwarfed 
soiib and corrupted tastes and judgements resulting from the spiritual and civil 
despotism of the dark ages. It is but too well known that the priests of the 
aboTe period cultivated superstition as the great ally or handmaiden of 
religion : hence in these Irish '^ Ursgeuls*' or new tales, ascribed to Ossian, 
(as they are called both in Erin and Albin,) the adventures of the traditional 
heroes of the people are mixed up with magicians, mountebanks, saints, giants, 
and witches, — ^but with a design and a method well calculated to emasculate the 
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minds, and corrupt the taste of the people, and .so prepare them for swallowing 
the monkish legends, however extravagant and marvellous. Nay, more, these 
Ursgeuls show that the fabricators of them were the monkish dabblers in Greek 
and Boman literature, and not the Celtic bards ; for they have their allegories, 
monsters, and metamorphosis, — although rude, maudlin, feeble, unnaturally fan- 
tastic, obscene, and ludicrous. 

Mr O'Kierney, one of the editors of the Ossianic Society, who calls 
these alleged poems of Ossian " Ursgeuls," — or, new tales, states, that *' they 
are founded on ancient poems, but more authoritative,*' historically, than the 
originals from which they are derived ! and I question not that they are as 
authoritative as can be desired on the subject of the Heathen and Christian 
controversies between Ossifin and St Patrick, — the pilgrimages to Rome, - 
the wars between the Fingalians and the kings of Erin about the feudal tribute 
of multer mercheta^ &c. &c. But Mr O^Kierney has not submitted the originals 
from which the Ursgeuls are alleged to have been derived, to the public, whom 
he wishes to enlighten ; so that we must necessarily wait until he shall have 
had another literary engagement from the Ossianic Society, before we are in a 
condition to solve this puzzle. Mr O^Eiemey, perhaps, takes for granted that 
his readers have undergone the process of emasculation which his Ursgeuls 
are so well calculated to produce, and that they will believe his curious paradox 
without requiring any evidence of its truth ! But, to speak without sarcasm, a 
more humiliating proof of the perverting influence of combativeness on the 
himian intellect than is instructed by the collection and publication of these 
Ursgeuls, at great expense, by a society of learned Irish gentlemen, under the 
delusion that they are the productions of a man of genius, and an honour to 
Ireland, is not to be found on the records of any other country in Europe I That 
to combativeness, and not dishonesty, is to be ascribed the publication of this 
unnatural trash ascribed to Ossian by the Irish, is shown by the fSstct, that, 
along with it they have published works by St Benean, Dr Lynch, &c., 
containing a whole mass of evidence, which can leave no doubt that the Feinn 
spoke a different dialect, wore a different dress, and were different in their 
manners and customs from the people of Leth-Eugain-mhoir, or the southern 
half of Ireland. These are called Milesians, Firbolgs, Belgs, &a ; while the 
people of Leth-cuin are called Cruithni, Picti, Tuatha-de-dannans, &c. 

I have stated elsewhere, that it was the custom of the clans to take the 
names of the chiefs and ceanncaths, or war-chiefs, — that is, chie& of confedera- 
tions of clans, — for the time ; and, hence, that clans, and confederations of 
clans, were continually changing their names. In reading recent publications 
by learned societies of Irish gentlemen, in illustration of the traditional poetry 
and history of their country, it will be observed that confederations of clans, 
and clans also, disappear and appear in a manner which puzzled the very 
editors, because they did not know that such was the custom of clans down to 
the date of feudalism, when feudal tenures led to fixed surnames. That the 
comparatively ancient feudal writers on the histories of Ireland and 'Scotland 
did not qualify themselves better for their self-imposed task, by devoting some 
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portion of their research to the poetry and traditions, which throw so much 
light on the ancient local clan governments and customs of countries known to 
have been occupied down to the age of feudalism by patriarchal clans, shows 
that they really were not very anxious to ascertain the truth. They do not, 
therefore, inspire us with much confidence either in their narratives or opinions. 
There is nothing staggering in the fact, that clans and confederations took the 
names of their chiefs and ceanncaths for the time, and thus frequently took 
new, and occasionally assumed old names, according to the new or old names 
of the chiefs and ceanncaths for the time. There is, I repeat it, nothing in tho 
above to stagger writers who knew that Boman divisions and armies did the 
same, and that a similar practice prevailed in England even after England had 
a standing army. 

In the southern, or Leth Uigean-mhoir's half of Ireland, the clans and con- 
federations had, from time to time, so many names, as to puzzle the very editors 
of works recently published to illustrate the traditional poetry and history of the 
country.* The clans of Leth Ouinn, or Conn*s half of Ireland, were less numerous, 
and being of Caledonian descent, and maintaining their position only through 
assistance from the mother country in every extremity, they were naturally 
more tenacious of the names by which they were identified with the great clans 
of their native land. We accordingly find them almost invariably called by 
historians, Cruithni, Picti, Tuath-de-danans, &c., like their kindred Caledonian 
tribes. That the southern clans frequently changed their names, may be 
inferred pretty confidently even by comparing Ptolomy and Eichard, who did 
not write at such very distant periods from one another, as on any other rational 
grounds to account for the circumstance, that the people of the same district 
are called by different names by these topographical writers. As I cannot 
enter at greater length here into so ample a subject, the following quotations 
most serve. 

Ptolomy, Geo, Hib. states, that the Minapee and the Canaeci were " nati- 
ones Teuionici arigines /* and Crocus, a Spanish priest, who wrote a valuable S 
compendium of history, which has been misunderstood or mis-translated into 
Anglo-Saxon by King Alfred, and which translation is again misunderstood or 
mis-translated by Bosworth, states that Ireland was occupied (meaning, no ^ 
doubt, the part opposite to Spain) by families (clans) of the Scota Bede, who 
speaks from his personal knowledge, states, that the people of the British Isles 
had the same theology, but received it through the medium of five different dia- 
lects, viz. that of the Angles, Britons, Scots, Picts, and Latins. He also dis- 
tinctly states that the Scots came from Ireland. Nobody doubts that Columba 
was a Scot, and came from Ireland ; and the Irish vrriters above referred to, 
show that Ireland was called Scotland, when the Scots were ceanncaths of the 
southern confederation there. Alfred distinctly describes Ireland as an island, 
and says it was called Scotland. Erchad, a saint bom in Kincardine, preached 
to the Scots on his way home from Rome. This implies that the Scots then 
occupied the Lowlands. The Scots probably called the country Scotland on 

* See page 02. 
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being fairly established there ; for Alired calls it Scotland, which implies that 
they transferred to it the name they had previously given to Ireland. Bat, be 
that as it may, the new name shows that the Scots were a new power in Scot- 
land ; otherwise, why was not the country known by the name of Scotland 
before the days of Alfred ? Land is a Gothic or Teutonic word, and nothing 
can be more certain than that the Picts and Scots spoke different dialects. 
Erchad, as already stated, (Aberdeen Breviary,) preached to the Britons and 
Scots, naming them in that order, which surely implies that the country of the 
Scots was situated between those of the Britons and the Picts. Here we have 
a distinct people between the Britons and Picts, who give a new name to the 
country, and that name, too, in a foreign language. Nay, more, the ceanncath 
or war-chief of this people takes the title of king of Scots ; his sons are called 
princes, and he creates dukes, earls, lords, baronets, &c. ; and, land, king, prince, 
earl, lord, and baronet, are all names foreign to the Pictish or Caledonian lan- 
guage, and cannot be expressed in it, until this day. Yet historians fancy that 
they have established it as a fact, that the Highlanders, in whose language not 
a single one of these names or titles can be expressed, are Scots, and that the 
people of the Lowlands, in whose language they originated, and can be appro- 
priately expressed, are the descendants of the Picts or Caledoniana But let us 
see whether the Ufe of Columba, published jointly by the Bannatyne Club and 
the Irish Celtic Association, confirms or contradicts my views on this subject 
Adamnan, according to this authoritative book, states that when one of the 
Pictish chiefs was baptised, he received the word through fm interpreter : " verbo 
Die a saricto per interpretem reciptoy — ^Ware's " Vita Sancti Columbae" by 
Adamnan, page 62. Again, he says that Columba, having tarried at that time for 
some days in the " province" of the Picts, the word of life was preached to the 
people through the medium of an interpreter. — Ibid., page 145. Here we find 
Bede, Erchad, Adamnan, all writing to the effect that the Scots were situated 
between the Britons and the Picts, and spoke a different dialect from the latter. 
Indeed, Adamnan's words imply that the Picts were shorn of the supremacy, 
and reduced to " a province ;" while Alfred's words imply that the country was 
called by the Scots after their own name, Scotland. I will not argue with those 
who require farther evidence on the above subject, but may quote Ossian and 
Cormac, grandson of Conn, — ^the former from the Highland Society's edition of 
Ossian, edited and published by Sir John Sinclair, more than fifty years ago ; and 
the latter on the authority of Father 0*Eeef, from a work publi^ed more than 
two hundred years ago. My version is fix)m my mother's oral recitation ; but 
it agrees substantially with those of the Father. I beg to premise that Adam- 
nan is corroborated by St Benean, Dr Lynch, &c. who state that the Malmuta 
laws of Ireland were written in the Feinian or Pictish language. Ptolomy, the 
very best authority, states that the south of Ireland was inhabited by " naUoMB 
Teutonici originisJ' The Editor of an edition of Cambrenses E versus shows 
that the soldiers of the three CoUas were Firbolg, and that the Firbolg and Belgse 
were identical in Ireland. The people of Leth-Cuinn were never called Firbolg, 
Belgs, &c. &c. in Ireland, but they are uniformly called Cruithni, Picti, Tuatha- 
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de-<lanan8 ; all indicating their identity with the clans of Caledonia. Let us 
now see what Ossian (I don't mean the Ossian of Mr O'Kearnoy's " Ursgeuls," 
but the Ossian whose ancient poems he so clumsily and grossly caricatures) says 
on the above quotation of the diflferent confederations of the southern and 
northern clans of Ireland : — 

TEMORA. 

Chruinich cinnicheadh mor Uillin, Gathered the great clans of Ullin, 

'S chuir iad cuireadh gu righ nan lann, And sent an invitation to the king of 

swords, — 

Righ do shinnsreadh mor nam beann, A king of the race of their mountain 

ancestors, — 

Siol Shealma nan croaidh gu'n f haillem, The race of Selma, of steel uu£a.iling, 

'S triadhadh Erin aig eiridh. The chiefs of Erin having risen (in 

arms.) 

This movement was, of conrse, inimical to the great southern confedera- 
tion, so they also convened a meeting of all their great tribes : — 

'* Cuim," thuirt iad, *• bhiodh Conn na ** Why," said they, " should Conn be 

righ, king, 

Siol coigrich nan strith OMhorbhein?'* The race hostile of strangers from 

Morven ?" 

Thainig iad mar shruthaibh shliabh. They came like a spate from the wold. 

Here we have the simple graphic statement of the great Celtic historian 
and bard, which singularly coincides with the above quotations. In short, all 
the statements collected and published by learned Irish societies, and all facts 
stated by such ancient historians as were neither Caledonian or Irish, agree 
with Ossian, and vice versa. We shall never have a consistent history of 
Ireland or Scotland, until the authenticity of our ancient poems is recognised, 
and until, like the Northern sagas, they are made the foundation of our histories. 

The following verses were substantially published by Father O'Keef, in . 
1684. I have it not in my power at present to consult the Father's work, (as I am 
writing on a tour in the Highlands) but I have read it, and, to the best of my 
recollection, the only important difference between the following verses, as 
repeated by my mother, and his, is, that the Father makes Fergus, and not 
Cairbear, the fourth in descent from Conn. Both the Father and my mother 
ascribed the verses to Cormac, grandson of Conn. The verses show that the 
people of Leth-Cuin, or Temora, and their ancient kings, were Graidhcil, which 
is the historically recognised cognomen of the Highlanders, and not the Irish. 
The Hibernian clans of Leth-Cuin are always designated Gaidheil Eimeach. 

'S mise Cormac, ogha Chuinn, I am Cormac, grandson of Conn, 

Ard righ fhear Theamhair chruinn ; High king of the men of the circuit of 

Temora ; 
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Bo fheallasach onn rinneadh foil, Very treacherously I have been betrayed 

Le mo mhnaoidh *s le m' reachdadair. By my vrife and judge. 



'S eol dhomhsa rud gun gaoid, 
Tri nithean a mhiUeas mnaoidh, — 
Am fear fein gu'n bhi ga 'n reir, 
Leannanas lag, luidean mean. 

'S eol dhomh rud eile gu'n ghaoid, 
Na tri nidhean a riaghlas mnaoidh,- 
An cial fein, co-mhochadh am fear, 
'S leannas fiughantach, laidir. 



I know three things without a flaw, — 
Three things that ruin women : — 
A husband not their equal, 
A small drudge, and faint love. / 

I know three things without a flaw. 
Three things that rule women : — 
Qood sense, a sympathizing husband, 
Love generous and strong. 



Mo mhallachd an diugh is gu brath, My curse to-day and for ever 

Airduine uasal na air flath. On the gentleman or chief 

A gheileas do las mhnadh, Who yields to woman's flame. 

Mar bith iad beusach nan ghniomhadh. Unless she be modest in her conduct 



Cearthar gu'n bheud ri *n linn, 
Thainig na Gaidheil ghrinn,^ 
Conn oilleil ceud-chathach, 
Art, mi fein, is Cairbeir. 



Four have in their generations 
Descended from the sprightly Gael, 
Illustrious Conn of a hundred battles, 
Art, myself, and Cairbear. 



Dan an fhib leidh le Orran. — (The first duan only.) 



Aig ceuma mall a chaochain chiuin, 
eg ceyma mall a chaochayn chi-uyn 

Le d' chruit, gu 'n ghleus, na tosd, 
led chmyt ga 'n yleys na tosd 

Tha usa, mhic Arair nan tend, 
ha nsa vio arayr nan teyht 

Gu \n phong ciuil bho d' laimh a nochd ? 
gun phoDg cnyl vod la-yv a nochd 

Tha taibhsean tiamhidh a trial, 
ha tayrsen ti-avi' a tri-al 

Mu 'n cuairt air nialaibh nan speur, 

man ca-ayrtayr ni-aliv nan speyr 

Dh-eisteachd am molaidh d' bheul, 

yeystechd am molay' o d veyl 

'S cha chluinn iad air aile an cliu. 
'b cha chluynn i-ad ayr ay-le an olia 

A mhic Arair c'om a d* thosd, 

a vie ar-ayr com ad hosd 

Is taibhsean nan treun co dluth ? 
18 tayv-sen nan trdyn co dlu' 

** Co is fhearr fios na u fein, 
CO is err fios na a feyn 

Orrain, air beus na fhalbh ? 
orr-ayn ayr bSys na yalv 



At the slow steps of the mild streamlet, 

With thy harp untuned, silent, 

Art thou, son of Arair of strings, 

Without a note of music irom thy 
hand to-night ? 

Melancholy ghosts are travelling 

Around on the clouds of night, 

To listen to their praise from thy lipe, 

And they hear not on air their fame. ^ 

Son of Arair, why in silence. 

When the spirits of the night are near? 

" Who better knows than thyself, 

Orran, of the habits of those that are 
gone? 
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Tha *u cnimbne a dearse air t-anam. 

Wq cuyn^ a d^rsa ajr tan-am 

Can an dain chianael an teabhachd, 
can an dayn chi-a-nel an te'-avachd 

Cuir an cliu gu linnte cein, 

cayr an cliu gu linnte ceyn 

Mar dheo-greine air aoam nam bard, 

mar ye-o-gren^ ayr anam nam bard 

Tra bhioe Orran sa chlarsach nan suain. 

tra vis orr-an sa chlaraach nan su-ayn 

Caidlidh Orran sa chlarach, 

cayd-li' orran sa chlar 

Ach mairidh a dhain na dheigh.'* 

ach mari' a yayn na yey' 

An so thamh Dnmoir nan sleagh, 

an so hav dumor nan slegh 

^Sna theach, mar sholus, anighean chaoin, 
'ana hech mar holus a m'-en chaoyn 

B' aillidh a cmth 's bu bhinn a ceol, 
baylli' a era' s ba yinn a ceol 

Thng Lamha do*n oigh a ghaol. 
hog laya don oy' a yaol 

Am feachd Dhomoir bha Lamha treun. 

am fechd yny-moyr va lava treyn 

Is Min-shnil an ri^h dha cha d'eur, — 

is min-huyl an n' ya oha deyr 

Oha d'enr an ri^h ach dh-eur i fein, 

cha dSyr an n' ach ySyr i fSyn 

Aig miad a speis do Bonan aillidh, 

ayg mi-ad a speys do ronan ayli' 

Bonan bho Shnith-thorman nan steud. 

ronan yo m'-horman nan steyd 

Ohnir fios air a cheili bhaigheil ; 
ehoyr fios ayr a cheyli vay^yl 

Db-imich ise le fear iuil. 

yi-mich ish-^le ferr i-uyl 

Bha Lamha dlu air an raon. 

Ta lava dlu ayr an raon 

Cheangael a 'm' fear inil ri craoibh, 

chengel am ferr i-nylri croyv 

*S thng e leis na luing a ghaol. 

*• hog 6 les na layng a yaol 

Chlninti air staidhean ard a glaodh, — 
diloynti ayr stny'en ard a glao' 

'' A Bonain, mo ghaoil, thig le cobhair !'' 
a ronen mo yaoyl hig le covayr 

Cha chlainn e t-eibh air cuan annrach, 
ha chluynn e teyv ayr cu-an annrach 



Their memory is shining on thy soul. 

Sing their lays pensive, with sym- 
pathy, 

Send their fame to ages remote, 

Like a sunbeam on the souls of the 
bards 

When Orran and his harp are asleep ; 

For sleep will Orran and his harp, — 

His lays will survive after him/' 

Here dwelt Dumor of spears* 

And in his house, as a light, his 
daughter mild, (Orran sings.) 

Beautiful her fitce, sweet her music. 

Lava gave to the maiden his love. 

In Dunmor's host Lava was a hero. 

Sulmina the king did not grudge him ; 

The king did not, but she did herself, 

From the greatness of her love to 
Bonan, the handsome 

Bonan from the Struthormon of steeds. 

He sent a messenger to his chosen, 
the affectionate ; 

She accompanied the guide 

But Lava was (watchful) on the heath. 

He tied the guide to a tree, 

And in his ship carried away his 
beloved. 

Her cry was heard over the waves, — 

** Bonan, my love, come with help !" 

He hears not thy voice on a sea 
tempestuous, 
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*S e aig sruthan ad Inaidh an oran : — 

^86 ajg sru'-an ad lay' an orkn 

** 'S mall do cheumaibh a ghaoil, — 

*8 mall do cheyniiv a yaoyl 

'S cian o *m chaochain mo leannan. 

*8 ci-ao o *in chochayn mo lenan 

Gha chlninn do chenm air an raon, 

cha chlayn do cheym ayr an raon 

'S tha ghaoth fuaimer 's na meangain. 

*8ha yao' fuymer '8 na meangen 
Thig, a Shnil-mhina, mo ghaoil, 

hig a huyl-min^ mo yaoyl 

Mar eilid an aile san eibhneas ; 
mar ellid an ayl^ 8an eymes 

C om a bheil do chenma co mall 

com a veyl do cheymll co mall 

Air Grorm-mheall nan gleann eildeach ? 

ayr gorm-vel nan glenn eyltech 

'S cian an oiche, 's mi m-onar. 

'b ci-an an oych^ *8 mi monar 

A luchd iomachd nan speura gorma, 

a Inchd i-omachd nan epeyra gorma 

Bheil sibhse feithibh r* ar annsachd? 

veyl Bhiyse fey-iv rar aon-sachd 

'S do chail sibh eolas ar cursa? 
*8 do cha-il siv e-olas ar carsa 

Ciod a rug ort, a ghriaa na maidne, 

ced a rag ort a yri-an na mad-n& 

Noir tha n co fada gu 'n eiridh? 
noyr ha u co &da gon eyri' 

'N do cHoinnich n Minshnil do ghraidh. 

'n do choynnich a minhnyl do yra-i' 

Noir dhi-chuimhnich a aird nan speoran? 

noyr yichuynnich u ayrd nan spSyran ? 

A shoillsean aillidh le'r teaghktch deal- 
a hoylshen ayli' ler telach tel- 

rach, 
rach 

Is maiseach slighe sa 'n iarmailt aigh, 

i8 may8y'ech sli'-^ 8an iarmelt a' 

A bheil sibh gaV falach nar paillin 

a veyl 8iy gur falach nar payllyn 

*s na neoil, 

*8na ne-oyl 

A chionn gur gearr libh an piche ? 
a chi-onn gur gerr liy an byche 

Ach leamsa cha n'eil i gearr, 
ach le-amsa cha neyl i gerr 



At the side of the stream praising 
thee in song : — 

** Slow is the steps of my love, — 

Far bom my streams is my fair one. 

I hear not thy steps on the heath, 

And the wind is resonnding in the 
branches. 

Come, Sulmina, my beloved, 

Like a roe in beauty and joyoosness ; 

Why are thy steps so slow 

On Grormal of roe-frequented glens. 

Long is the night, and I am alone. 

Travellers of the blue skies, 

Are ye also waiting for your beloved ? 

Or have ye wandered from your 
course? 

What has overtaken thee, sun of the 
morning, 

When thou art so slow in rising? 

Hast thou met Sulmina of thy love. 

That thou hast forgotten the heights 
of the sky ? 

Lights beautiful of the radiant £Eunily, 



Whose journey is lovely in the fir- 
mament, genial : 

Are ye hiding in your pavilion ih 
the clouds. 



Because you deem the night too short? 
But to me it is not short, 
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^S mo Mhinshuil dhonn air scacharan, 

*8mo vinhuyl yonn ayr sechoraa 

Tog t-or-cheann a ghrian eibhinn, 

tog tor-chenn* a yri-an eyvinn 

Is feach dhomh gu luadh, a ceuroadh/* 

is fe-ach yov gu la-a' a ceyma' 

Dhealraich a mhaduinn aobhach, 

yelrich a Yaduynn aoyach 

Ach cha 'n f haicear leis a h-aogus. 

ach chan aycer leys a h-aogus 

Dh-eirich ceo aillidh dlu dba, 

yeyrich ce-o ayli' dlu ya 

A giulan samhla gaolach ShuilmiD, 

a guylan savla gaolach huylmin 

8gaoil e ghlacaibh na comhail. 
sgoyl e ylachiv Da covel 

Ach tfareig e air an aile dhobbaidh. 

ach h-reyg e ayr an ah-le yovi' 

Db-imich Ronan Ian do dhoruinn, 

yi-mich ronan Ian do yoruyn 

Gn fear aosda nan creag casacb. 

ga fer aosda nan creyg cosach 

Fhuaireas e 'n taice ri luirg fein 

hnyres e *n tayce ri luyrig feyn 

Sa 'n doire dboillear fo sgail gbeug, 
san doyrfe yoyller fo sgail yeyg 

Lan oghicbd, a crom-aomadb, 

Ian og-luychd a crom-a-om-a' 

Le fbeusaig gblais ma bbroilleacb aosda. 
le ey-sayg ylaysh ma yroyll-ech a-os-da 

Air an lar bba sbuil a dearca, 

ayr an lar va huyl a derc-& 

Acb anam bba'n combnuidb, tbaibbsean. 

ach anam va'n cov-nuy' hayv-sen 

^' Ciod arsa Bonan/' a cbi u 
d-od, ar-sa ronan, a chi u 

*^ Mu Cbulmina mo leannan gaolach ?'' 
mu cholmina mo lenn-an ga-ol-ach 

*^ Macan ceangailte ri craoibb, 
macaa ceng-aylt-^ ri croyv 

Barca na deann thair cuan. 
barc-& na de-ann hayr cu-^ 

A Sbuilmina 's cruaidhleam do ghlaodh, 
a huyl-mina 's cruy' lem do yla-o' 

A taomadh air, tuin gu'n chombnadh,*' 
a taom-a' ayr tuynn gun chov>na 



And my brown-haired Sulmina wan- 
dering. 

Lift thy golden head of joy, sun, 

And quickly let me see her steps." 

Brightened the morning delightful, 

But he sees her not. 

A beautiful wreath of mist arose near 
him, 

Bearing the resemblance of Sulmina. 

He spread bis arms to meet her, 

But it faded away on the unfriendly 
air. 

Ronan sped, full of disquiet, 

To the aged recluse of tbe rock ; 

He was found leaning on his crutcb, 

In the dark grove under tbe shade of 
the boughs, 

Awe struck and bending low. 

With his grey beard floating on his 
aged breast ; 

On the ground his eye was fixed. 

But his soul was in the land of spirits. 

" What know you," said Ronan, 

** Of Sulmina, my sweetheart, be- 
loved ?" 

" A little youth," he replied, " tied to 
a tree, 

A ship speeding over the sea ; 

Sulmina, sad is thy cry, 

Pouring on the waves without help." 
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" 'S deacftir a shean-f hir do sgeuL" 

'8 dec-ayr a hen-ir do Bgeyl 

" Cha chualas leat olcas gu leir/' 

cha chu-al-as le-at olc-as ga lejr 

Dh-imich an laoch tursach denrach 

yim-ich an la-och tur-sach d^y-rach 

Toirt bhuillean borb do'n chopan bheum- 
toyrt buyll-eQ borb don chop-an vSym- 

nach, 
Dach 

Ghrad phill bho raonaibh nan eiltean, 
yrad fill yo raon-iv nan eyl-ten 

Prasgau corr do dh-ogain threubbach. 
pnuBg-an corr do yog-ayn h-reyv-ach 

Dh-f ban iad mar ris an laocb, 
yan i-ad mar ris an laoch 

Tosdacb teamhaidb fad na h-oiche ; 

tosdach ti-av-ay' fkd na hoy-che 

Fobn clarsaich, na fuaim slige, 

fonn chlar-saych na fuym slige 

Fleadh na tiene cba b-f bin leinn. 
fie na teyn-e cba b-i-u-linn 

Fuar, fliacb gu*n cbeol gu'n eibbneas, 
fa-ar flench gun chy-ol gon eyy-nes 

Cbaitb, sinn ann sa bbein an oicbe, 

chay' sinn ann sa veynn an o-i-che 

Sa mbaduinn leum sin air lear. 
sa ya-duynn leym sin ayr ler 

Ar n-oigbean gu'n gbean air an trai^b. 
a noy'-en gon yen ayr an tra-i' 

Bu cbo-ambluidb, a Dbomoir docbor-sa 
ba cho-ay-luy' a yn-moyr do chor-sa 

Sa mbaduin an am dbuit eiridb ; 
sa ya-daynn an am ynyt ey-ri' 

Minsbuil bboidbeacbnan ciabb orbhaidb, 
min-huyl yo-i'-ech nan ci-ay or-yuy 

Cba 'n f haic na d' tballa dorcb ga b-eide, 
chan aye na halla d-orch ga hey-de 

Cbroinnicb na b-oigbean le'n iugbair, 
chruynn-ich na hoy'-en len i-u'-ayr 

Sa mbaduinn a sbealg nan sleibbtein ; 
sa ya-duynn a helg nan sleyy-ten 

Db-iar iad Suilmina na teacb dimbair, 
yi-ar i-aht suyl-mina na tech di-yeyr 

Db-iar 's cba do cbual i 'n eibbidb. 
yi-ar 's cha dob chn-al i ^eyy-i' 

'^ I^bean Dbumboir is cian do cblos. 
I'-en yuy-moyr is ci-an do cblos 



" Severe, old man, is tby tale f 
** Tbou bast not beard tbe wbole evil !*' 
Tbe bero retired sorrowful, tearful, 

Striking fierce blows on tbe boss of 
alarms. 



Quick from tbe beatb of deer returned, 

His band surpassing of you tbs, warlike. 

Tbey remained, along with tbe bero, 

Silent, sad, during tbe long nigbt ; 

Tbe music of tbe barp, tbe sound of 
tbe sbell, 

Banquet nor fire, tbey valued not 

Cold, wet, witbout lay or joy, 

Tbey spent tbe nigbt on tbe mountaio. 

In tbe morning we sprang on tbe sea, 

Leaving our young women on tbe 
sbore in grief. 

Similar was tbe condition of Dumor, 

Wben rising early in tbe morning. 

Lovely Subnina of the golden hair, 

Is not seen in tby dark balls dressing. 

Gathered tbe maidens for the chase 
with their arrows. 

In tbe morning to hunt over the wolda 

Tbey sought Sulmina in her secret 
bower, 

They sought, but she heard not their 
cry; 

" Daughter of Dumor ! long is thy sleep; 
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shealg nan earba ciara ; 
helag nan er-ba ki-ar-a 

bhaist dbuit bhith air dheire, 
r-asyht yuyt vi' ayr yiy-rt 

laisg tfaa ghrian ag eiridh. 

luyBg ha jri-an ag ^y-ri' 

na h-eiltean a mosgladh ; 
ma heyl'-ten a mosg-Ia 

ni^hean Dhnmoir do chiabhan, 

ni'en yuy-moyr do chi-av-an 

;nan sliabh, gairm do ghaothar/' 

nan sli-av gayrm do yao'-ar 

*n oigh-ghraidh air ionndrain/' 
a oy-yra-i ayr i-on-trayn 

mar sbaighead tre chluais Dhu- 

nar hay'ed tre chluysh yu- 

T. 
rt 

ch Dumor san lo sin, 

ich da-mor san lo sin 

tursaich gu mor Bonaa 

:iir-8aych gu mor ronan 

nich an oiche mu 'n cuairt dhith, 

i-ich an oyche man oayrt yi' 

at ceo air traigh gu *d leirsinn 

t oe-o ayr tray' gon leyrainn 
ich, tiamhaidh f haair sin cala, 

ich ti-av-ay' hayr sin oala 

an taobh an t-shleibhe. 
an ta-ov an tleyv-^ 

;a'n f hasgadh chaidh sin, 
;im asg-a' obay' sin 

3 f hadadh san tir chein. 

\e ad-a' san tir chSyn 

18 nan spenr air uaireabh, 

8 nan speyr er u-ayrr 

inn truaillidh tre na neultaibh ; 

m truylli' tre na neyl-tayv 

lidh neo-choineal art dreach, 

ny' ne-o-choyn-el an drech 

domhachag bho chraig ag eibh- 
iho-vaohag vo chra-ig ag eyv- 

I. 

Stir uair taibhsean tiamhaidh, 

er u-ayr tayv-shen ti-av-i' 

tre ciar tre cheo na h-oiche 

3 ci-ar tre che-o na ha-oyche 

lonan samhach air lie coinich, 
tman sav-ach er lie coy-nich 



Awake to hunt the dun roes ; 
Thou art not wont to be the last, — 
Awake, awake, the sun is rising ! 
Awake ! the hinds are up and away ; 
Shake thy locks, daughter of Dumor, 
To hunt the wolds, call thy hound/' 
'' Alas ! the lovely maid is amissing !" 



Went like an arrow through Du- 
mor's ear. 



Sad was Dumor on that day, 

But sadder, by far, was Ronan. 

The night gathered around her. 

A mantle of mist impenetrable to 
sight 

Silent, pensive we discovered a bay, 
Hid in the side of the mountain. 
In darkness, without shelter, we spent 
The long night in the land remote. 
The lights of the sky occasionally 
Looked gloomily through the clouds ; 
Troubled and unkindly they looked. 
The owl was wailing from a rock ; 



And at times were seen pensive ghosts 

Gazing sideways through the mist of 
night 

Bonan sat in silence on a mossy stone, 
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A Bgia air geug oscionn an trein-f hir. 

a 8gi-a er geyg os-ci-onn an trejn-ir 

Chluinnt'na h-iallaibh fead na gaoithe, 
chlajDt na hi-all-ajy fed na goy-e 

'S mise ri thaobh gu cianael. . 

*8 mUbe ri haov gu oi-a-nel 

Tfaog mi, a moDmhur dan athar, 

hog mi a mon-vur dan a'-yr 

A ghleachd an UUan ri Cormar. 

a ylecbd an nllan ri cor-mar 

Leig dhiot, arsa 'n laoch an dan, 

leyg yi-ht arsan laoch an dan 

Gus am pill a mhaduinn lia-ghlas ; 

gns am pill a vaduynn li-a-ylass 

Oir tog a d' sgeul mo chorruich fein, 

oyr tog ad sgeyl mo cb5ruych feyn 

Tha manam ag eiridh gu iorguill. 

ha manam ag ey-ri' gu i-ar-gnyll 

Tra phill Connar o'n chomhrag bhorb, 

ira fill cormar o^n chov-rag vorb 

Sa lean e 'n Sruthorman an rua-bhoc, 

sa len e 'n sru'-horm-an an m-a-yoc 
Bha thi air mise a sgrios ; 

ya hi er mise a sgris 

'S nach d' thainiog mo chlaidheamh a 

's nach dayn-ig mo ohla-ev a*h 

thmaill. 

ruyll 

Ghabh aon da laoich truas ri 'm oige, 
yay a-on da loych truas rim oyg-e 

Is shoar e mi o bheum nan sleagb, 

is hoar e mi o yeym nan slea' 
Ar 'n airm tha fathasd aig Lamha, 

a nayrm ha fa'-ast ag la-ya 

Le bas neo-thrathail m' athar ghaolaich. 

le bas ne-o-ra'-el ma'ar ya-ol-iob 
Ach ciod tha monmhur thair an raon ? 

acb ced ha mon-yur b-ayr an raon 

Chi mi laoch a tarruinn dlu, 

cbi mi laoch a tarr-nyn dlu 

Lennibh ga stiuradh air leth-laimh, 

lenn-oy ga sti-u-ra' er le'-layy 

Sa shleagh nach h-eatrom san laimh eile. 

sa le-a' nach be-trome san layy eyl-e 
Tha chas a failneacha san f hraoch, 

ha chas a fayl-nach-a san roach 

San caochan da mar thuil-bheum gail- 
san oo-ach-an da mar huyl-yeym yayl- 

bheach. 
yach 



His shield suspended on a bough 
above his head. 

The wind is heard sounding among 
its thongs ; 

And I was by his side sorrowful. 

I breathed, in murmurs, his father*s 
lay, 

When he fought in Ullin against 
Cormar. 

** Drop,'' said the hero, '' the lay. 
Until the dark-grey mornings return ; 
Or exalt my own indignation in thy 

lay; 

My soul is rising to destroy." 

When Cormar (the bard speaks as 
Bonan) returned from the fierce 
conflict, 

And in Struthormon pursued the deer, 
He was bent on my destruction ; 

For my sword had not left its sheath. 



One of his heroes took pity on my 
youth, 

And saved me from the stroke of the 
spear. 

Our arms are in the possession of 
Lava 

Since the untimely death of my be- 
loved father. 

But what murmur do I hear on the 
heath ?— 

I see a warrior drawing near, — 

A child leading his steps. 

And his spear, which is not light, in 
his other hand. 

His foot is failing in the heather, 

And the streamlet is to him like a 
terrible spate. 
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a ehiubhlas t-u an oiche a t-oanar, Why travellest thou in the night alone, 

a hi-uv-las ta an oj-cbe a ton-ar 

3umaibhao8daairraon tiamhaidh? With thy aged steps through the dis- 

Byayv aos-da ayr roan ti-avi' mal moor ? 

ill u mar mise fo bhron ? 

i a mar miae fb vron 

bail u t-oige do bhean ?'' 

layl a toyg^ do ven 

annair/' ars an leannaibh caoin, 

n-ajr are an lennajv coyn 

^th m' athair ghaoil a th' ann. 
gn' ma'jr yoyi a hano 

inn dubhradh an raon, 

Tm dav*ra' an raojn 

h tarroin, ar namhaid lann. 

tair-uyn ar na-vayd lann 



Art thou, like me, in sorrow ? 

Hast thou lost thy betrothed in thy 
youth? 

'' Grand&ther," said the lovely child, 
'^ Is that the voice of my father, 



Calling us from the darkness of the 
heath, 

To where our foes will not draw the 
sword? 

iil na h-airm ud *s airm m'athair, His arms are like the arms of my 

father, 

But unlike my father's is his voice.*' 



I na hajrm ad seTrm ma'yr 
tng-samhuil an guth." 

eyg-sav-nyl an ga' 

u'n airm ? a leinnibh teich ! 

nn eynn a lenn-iv teyoh 

16 gun ghalt, am oanar ; 

16 gnn yejlt am onar 

1 Lamha rium na 's aill ; 

lava rujm nas ayll 

rtas bas air uaigh mo mhic.** 

-taa bas ayr n-ay' mo vie 

h an leannaibh gu luath, 

an lenn-iv ga la-a' 

dunn ri uchd an raoin. 

nynn ri ochd an raoyn 

heach na h-aois, na aite, 

i'-eoh na haoya na ayte 

iingean dana an shenna-laoch. 

lyng-en dan-a an shenna-laooh 
onan failt air an aosda, 

•nan faylt yr an aos-da 

mise gu caoin an leannabh ; 

miad ga caoyn an lenn-av 

bain sinne do Lamha nam blar, 

ayn sinne do lava nam blar 

;an sinn do shuidh na eigin, 

len sinn do hay na eyginn 

air cul ar sgia tha sabhailt ; 

ayr col ar sgi-a ha aav-aylt 

tamh, is innis dhuin t-iarguin.'' 

tav is innis ynyn ti-ar- guyn 



" Dost thou see arms ?" (the old man 
speaks) '^ Child, run ! 

Leave me without fear alone ; 

Let Lava do as he will, — 

My desire is to die on the grave of 
my son." 

The child fled with speed 

And terror, against the breast of the 
hilL 

Trembling with age, in his place. 
Stood firm and daring the aged hero. 
Bonan saluted the aged, 

While I pursued, and kindly caught 
the child. 

" We do not belong to Lava of bat- 
tles ;" (Ronan speaks) 

" We are the friends of the distrest ; 
The weak are safe behind oar shields : 
Rest, and tell us thy need." 
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" Suidheam air an leabaidh chre, 

Baj'em ayr an leb'aj ohre 

Far an caidel seamh mo mhac. 

fiur ancaydgli-el shev mo yao 

Cia tosdach e*n drasd' fo 'n lie, 

oe t06d-acb e*n drasd fo^n llo 

Bu trie sa chath e mar chuairt-ghaoitb. 

ba trio sa oba' e mar ohu-ajrt joy' 

's balbh a nochd 'b a ghairden lag, 

oh 'b ballv a nochd ^s a jajr-den lag 

An suidh nach meathadh *n am cruadail. 

an 8oj' naoh me«a' nam cni-a-del 

Cha ruig e na feidh 's na gleanntdbh, 

cha rnjg e na fej^ *b na glenn-ayv 

'S cba dirich e iraoch fo armaibL 

'b cha dir-ich e firdach fo arm-ayy 

C'ait a bheil aobhar uail 
ca-yht a yeyl ao-var n-ayl 

Is Lamhor san naigh na shineadh? 

18 lavor Ban n-ay' na hin-e' 

Bi iomachd aonach na greine, 

ri i-o-machd aon-ach na greyn-^ 

B-eibbinn do chmth a laoich liombaidh, 

b-ey-vinn do chra' a laoyoh liv-ay' 

Toirt solus fan do shuillean t-athar, 

tojrrt BoloB fann do hayll-en ia'-ar 

Tba 'n diugh gun latha gmi leirsinn. 

han di-n^ gun la'-k gun leyr-sinn 

Pillidh a ghrian gu h-ait a rithist, 
pill'-i a yri-an gu ha-yt a ri'-ist 

Sa gruag oir na stioma dualach ; 

Ba gni-ag oyr na Bti-o-ma dn-a-lach 

Ach *s cian, cian an oicbe fo*n lie ; 

ach 'b ci-an d-an an oy-che fb*n lie 

Cha d* thig crioeh, a mbic, air do 

cha d-ig ori-och a vie er do 

shuainsa. 

ha-ayn-Ba 

Aeh tba t-iomacbd an saogbail ehein, 

ach ha tim-adid an sa-o'yl cheyn 

'S tu eibbinn le laoieb nan aracb. 

'Btn ey-vinn le loych nan ar-ach 

Aeh 's muladaeb sinne ar son an laoieb, 

ach 'b mnl-a-dach unn^ ar Bon an loych 

Bha teagb-cbridbeach ri sgeul anraeb.'* 

ya te-a'-chri'-ech ri sgeyl an-raoh 

" innis," arsa Bonan, " fbir-aosda, 

innia ana ronan ir-aos-da 



a 



Let me sit on tbe bed of elay, 



Where ealmly sleeps my son. 

How silent to-night, under the flag, 

Is he who was often in battle like a 
whirlwind. 

Dumb to-night, and weak (tf arms, 

Is tbe hero that would not soften in 
the bard eonflict 

He will not chase the deer in the glens, 

Nor ascend the mountain in arms. 

Where is there cause for exultation, 

When Lamor is stretched in the grave? 

Travelling in the sunshine of the 
mountain, 

Beautiful wert thou, hero lithe, 

Givmg light to the eyes of thy feither. 

Who is now without day or eyesigbt 

The sun will again return on her own 
course. 

Her golden hair spreading lightly, 
(far and wide ;) 

But long, long is the night of the grave; 

Thy sleep, my son, will not come to 
an end. 



But thy steps are in the country remote, 

Rejoicing among tbe heroes of battle- 
fields. 

But sorrowful are we without thee, 
warrior, 

Who was tender-hearted on hearing 
of oppression." 

'^ Tell," said Bonan, '' aged man. 
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Aobhar a bhais ? — Am b'e Lamha ?" 

a-o-var a vays am be lava 

'^ Be Lamha a mharbh e gmi chas, 

be lava a vanr e gan ohas 
Ach feothas a niin do *n lag : 

ach fe-o'-as a rajn don lag 

Be no8 a Bhinnsear, *8 gach linn, 

be nOs a hinn-Bir *8 gach linn 

Gan bhi tiomadh a chasgairt foimeart ; 
gon vi ti-om-a' a chas-ga-irt foTr-neait 

Bu chomhla phrais ar sgia gu 'n dian, 

ba choY-la firayih ar sgi-a ga^n di-an 

*S bu chrann-dionaidh dhoibh ar sleagh. 

aba chrann-di-on-aj' jo'v ar ale-a' 

Tra bha mi fain am og-eide, 

tra va mi feyn am og-ej-de 

Mar bha *n de an laoch tha'n dorchas, 

mar va *n de an laooh ha*n dor-chas 

Le athar Lamha chaidh mo cheuma, 

le a'-ar lava cbay' mo chejm-a 

Gn creach tigh eibhinn Struthormoin. 

gn crech ti' ey-vinn ro'-hor-men 

Chronnaich mi fain an gniorah, 

dirann-nych mi fejn an gni-av 

'S gan neach tug eiridh nar h-aghaidh, 

agon nech eg ej-ri' nar ha-i' 

Ach leannaibh bha *g iomairt saighda, 

ach lenn-iv ya ag i-om-irt sayt-e 

'S ga tilge mar lann nar comhail. 

Bga tifig-e mar lann nar oo-vel 

Thnit an t-shaighead gu faoin 

hnyt an ta'-ed gn fii-oyn 

Air cois Chomair na'm baoth-bheas. 

er oojB cho-mojr nam bao'-vejs 

Sheal e air an leannaibh le gmaim, — 

hel e ajr an lenn-iv le gmjm 

" Sa'n Eillean Uaigneach bith do chomh- 
ia*n eyll-en u-ajgnecb bi' do chov- 

nuidh.' 
ni' 

Thugus an t-og do 'n Eillean Uaigneach. 

hugaa an tog don eyllen n-ajgnech 

Bha deagh Chomair shaas os a chionn 

va de-a' cho-moyr hu-aa os a chi-on 

Leth-thoghta trie. 

le-hog-te trie 

Ba deacair learn bas an leinnibh chaoin ; 
bn deo-ayr le-am baa an lenn-iv choyn 



The cause of his death? — Was it 
Lava?" 

" 'Twas Lava who killed him, 
without a fault 

But the ^odness that made him love 
the helpless: 

It wasour nature, in every generation, 

Not to be timid in rebuking injustice ; 

Our shields were gates of brass to 
save (the injured,) 

Our speare their shaft of protection. 

When I myself was young in armour, 

As was yesterday the warrior who is 
now in darkness. 

With Lava's father went my steps, 

To plunder the joyous dwelling of 
Struthormon. 

I myself rebuked the deed. 

None having risen against us, 

But a child that was wielding his 
arrow, 

And flinging it like a lance against us. 

The arrow fell harmlessly 

On the foot of Comar of evil habits. 

He looked at the child with a scowl, — 

" In the Secret Isle shall be thy 
dwelling." 



He was carried to the Secret Isle, 
Comar's spear over him, 
Was repeatedly half lifted (to strike.) 
I deemed the death of the child cruel. 
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Thainig diu 'n tra chiial e m' osnadh, 

hayn-ig din *n tra oha-al e moa-na 

B-iogna leis m' airm a dearsa : 

bi-ogn-a lejs majnn a der-sa 

Glais e laimh gu teann mu m' chosabh, 

jlayih e lajv gn tenn mum choa-av 

'S fiheal e 'm ghnuis le gborm shuil 

8 hel e *m jnnys le yorm hnyl 

dheuraich. 

yeyr-ich 

Mhcataich mo chridhe le bai^h ; 
ve-tayoh mo chri-e' le ba-i' 

Bba mo dheoir a die diamhair 

va mo yey-oyr a sile di-av-ayr 

Na or-chiabhaD, ea cheann fo m' sgeitb. 

na or-chi-av-an sa chenn fo m sgey 

Mar ghoideas earba le minnein ciar 

mar yoyd-es e-ar-bale mum-en d-ar 

Bho shuil an t-shealgair tre 'n fhraoch, 

vo buyl an te-la-gayr tre ^n roach 

Na iolaire gu carraig dhiambair 

na i-olayr-d gn carr.ig yi-a-vir 

A h-al gu *m falach san oiche, 

a ball gnm &l-ach san oy-che 

'S ambail a ghiulain mi tre thuinn 

'say-Q a ynyl-en mi tre huynn 

An leannaibh ga mhathair san oiche. 

an lenn-iy gn va'-ir san oy-che 

Mar nial frois bha is air an traigh, 

mar ni-al froys va iah ayr an tra-i' 

'S do radh i rium fein, gu h-ait, 

8 do ra'i ruym feyn gn hayt 

" 'So dhuit sleagh (an t-shleagh tha'm 

Bho yayt sleagh (an tleagh ha^m 

laimh) 
la-iv 

'S theirir Ronan gu brath ri'm mhac." 

'a her-ur ronan gu bra' ri*m vac 

Air Bonan, cha chulas sgeula, 

ayr ronan cha chn-a-las sgeylk 

6ns *n do chluinn an deigh bho Lamha, 

gns 'n do ohluyn an dey' vo lava 

Gu 'm be f hagail na thir leonte 

gn 'm be ag*ayl na hir le-on*te 

Fa bron oigh nan ciabhan aillin 

fa bron oy' nam ci-av-an ah-linn 

An speis thug mise do Bonan, 

an Bpeysh hug mi-se do ronan 

B'aithne do'm mhac. Esa dhuraichd, 
bay'-ne dom vac esa yuy-richd 



He came close to me, hearing my mgh, 

Wondering at my arms shining : 

He locked his arms around my legs, 

And looked in my face with his blue 
and tearful eye. 



My heart melted with pity ; 

My tears fell unseen 

Amid his ^Iden locks, his head under 
my shield. 

As steals the roe away with her kid 

From the eye of the hunter through 
the heather, 

Or as the eagle carries to a secret 
rock 

Her brood in the midnight darkness. 

So did I carry over the waves 

The child to his mother through night 

Like the cloud of the shower, she was 
on the beach. 

And said to me, brightening with joy, 

'^ Take this spear (the spear now in 
my hand,) 



And Bonan, for ever, will my son be 
called.'* 

Of Bonan I received no news. 

Until I heard yesterday from Lava, 

That, leaving him wounded in his 
country, 

Was the cause of the grief of the 
maiden of the beautiful hair. 

My friendship for Bonan 

Was known to my son. He wished 
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3bh e lathair ga chomhnadh, 

oy e la'-ajr ga cbov*Da' 

kgh mhor Sniththormain. 

I vor sru'-hor-mayn 

h Lamha a chomhradh, 

a' lava a chov-ra' 

linnich ashloigh mu*m aon mhac. 

jno-ioh a loj mam o-an vac 

uaigh ! Le'r deoir a sile, 

D-aj' le'r de-oyr a sile 

li-*an sin tha leaba Laimhoir ! 

an sin ha leba lajvoyr 

leachd leaba athair, 
t-aofad leba a'-ayr 

;earr gus an caidil Runmath. 

iger giis an cjd-il nm-ma 

liream comraich oirbh a sheotaibh, 
lyrem oom-rioh qjnr a he«ot-ajT 

amabh *8 ma shleagh thoirt do 
on-aT sma le-a' hoyrt do 

onan. ' 



»» 



ise Ronan," ars an laoch, 

-06 rooan an an loach 

aoma tiamhaidh ga Runmath. 

oma ti-a-vaj' go ron-ma' 

d mar aon air uaigh Lamhoir. 

id mar oan ajr u-aj' laT-vojr 

od tha tighinn mar f buaim chao- 

fid ha ti'*inn mar ujm cbo- 

lan, 

an 

irnchdas doinnean a neulaibh ? 

mohd-as doynn-en nan ni-al-ajv 

1 Lamha le*n shleaghean liomhaidh, 

laya len slea'-en li^yaj' 

lionar a taoma na'r comhail, 
li-on-ar a to*ama nar coy-ayl 

Iradh mar lannaibh air carraig, 

i-n,' mar lann-ajr er oarr^ig 

learcas a ghrian a neulaibL 

ejr-es a yri-an a m-al-ajv 

kdh Ronan copan nan cath, 

a' ronan copan nan ca' 

1 e gu tapadh le eibhneas. 

c gn tapa' le eyv-nee 

um sgeithe thionail a shlu^h, 
fm 8gey-e hi-o-nel a lu-a^ 

dgmamach mu'ndaraiggheugaich; 
«1 gm-a-maoh mnn darr-ayg yeyg-ich 



That he had been present to assist him , 

With the great spear of Strathormon. 

Lava heard what he had said, 

And gathered his people around the 
youth. 

Behold his grave ! With tears falling, 

Say, here is the bed of Lamor I 

Tt will also be the bed of his father, 

For brief the time until Runma will 
sleep. 

But let me beseech you, warriors, 
To bear my child and spear to Ronan." 



ti 



I am Ronan/* said the hero, 



Bending in grief over Runma. 

We wept, like one, over the grave of 
Lamor. 

But what approaches like the sound 
of streams, 



When bursts the storm from the 
clouds ? 

The host of Lava with their spears 
polished, 

And they numerous, pouring to meet us^ 

And shining like blades on a rock. 

When the sun breaks through clouda 

Struck Ronan the boss of battle. 

As he sprang to deeds with joy. 

The alarm-stroke gathered his people, 

Like an angry cloud round the 
branchy oak ; 
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Mar tbannas na h-aoicho ag imeachd, 

mar haonas Da hoj-cbe ag im-ecbd 

An co-thionneal nan doinnean eite, 

an co-bi-onn-el Dan dojnnen ^yte 

Gu dortadh air doireachan Ardbhein, 

gn dor-ta' er dojr-ecb-an ard-vejn 

San daracU fairrel ga h-eisteachd ; 

san darr-aoh fayrrel ga hejs-techd 

B-amhuil Ronan dol sios do*n araich. 

bav-il ronan dol si-oa don ar-ajch 

'Sa lochri laidir na cheumadh. 

*8a lo-chri lajdir na chejm-a' 
« « « « 

'Sa reir sin, le neart 's le fuathas, 

sa reyr Binn le nert ale fa-a'-as 
Shiubhail, is lean a shlnagb, Lamba. 

bi*av-ayl is len a In-a' lava 

Mar tbam buaireal a neal dorcba, 
mar ham buyrel a ni-al dor-cba 

Tra 's dnaichnaidb faicbe na Lara, 

tra ^8 dn-ajcb-naj' fajch-e na lara 

Tha mile clogaid is 8blea£;b ard, 

ha mil-e clogayd is ale-a ard 

A dealradh mar dboire na cbaolribh. 

a del-ra' mar joyrh na cboj-riv' 

Acb CO db'innseas cith a cbatbadb? 

ach CO a jinn-ses ci' a cha'-a' 

Tba sgiatban leatban ga*n sgolta 

ha 8gi-a'-an le'-an gan sgolta 

Le neart gabbaidb, nan claidbean ; 

le nert ga-vay nan claj'-an 

Cinn is cinn-bbeirt a tuiteam, 

cinn is cinn-y^yrt a tnjt-em 

'S na mairbb a mucbadh nan leonte. 

■na mayrr a mu-cha' nan le-on-te 

Fuil a mitb mar mbile caocban, 

injl a TVLj' mar vil-e caoch-an 

'S anama Laocb dol suas an smuidibb. 

is anama loach dol sn-as an smnyt-iT 

Acb CO iad 'n da iolaire sgiatbacb, 

ach 00 i-ad an da i-ol-er-e 8gi-a'*ach 

Tba gleacbda co fiadbaicb san roan ? 

ha gleohd-a oo-6-a'-ioh san roan 

Cba mhinnean og, na coileach fraoicbe, 

cha yinn-en og na ooj-laoh fo-a^e 

Mu bbeil an stri len lannaibb bas-mbor. 

ma yejl an stri le lannayv bas-vor 

Fencb fear dbiu air a gblan ag aoma, 
fejch fer ji-n er a jlon ag aom-a 



Like the spirit of night, careering 

Amid the congregated ghosts iu a 
tempest dismal, 

To pour on the groves of Ardven, 

With the monarch oak watchfully 
listening ; 

So descended Ronan to battle 
With his chivalry strong in bis stepsi 



Equal in strength, and in dreadful 
appearance, 

Lava led, and his people followed. 

Like fierce thunder in a dark cloud, 

When gloom rests on the plain of 
Lara, 

A thousand helmets and spears shone 
on high. 

Blazing like a grove on fire. 

But who can relate the tug of battle ? 

Broad shields are being split 

By the wonderful strength of swords: 

Heads and helmets falling, 

Andtbedeadsmotheringthe wounded. 

Blood is running like rivulets. 

And the souls of heroes ascending in 

steam. 
But who are they, the two eagles, 

broad winged, 

That are wrestling so wildly on the 
heath? 

'Tis not for a young kid nor the poult 
of the moor-cock 

They contend with their deadly 
weapons. 

Behold, one on his knee stooping, 



Sa thaicc luba a shieagha. 

sa hayc^ luba a lea'-a 



" Greil," area Bonan, " do shleagh, 

g^yl ana rouan do lea' 

Is mar rithidh Sulmina ; 

18 mar ri-i* suyl-mina 

Bas mo naimh cha mhian learn fein, 

baa mo najv cha vi-an le-am f^yn 

Noir chi mi fo chreuchd e na shine." 

nojr chi mi fo chreyc e na hin*e 

" Tha m' uilsa taomadh mar shruth ; 

ha mayl-aa toama mar ra' 

Dh-aindeon beiream dhuit do ghaol. 

yajn-en bejr-am jujt do joal 

Air cul na carraig ud tha uaimh, 

BjT col na cairayg ad ha n-ayv 

Air bruaich chliianean ghiurm a cha* 

ajr brojch chlu-an-en yojrm a cho- 

ochain ; 
ach-en 

Ach togadh, an ainnir mo leac, 

ach toga an ajn-ir mo lee 

Oir ge bu deacair thug mi gaol dhith." 

ojr ge bn decayr hug mi goal yi' 

Ghreis Ronan a dh-iarruidh a ghaoil. 

yreys lonao a yi-ar-uy' a yaoyl 

Fhuair e'n caochan 's fhuaire'n uaimh, 

ha*ayr en caoch-au *Bhu-ayr en u-ayv 

Ach ainnir a ghaoil cha d' fhuair. 

ach a-inn*ir a yaoyl eha da-ayr 

Cha chluinnte ach fuaim na h-osaig, 

cha chluynnte ach fb-aym na hoeayg 

Is monbhur an duillich sheargte. 

IB mon-bor an duyU-ich berg-t^ 

** C'ait a ghaoil a bheil do thamh ? 

cayt a yaoyl a veyl do bav 

C*oim nach d' ig u dian am chomhail ? 

coym nach dig u di-an am cho-vel 

Thig a ghoil 'o d* ionad diamhair, 

hig a yoyl o din-ad divayr 

Cluinn a Shuilmina do Bonan/' 

dnynn a huyl-mina do ronan 

Och 's diomhain a laoich do ghuth, 

och adi-oyayn a loych do yu' 

Cha toir ach na creagan dhuit eistiachd. 

dia doyr ach na creg-an ynyt ^y-Btechd 

2!luinn sgal cuilean sa'n arich, 

dnynn sgal coy-len san ar-ich 

Sud an t-ait ^n do thuit Suilmina. 
shud an tayt 'n do hoyt suyl-mina 
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Sustained on his bending spear. 
" Yield," said Ronan, " thy spear, 
And with it Salmina ; 



SO 



The death of an enemy is not my 
desire. 

When I see him wounded and low." 

** My blood is pouring like a stream ; 

I must of necessity yield thee thy love. 

At the back of yonder rock there is 
a cave 

On the meadowy green bank of the 
stream ; 

But let the nymph rear my tomb ; 

For thouffh I used severity, I gave her 
my love." 

Bonan hastened in search of his love. 

He found the rivulet and the cave, 

But the nymph of his love he found not ; 

Nor could he hear, save the sound of 
the breeze, 

And the rustle of the decaying leaves. 

" Where is thy dwelling, my love? 

Why dost thou not hasten to meet me? 

Come, my love, from thy hiding ; 

Answer to thy Ronan, Sulmina/* 

Alas ! vain is thy voice, hero ; 

The rocks alone reply. 

He heard the wail of a hound in the 
(batUc) fielil. 

In the spot where fell Sulmina. 

M 
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Dh-iar i*n ar a chomhnadh Ronain ; 

yi-ar i n ar a chov-na' ronajn 

'S choinnich a h-uchd corran saighde. 

*s choynn-ich a huohd oorran* saj'-de 

Chaochail an solus na suil, 

ohaochajl an sol-ns na sujl 

*S shearg na gnuis ros na h-aille. 

's her-ag na gnajrs ros na hajll^ 

Thuit Ronan gu'n tiiar, gu'n deoir, 

hnjt ronan gnn tn-ar gnn de-ojr 

Air a muineal leth-f huar fo'n eug, 

ajr a majn-el le'-n-ar fon eyg 

Amhuil eitheann a dh-aomas gu lar, 

avnyi ey'-en a jrom-as ga lar 

Noir thaiteas a dharag gheugacL 

nojr hnjtea a jarag jey-gach 
Thug Suilmina plaosg air a suilean, 

hog sayl-mina plosg ayr a soy-len 

'S ghrad dhuin iad le aiteas sa bhas. 
*s ynd yvLjn i-ad le ajt-aa sa vas 

6a chian thug sinne ri bron, 

bn ohi*an hog dnn^ li bron 

'Sar deoir a sruthadh mu*n cuairt dhoibh, 

*8 ar de-oyr a sro'-a' mun ca-ajrt yoyv 

Gas 'n do labhair Runma gu ghlic, 
gu8 'n do lay-er nm-ma gn glic 



She had sought the field in aid o( 
Ronan; 

She was met by a barbed shaft 

The light fiuled in her eye, 

Beauty fled fromi her face. 

Ronan fell, without colour, without 
tears, 

On her bosom, half cold in death, 

As ivy inclines to the earth. 

When falls its blooming oak. 

Sulmina's eyes opened for a moment 

With a blink of joy, then closed, 
pleased in deaUi. 

Long did we remain in grief, 
Our tears falling around them. 
Until Runma wisely spoke, 
Approaching with slow steps : — 



'S e tighinn dluth, le mhall cheumaibh : 

*s e ti'-inn din le mall oheTmajv 

^'Angairmcumhadhairdaimhicho*neug? ''Can sorrow recal our friends firom 

an geynn cu-va' ayr dayv-ich o'n eyg 

An cluinn iad nan suain air caoineadh ? 



an dayn i-ad nan aoajn ajr oaoy-ne' 

Ach 's geur gus an lean sin an ceum, 

ach 'a geyr gns an len sin an ceym 

Do thalabh an clos 's nan neoil, 

do bal*av an doe 'snan ne-oyl 

Tra leagheas ar laidhean tearc 

tra Ir-ea ar lay'-en terc 

An sruth nam bliadhn' tha bras ga*r 
an tam' nam bli-a'-n ba bras gar 

treigsinn. 

tr^g-sin 

Nach faic sibh cheannadh an f halluing 

nadi fiijo Ay dienn-a an ailing 

cheo 
die-o 

Feathamh ri Runma 's na neoil deas? 
fe'-av ri run-ma 'sna neoyl des 



the grave ? 
Do they hear our wails in their sleep? 



, But we will shortly follow their steps, 

To their halls calm among the clouds, 

When our short days have melted away 

In tlie stream of years that are fleeting 
from us. 



Do you not already see the garb of 



mist 



That awaits Runma ready in the sky ? 
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*S cha 'n f hada bhios Bonan na dheigb, 
's cha 'n a-da via ronan na yey 

Mu gheighleas e do bhron a feasd. 

ma yey'-les e do vron a fesd 

Tha 'm bron mar an sruthan diamhair, 
ha m bron mar an sm'-an di-vayr 

Dh-iaras fo iochdar na bruaiche ; 

yi-ar-as fo i-ochd-ar na bruy-che 

Tha'n gallan cheanadh ag aomadh 

ban gallan chen-a' ag oam-a' 

Thog ri thaobh a ghengan aillidh. 

hog ri haov a yeyg-an aylli' 

Bhuin am broo, eireadh ar cliu ; 

Yuyn am bron ey-r^ ar cli-a 

'S ar nine niidh air sgiathan gabhaidh.'' 

'sar nynb my' ayr sgi-a'-an gav-i' 

Dh-eirich Ronan, sa chneas fo bhron ; 

yey-rich ronan sa chnes fo yron 

'S thug teach a naimh do'n og 's do*n 

's hng tech a nayy don og *8 don 

aosda, 
o-as-da 

Db-f hag 6 fhir-mhor a dhion an tuir ; 
yag e ir-vor a yi-on an tuyr 

Mar sin is fear iul na h-oiche. 

mar sin ia - for i-ol na ho-ich^ 

Chuireas an oigh an Ining an laoich ; 
choyr-es an oy' an laying an laoych 

Is thogair, caointeach, an so a leac. 

18 hogayr ooyn-tech an sb a lee 

An so tha leaba Ronain faraon, 

an so ha leb-a ronan £itf-oan 

An laoch bu treune 'sa b-aillidL 

an laoch bu treyn-^ 'sa baylli' 

Bn tursach a laithean san raon ; 
ba tor-sach a lay'-en san roan 

Ach *n deigh a ghaoil cha b-f hada beo e. 
ach *n dey' a yoyl cha ba-da be-o h 

Nis tha leaba, fo'n chloich choinich, 

nia ha leb-a fon chloych choyn-tich 

Bi taobh a ghoil, 
ri taov a yoyl 

Tha fensag a chluairean adsda 

ha fey-sag a chlu-ar-en oas-da 

A taomadh tiamhaidh mu*n cuairt dhoibh. 
a toam-a' ti-avay' mmi ca-ayrt yoyy 

'S trie mise, ri solus nan reul, 
'stric mi-se risol-os nan reyl 



Nor will Ronan be long after him, 

If he yields to endless grief. 

Sorrow is like a secret streamlet, 

Undermining its flourishing banks ; 

Making the young trees bend over. 

That exalted their blooming boughs 
by its side. 

Dismiss sorrow, earn fame ; 



Our days are flying on matchless 
wings." 

Ronan arose with a bosom sad ; 

He gave the house of his foe to the 
young and the aged, 



And left his big men to defend the 
tower; 

And likewise the guide of (the 
previous) night 

We placed the maid in the ship of 
♦ the hero ; 

And here, weeping, we reared her 
tomb. 

Here also is the grave of Ronan, 

The hero strong and beautiful. 

Sad were his days on the heath ; 

But he did not live long after his 
beloved. 

Now his head is under the mossy stone, 
By the side of his love. 
The beard of the aged thistle 
Pouring moumftdly around. 
Often am I in the light of the stars, 
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Ag eisteachd ri comhradh an taibhsean. 

ag ejst-achd ri coT-ra* an ta-iv-shen 

'S eibhein air na ncoil an imeachd, 
*8 eyy-ejn ajr na ne-oyl an im-achd 

Tra chluinneas iad fonn mo chlarsaich. 

tra chlaynn-es i-ad fonn mo chlar-sajch 

A mhic Arair, tba'n taibhsean dluth, 
a Yic ar-er han tayr-sen diu' 

Na ceil orra t-oran tiamhaidh ! 

na c^yl orra tor-an ti-av-ay 



Listening to their spirits conversiDg. 
Joyous is their coarse in the clouds, 
When they hear the sound of my harp. 
Son of Arair, their spirits are nigh, 
Deny them not thy song pensive ! 



DAN AN DEIBG, — THE LAY OF DABGO, BY ULLAIN. 
(From the Ber. Dr Smith^t SeanannA Dhana. — The first Duan only.) 



'San la ad bha Comhal na'm buaidh, 

*8an la ad va coval nam bay 

Le cheol 's le shluagh air an leirg — 
le che-ol "s le la-a ayr an leyrig 

Gre iosal an cinainean an f heidh, 

ge i-o-Bal an clay-nen an ey' 

An diugh an laoch nach b-fhaoin am 

an di-a' an laoch nach baoyn am 

feirg ; 
feyrig 

A leaba fo chos nan clach, 
a lebk fo chos nan clach 

A fasga na daraig aosda. — 

a &sga na darayg aos-da 

Bha laoich ri 'n sleaghan an taic, 

va laoych ri*n sle'-an an tayc 

An suilean laiste 's an aghaidh aoimte, 
an ray-len layste san a'ay oymte 

Ag eisteachd ri sgeula gaisge, 
ag eystec ri sgeyla gaysg^ 

Air Comhal is righ Innsefail ; 
ayr coval is ri' innse-fiiyl 

'N tra sguab iad an arach le cheile ; 
'n tra sga-ab i-ad an arach le chey-l^ 

Noir chunnacas linn luadh bharca 
noyr chonna-cas Unn la-a' Tarca 

Seola gu traigh na neul-eide. 

seo-la go tray' na neyl-gyde 
Dh-f hainaich Comhal an long, 

yanlch coral an long 

'S an copan o'n bhuail an beum-sgeithe. 
^8 an copan 6n vuyl an beym sgey'-^ 

" Grad leumaibh air aigeal nan tonn, 

grad leymayy ayr aygel nan tonn 

A chomhair righ tha na eigein." 
a cho-Ter ri' ha na eyginn 

Bu gharbh an doinnean o dheas, 
ba yary an doynnen o yes 



On that dav was Coval of victories, 

With his people and music on the 
shore ; 

Thodgh, on the meadows of the deer, 

To-day is (the grave of) the hero that 
was not feeble in his anger ; 



His bed in a hollow beneath stones, 

In the shelter of the aged oak 

His warriors were leaning on their 
spears, 

Their eyes kindled, their faces looking 
down, 

Listening to a tale of heroism, 

Of Coval and the king of InnesfaO ; 

While, together, they swept the battle- 
field; 

When seen was a swift bark 

Steering to the shore under its cloud- 
like array. 

Coval knew the ship. 

And (meaning of) the boss that re- 
sounded on the shield. 

*' Quickly (he cried) leap on the 
waves of the sea 

To the relief of the king in extremity." 
Bough was the storm from the south, 
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chd gu duaichnidh ri'r suil Wrestling with our sails, kerch-white.* 

ic gu duych-ni' rir 8U7I 

reid-gheal,* 

vreytyil 

om an oichc na'r comhail, For the night poured in our faces, 

om an oych^ nar coveyl 

m dobhuidh nan tonn beuchdacl. On a fierce sea of bellowing waves. 

in doYuj' nan tonn beychdell 
' arsa Comhal na'm buaidh, 



'* Why," said Coval of victories, 

** Should we remain rocking on the sea. 

And the cold island of bending bays 

Spreading its wings calm 

To shelter us from the storms of night. 

It bends like a bow in action, 

And is mild as the bosom of my love. 

Let us spend the night under its wing. 

The pleasing island of peaceful dreams.' ' 

An owl is heard from a rock. 
And a mournful voice from a cave. 



arsa coval nam buy' 

I dhuin bhi 'g uadal cuain, 

yuyn vi gudal cuyn 

in fuar nan camus crom, 

Q fu-ar nan camus crom 
leadh a sgiathan foil, 

fW a sgi-a'-an foyl 

on '0 dhoinnean na h-oiche. 

-on yoynen na hoyche 

Tom mar bhogh' air ghleus, 
srom mar vo' ayr yleys 

leimh mar uchd ma ghaoil. 
heyv mar uchd ma yaoyle 

dh mid an oiche fo sgeith, 

mid an oych^ fo sgey' 

ubheiun nan aisling ciuin/* 

eyvinn nan ayshlin ci-uyn 

das comhachag a creig, 
Jas covachag a creyg 

I broin ga freagairt a uaimh. 

broyn ga freygayrt a u-ayv 

nth Dheirg," arsa Comhal, "a ** It is the voice of Dargo," says Coval, 



a yeyng 

Etnn, 

uin 



ar-sa coval 



inn sa chuan onf hach, 

nn sa cbu-an on-a-vach 



" Who was lost on a sobbing sea, 



Lhill sinn Lochletn nan crann, 

hill sinn lochlan nan crann 



When we were returning from Loch- 
lan of masts, 

doinnean gu teann gar ruagadh. With every storm closely pursuing us. 



doynnen gu tenn gar ruga' 

a tuinn an cinn 's na neoil, 

. tuynn an cinn *8 na noyl 

ileibhtean ceo air an lear ; 
slave-ten ce-o ayr an ler 

luir mholach le stuaidh ghlas, 
fT volach le stny' ylas 

aireadh bho iar gu ear. 
lyrfe vo i-ar gu err 

> head-dreBB of Highland females was called ** breid," a kerchief. Being inovy-white, the breid 
Bed as a Bimile, as in the above case, for Bnowy-whiteness. 



The waves lifted their heads to the 
skies, 

Wolds of mist covered the face of the 

deep; 
The ocean was rough with grey waves. 

And under fury from west to east. 
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Bha Dearg gii h-ard ann sa chrann ; 

va deyrag gu hard ann sa chrann 

Is bhrist an ial ris an d' earb e ; 

is yrist an i-ai ris an d-erab h 

Morbhein cha'n f haic e gu brath ; — 

morveyn chan aye e gu bra' 

Dh-f halaich tonna-gaireach bh'uin e." 
yalaych tonn-garrech vuyn h 

Dh-aithnich Geallachos guth an Deirg, 

yayn'ich gella-chos ga* an dejr^ 

'S mar bu ghna leis air an leir^, 

8 mar bu yna leys ayr an leyng 

Rinn e miolaran 's thug leum gabhaidh, 
rinn e milaran 's hog leym gavay' 

Le mor oibhneas, ghios na traigh, — 
le mor oyvnes yi-os na tray' 

Mar shaighead a glaic an iughair, 
mar hay'd a glyc an i-ir-ayr 

Tha chasan ag suibhal tre bhar-thuinn : 

ha chasan ag si-aval tre var huynn 

B-aite leis na mac na h-eilde, 
b-ayht^ leys na mac na heyl-t5 

A Dheirg a bhith leum ri d' bhraigh. 
a yeyrig a tI' leym ri d yra-i' 

Chunnacas liennedh an aoibhneas, 
chonnac-as linne' an oyy-nes 

Le solus bristeach nan reultan, 
le solos bristach nan reyltan 

A caidreamh ri cheile mar chairdean, 
a caydrev ri cheyle mar chayrden 

A thachair gu'u duil an tir naimhdean. 
a hach-ayr ga*n duyl an tir nayyten 

'S noir f haichte le Dearg ar loingeas 
'snoyr aych-te le deyrag ar loyngas 

Aig ro-mhiad aighear s^a sholais, 

ayg ro Ti-ad ay'er sa holays 

Mar tugadh Gtealchossa air Idmh e ; 
mar toga' gelchossa ayr layy e 

Ghios na tragha sior nar coail. 

yis na tra-ya si-or nar co'-ayl 

** Am beo u Dheirg," arsa Comhal, 

am be-o u yeyrig ar-sa cbTal 

" A chail sinn an cuan salach gharbh- 
a chayl sinn an cu-an salach yary- 

thonn? 
honn 

'S ioghna do thiamadh o'n Bha-shrutb, 
8 i-o'-na do hi-ama' o*n vara' 



Dargo was high on the mast ; 

The thong broke to which he had 
trusted : 

Morven he will never behold, — 

He was concealed from us under tur- 
bulent waves." 

Geallachos knew the voice of Dargo, 

And, as was his wont, on the hill, 

He whined with excitement, made a 
leap, astonishing. 

In his excess of joy, for the shore. 

And, like an arrow from the embrace 
of the yew, 

Cut his course through the top of the 
waves : 

More joy had he than in the son of 
tne hind. 

In leaping on thy bosom, Dargo. 

By us was witnessed their joy, 

In the broken light of the stars, 

Embracing one another like friends, 

Unexpectedly met in the land of foes. 

Nor would Daf go have noticed our 
ship. 

From the excess of his joy. 

Had not Geallachosa pulled him by the 
sleeve, 

Toward the shore to meet us. 

" Art thou living, Dargo," said Coval, 

" Whom we lost amid drumlie rough 
waves ? 



Thy escape from Ba-ru was wonderfril, 
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A shluig le garraich a suas u." 

a heayg le garr-ajch a suas a 

" Le tdga thonn," thairt Dearg, ** ga'm 

le taiga honn hnryt deyng gam 
loasga, 
Inaaga 

Bha mise an oich f huar sin gu latha, 
Ta mise an oych u-ar sin ga la'-a' 

Seachd geallachain, 'sgach aon mar 

sechd gellaohajn sgach aon mar 

bfaliadhna, 
▼li-a'-na 

Le^n tragha 's le'n liona chaidfa thartun. 

len tnul *8len li-o-na cha-i' haram 

Chaidh mi *n latha a sealg a chuim ; 

chay mi n la'-i a selag a chuyrn 

'San oich be manran ciul mo mhian ; 
ojch be-manran d-id mo vi-an 



That swallowed thee up with a roar. 



n 



Ach V ei^n iala, mar thaibhse, 
ach bejgmn i-ala mar hayvse 

Le ceil^,* air eonlaidh na h-oiche. 

le ceyhg ayr eynlay' na hoyche 

Sa'n tirsa 's neo ait a ghrian, 

saa tina 's ne-o ayt a yri-an 

'S gnr mall a ghealach do thriall. 

's gur mall a yelach do h-ri-al 

Ach clod 80 aobhar air broin ? 
ach cy-od so aoTar ayr broyn 

Chi mi air deoir a smtha. 
chi mi ayr de-oyr a Bru'-^ 

Nach beo Crimora mo ghaoil, 
nach be-o crimora mo yaoyl 

An ailleag chaoin bu tlathaidh cruth? 
an ayl-eg choyn ba ' tla-i' era' 

Chunna mi i seola na'n nial 

channa mi ise-o-la nan ni-al 

A dh-iadh mu sholus na h-oiche, 
a yi-a' ma holas na hoyche 

Tra dh-amhairc i nuas ro'n fhrois, 

tra yav-ayrc i nu-as ron roys 

Air gnuis thiamhidh na doine. 
ayr gna-is hi-aT-i' na doyn6 

Bha i ann an caochla dreach, 
ya i ann an caochla drech 



** Floating on waves," s^dd Dargo, 
'^ that tossed me (about,) 



I was during that cold night until 
morning. 

Seven moons, each of them like a year. 



With their waning and growing, 
passed over me. 

I spent the day in the chase on the 
crest of the hill ; 

At night my desire was tuneful mins- 
trelsy ; 

But I was compelled to stalk like a 
ghost. 

Treacherously* on the birds of night. 
In this country the sun b unhappy, 
And the moon slow on its course. 
But what is the cause of your grief? 
I see your tears falling ; 
Is Crimora of my love no more. 
The little beauty of the mildest face ? 
I saw her sailing on the clouds 
That winded round the light of night, 
When looking down through a shower. 
On the calm face of the deep. 
She was in a dififerent array. 



* The ancient Highlander panned his sports on the manly prindplee of determined perse- 
verance and daring intrepidity. He followed the stag for days and weeks, sleeping in his plaid among 
the heather, and snatched the salmon, between the linn and the sky, standing on the dizzy ledge of the 
rock with his long gaff, in a position dangerous and magnificent; bat nothing short of starvation would 
make him take part in the bmtal German battue, or in any mode of fishing or killing game, which did 
not make it a sporting and chiralrous affair, worthy of a gentleman, and inconsistent with the greed 
and blood-thirstiness of the venison-batcher or game-poulteror, who degrades sport into a mercantile 
tranfftcUon of jwoflt and Ion, in the present day. 
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A suilcan graidh a sile dheur ; 

a suyll-en gray' a sil^ y^jr 

Ach dh-aithnich mi cnith mo ghaoil, 
ach yayii'ich mi cru' mo yaoyl 

'S an taobhar thair cuan i dh-eiridh. 
san taovar hayrchu-ani yeyri' 

* * « « 

" Nach tniagh leat mise, a Chriraora ? 
nach tru-a' let mise a chrimora 

Och ! na fag mi so am oanar." 
och na f&g mi so am oan-ar 

Oigh-thaibsean chuartaich i le 'n orain, 
oy' hayvsen chu-artaych i len oren 

Is dh-fhag iad mise tursach, bronach. 

is yag i-admi-se tursach bronach 

** Thig le d' cheol binn, a Chrith-mora, 
hig led che-ol binn a chrimora 

Gru talla nan oighean fial, 
gn t&lU nan oy'-en fi-al 

'Sa bheil Suil-mhalda is Trennmor, 

sa veyl snyl-valda is treyn-mor 

A sealg feidh dhoillear nan nial. 
a sel-ag fey' yoyll-er nan ni-al 

Chualas i le h-osna leointe, 
chu-alaa i le hosna le-oynte 

'S i sealtain bronach na deigh." 
is i seltayn bron-acb na dey' 

Sguir an ceol, an taibhse a threig, 
sguyr an ce-ol an tayv-se a hreyg 

'S dhag iad mise a sile dheur, 
's yag i-ad rai-se a si-le yeyr 

Air traigh ainel 's mi leom fhein. 

ayr tray' ayn-el 's mi le-om feyn 

O'n og-mhadain gu dall-oiche, 

o'n og-vadayn gu dall-oyche 

Mo choidh o sin cha do sguir. 

mo choy' o sin cha do sguyr 

C'uin a chi mi u, a Chrimora ? 

cnyn a chi mi u a chrimora 

Ri 'm bheo bidh mise fo eislean ! 
rim ve-o bi' mi-se fo eys-len 

Tha m* anam a snamh an ceo : 

ha man -am a snay an ce-o 

Innsibh fior an doigh a dh-eug i ?" 

innsiv fi-or an doy' a y6yg i 

" An sgeula truagh tra fhuair do bhean, 

an sgeyla tru-a' tra huyr do ven 

Tri lathain bha i na tosd gu 'n ghean : 
tri la'-ayn va i na tosd gu'n yen 



Her eyes of love shedding tears ; 
But I knew her lovely face, 

And why she rose over the sea. 

« « • * 

" Dost thou not pity me, Crimora ? 

Och ! leave me not alone." 

Maiden ghosts gathered around her 
with songs, 

And they left me, grief-struck, 
lamenting. 

** Come with thy sweet music, Cri- 
mora, (they sung) 

To the hall of the social maidens, 

Where is Sul-malla and Trenmore, 

Coursing dusky deer in clouda 

I heard her, with a wound-sigh. 

When looking with sorrow behind 
her." 

The music ceased, the spirits vanished. 

And they left me shedding tears. 

On a strange shore by myself. 

From the young morning until the 
blind night, 

My lamentations have not ceased since 
then. 

When shall I see thee, Crimora ? 

While living, sorrow must be mine ! 

My soul is swimming in mist : 

Tell me truly how died she ?" 

** When the woful news came to thy 
wife. 

She was three days incapable of speech 
or motion ; 
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An ceathramh dh-fhiar i a mhuir gu'n 

an ee'niY yi-ar i a Tttyr gun 

bhaigfa, 
vay' 

'S fhaaras i gu'n deo air traigh : 

*B hu-aras i gan de-oayr trft-y' 

Mar sfaneachda sa'n fhireach fhuar, 

mar nechda' san irech a-ar 

Na eala air Lanna, gu'n taar. 

na ella ajr lanna gun tu-ar 

Fhaaras i le h-oighibh gaoil, 
hn-aras i le hojiv'' gaoyl 

A theirinn o chaochain nan sliabh, 
a her-inn o chaochen nan sli-av 

Le 'm basaibh min a siabadh dheur, 

lem basayy min a 8i-aW yeyr 
'S le'n osnich a seide an ciabh. 

Blen osnich a sheyt^ an ci-aT 

Le lie is gorm-fhoid na traigh, 
le lie 18 gorm-oyd na tray' 

Thog sinne comhnuidh do mhnoi. 

hog sinn^ covni' do vnoy 

B' iomad bha 'n latha sin dabhaeh, 
bi-omad Ta'n la'-^ sin duvach 



On the fourth, she sought the sea, cold 
and pitiless, 



And was found on the shore soulless : 

Like a wreath of snow on the bleak 
hill, 

Or like a swan on Lanna, breathless. 

She was found by her maidens beloved. 

As they descended from their mountain 
streams, 

With their soft hands wiping away 
tears, 

And their sighs lifting their locka 

With flags and the green turf of the 
shore, 

We raised the dwelling of thy wife. 

Many on that day were in grief, 

And melancholy were the lamentations 
of all. 

Like a soft breezein the reeds of Lega, 

Slowly and faintly jvas raised her 
elegy. 

But what light is that in Innesfail ? 

Behold the cross of speed and battle !* 

Exalt our sails, draw your oars, 

Scourge the bark through the seas. 

The faithful wind blew from our 
mountains, 

'S chab-fhann air buillean gu comhnadh ; Nor faint were our strokes to aid it ; 
*8 cha bann ayr buyllen gu cov-na' 



'S bu tiamhaidh cumhadh gach aon. 

*8 ba ti-ayi' cava' gach aon 

Mar aile a seinn an cuilc na Leige, 
mar ayll a seynn an cuylc na ley-g6 

Dh-eirich mall is fann a cliu. 

yey-rich mftll is fann a cli-u 

Ach ciod so 'n solus an Innse-fail ? 

ach ci-od so^n solos an ionse-fayl 

Feuch crann-taraidh* an f huathais ! 
feych craun-taray' an u'-aysh 

Togaibh air siuil, tamaibh ur raimh, 
togiv' ayr si-uyl tam-ayv ur rayr 

Sgiursaibh a bharc tre chuaintaibh. 

sgi-nrsiy a Tare tre chu-ayntayT 

Sheid gaoth dhileas na'm beann, 
heyd gao' yil-es nam beynn 



Thug sinn muigh air braigh nan tonn, 

hug sinn mfiy ayr bray' nan t6nn 

*S gach sonn is a shuil ri comhraig. 

8 gach sonn is a huyl ri coTrig 

Bha uilean Dheirg air slios a sgeith, 

Ta uyllen yeyrig ayr slis a sgey' 

» - Crann." a shaft of wood ; (" tar," ahoold b« " Bar,") Burpawing ; and ** niith." running : yie., tiie 
beam or ahaft of lurpaMiog numing or speed. 

N 



We churned the tops of the waves. 
Every hero's eye looking for battle. 
The elbow of Dargo was on his shield. 
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'S a dheoir a srutha sios ri taobb. 
sa yojr a sm'-k si-oe ri taoT 

'^ Cbi mi Dearg ga tiamhaidb, tosdach ; 

ohi mi deyrg ga ti-avi' toadacb 

Tog nilaiim nan tend sprochd an laoch." 

tog ullayn nan tgyd sproohd an laoych 



And bis tears streamed down by its 
side. 

'^ I see Dargo in sorrow, and silent^ 
(said Coval ;) 

Ullain of the cbords, lift the grief of 
the hero." 



DAN CHAOILTE. 

Bi linn Tbrein-mboir nan sgiath, 

ri linn hrSjn-Tojr nan agej'-h 

Buaig Caoilte am fiadh mu Eite ; 
itiyg caojit^ am fi-a' ma ejih 

Tbuit leis daimb-cbabrach nan enoc ; 
hnjt le^s dajY-obabiaoh nan cnoebd 

'S cbo-fbreagair gach slocbd da eighe. 

'a cho-regayr gach slochd da ej^-h 

Chunnaic Min-bbeul, a gaol, 

obonnayc minveyl a gaol 

'S le curach faoin chaidh na choel. 

de caraoh fiM^yn oha/ na oho-el 

Sbeid osna choimbeacb gu'n bhaigh, 
heyd osna oboyyech gon vajr 

'Chuir druim an aird air a bbarca. 
drajr dniym an ayrd ajr a varca 

Cbualas le Caoilte a glaodb, — 

dia-alafl le ooylt^ a glao' 

'^ A ghaoil,a gbaoil, dean mo combnadb!" 
a jaojl a yaojl den mo ohovna' 

Ach tbuirling dalla-bhrat na b-oicbe, 

aoh bnyrUng dSilkyrat na hoyche 

'S dh-fbailnicb air a cbluis a combradh : 
*8 jayhiieh ayr a oblays a oovra' 

Mar fbuaim srutbain an cein, 

mar a-aym sra'-en an ceyn 

Michinteach thain a b-eibb na cboail. 

mi-chinntech bayn a beyy na cho-ayl 

'Sa mbadainn an onfba na traigh, 

ea Tad-ayn an ona na tra'-i 

Fbnaras gu'n cbail an og-bhean. 

ba-arae gan chayl an og-ven 

Thog e 'n cois na traigb a leac, 
bog e *n ooys na tray' a lee 

Aig smtban bronach nan glas-gbeugan : 

aig sni'-an bronach nan (^-yeygan 

*S eol do'n sealgair an t-aite ; 
8 eol don ed-ager an taytb 

'Se baigbeal an teas na greine. 
Be bay'd an tee na gnyn^ 



THE LAY OF CAOILTE. 

In the days of Trenmor of shields, 

Chased Caoilte the deer on Eite ; 

Fell by him the antlered stags ; 

Every valley answering to his calL 

Minvel saw her love. 

And in a weak curach she went to 
meet him. 

A fierce and pitiless blast 

Twned the bark back upward& 

Heard by Caoilte was her cry, — 

" My love, my love, save me !" 

But the blind panoply of night 
descended, 

And her plaint foiled on his ear : 

Like the sound of a distant streamlet, 

Uncertain reached him her cry. 

In the morning, by the murmuring 
shore. 

Was found without strength the 
young wife. 

He raised her tomb at the side of the 
shore, 

By the plaintive streamlet of the aged 
grove: 

The hunter knows the place ; 
It is genial when the sub is high. 



Bu cfaian do Chaoilte ri bron, 

bu ohi-an do cKaojIti ri br6n 

Na aonar an coille Eite. 

na oanar an oojU^ ejt^ 

Acb bfauail Trenn-mor beum-sgeithe : 

ach Ynayl treynmora bejm-sgej'-b 

'S le lochraidh ghluaisCaoilte na threnne. 

ale lochraj' yla-aTsh ooyit^ na hrejn^ 

Uigh air nigh phill a sholas. 

117' ayr aj' fill a hol&s 

Choal e chliu is lean e an trsheilge. 

cha-al e chli-a ia len e an tejleg^ 

'"Scuimhn leom," arsaDearg/' an laoch, 

'a cnjn le-om ana dejrrag an laooh 

Mar aiding choimhneil a threig ; 

mar as-ling chojv-neyl a hreyg 

'N tra stuir e gu h-og mi air Eite, 

'n tra sti-ajre gn hog mi ayr eyih 

Sa dheoir a fliuche a sgeithe. 
aa ye-oyr a fli-acha a sgey'-^ 

'' Ciod fa do thuireadh, a Chaoilte ? 

d-od & do hayr^ a chaoyltb 

Com* a bheil t-€U)i8 bronach, dubhach?'* 

Qom a veyl toys bronaob du-aoh 

'* Mo gfaaol tha fo 'n f hoid na sineadh." 

mo yaol ha fo'n 6ghd na uti^ 

" ! dean an t-aite so tbaoghal 

oh den an taytb bo ha'-ol 

Mar roghainn do chuairtaibh na frithe ?'' 

mar ro'-aynn do ohn^yrt-tr na fri'-d 

Na dh-iarradh do Chaoilte thugadh ; 

na yi-aia' do chaoyit^ huga' 

A chonnie bu trie am oran. 

a chaynni bu trio am oran 

O nach ro' mo chliusa co marionn, 

o naoh ib mo chli-nsa 00 mar-inn 

'S mi le Crimora 's na neuil chairdeL" 

ami le crimora sna ne-oyl diayr-del 

**'S dearbh gu'm bith do chliu mairionn," 
a derv gum bi' do chK-n mayrino 

Arsa Comhal bu chaoin labhairt ; 
arsa coval bu chaoyn lavayrt 

" Ach CO sud le'n sgiathaibh gabhaidh, 

adi CO sad le'n *gia'yv gavi' 

Toirt a sholuis bho'n cheud fhaire ? 

toyrt a boluys von cheyd ayrd 

Lochlan, ma 's maith mo bheachd, 
lochlan mas may' mo Teohd 

A cuartach Innse-fail le'm feachd. 
a cn-ar-tach innse-fayl lem feohd 
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Long was Caoilte under sorrow, 
Alone among the woods of Eite. 



But Trenmor struck the shield (of 
alarms :) 

With his chivalry came mighty 
Caoilte. 

By degrees returned his tranquillity. 

He won Bsime, and followed the chase. 

" I remember," said Dargo, " the hero, 

Like a kmdly dream that has passed 
away ; 

When a youth he steered with me on 
Eite, 

His tears falling on his shield. 

" What is the cause of thy sorrow, 
(I said) Caoilte ? 

Why is thine age in sadness ?" 

'* My love is stretched under the turf." 

'* Do thou frequent this place 



In preference to all the bounds of the 
forests?" 

What he asked was conceded to 
Caoilte ; 

His memory has been often in my 
song. 

Oh, that my fame were as lasting, 

And myself with Crimora on clouds 

friendly." 
" Thy fame will assuredly be lasting," 

Said Coval of the mildest converse ; 

** But who are those with their broad 

shields, 
Taking from us the light of the 

horizon ? 
Lochlin, if I judge aright. 

Is surrounding InnesfaU with an 

army. 
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'S an rigb, bho ard uinneig stuadhaich, 

san ri TO ard nyn-eyg sta-a'ych 

Ag amharc air son a chairdean buadhach, 

ag av-arc ayr son a chayrden bay'ach 

Their e, le aighear na shuil : 

heyr e le ay'-er na huyl 

" Tha Comhal am fagus le shiuil !" 

ha caval am fagus le bi-nyl 

Feuch Lochlan a nuas nar codhail, 

feych locblan a na-as nar oo'-ayi 

Is Armour ro' pa mar dhamh croice ; 

IB armor ro pa mar yav croyc^ 

Air traigh Eirein, a lamh ge bras, 

ayr tray' eyreyn a la? ge brass 

Mise dh-fhuasgail a teann-ghlais. 

mise yu-asgayi a tenn-ylays 

Taimibh, mo ghaisgeich, o 'r leis 

tayraiv mo yaysgich or leys 

An lann ghlas, 's air cladach leumaibh ; 

an lann ylas sayr dadacb leymiv 

Le suil 's le cridhe laiste, euchdail, 

le snyl sle cri'-^ biyst^ eycbdel 

An diugh dearbhar neart na Feinne. 

an d-i-a' derrar nert na feynnd 

Tog, a DheirgJ do sgia leathan ; 

tog a yeyrig do sgi-a le'-an 

Crath, a Chonaill, to cbraosnach ; 

era' a cbonayl to cbraosnach 

Buail,aChaoirill, beum le'd chlaidheamh; 
buyl a chaiyll beym led chUy-ev 

Is seinnsa, Ullainn, dan chath-baoisge.'** 

is seynn-sa nlaynn dan cha'-boysge 

Choinnich sinn Lochlan, 's cha b-agh 

choynnich sinn lochlan *s cha ba' 

dhuinn ; 
ynynn 

Sheas iad romhain daingean, laidir, 

hes i-ad roY-aynn dayng-en lay-dir 

Mar dhoire daraich air uchd Mheall- 
mar yoyr^ daraych ayr nchd vell- 

mhoir, 

voyr 

Nach lub do dh-ailgheas nan siataibh. 
each lab do yayl-yes nan shi-at-ayv 



And the king, from the highest 
turret, 

Looking for his friends victorious, 
He exclaims with joy in his eye : 

** Yonder approaches Coval with his 
ships!" 

Behold, Lochlan descends to meet 
us, 

Armor before them like the antlered 
stag; 

On the shore of Erin, though bold 
his hand, 

Twas I that relieved it out of a tight 
lock. 

Draw, my heroes, from your thighs 

Your grey blades, and spring on shore; 

With eyes and hearts kindling for 
deeds illustrious. 

This day prove the strength of the 
Feinn. 

Exalt, Dargo, thy broad shield ; 
Connal, shake on high thy crosnach ; 
Strike, Carril, with thy deadly sword ; 

Ullin, sing thou the battle-song* of 
boisge." 

We met Lochlin, and not for our 
weal; 



They stood before us, compact and 
strong 

As a grove of oak on the breast of 
Melmor, 



Which bends not at the pleasure of 
the storms. 



* " The Germans," sayi Tadtus. " hayp poems which are rehearsed in the field, and kindle the soul 
into flame. The spirit wiCh which these songs are sung predicts the fortane of the approaching fight 
In the compositions they study a roughness of sound, and a peculiarly abrupt and broken cadence. 
They lilt the shield to their mouths, that the yoice may sweU and be rendered more loud and sonorous fay 
repercussion. 



Chuimaic Innse-fail* sinn an sarach, 

chann-io imifle-fiiyl nb an sa-raoh 

Is bhruchd iad ga'n dail ga'r comhnadh. 

is vruchd i-ad gim dayl gar ooY-na' 

Chaidh Lochlan a sgapa o chiele, 

cbay' loohlan a Bgapk o cbejle 

^S cha mhor gu'u chreuchdan bha beo 

8 cha vor gan ohreyohdan ya be-o 
dhiiL 

Choinnich Amour 's righ Innse-faile, 

cbojnn-ich annor sri innse-fayl 

^S bu duaichnidhy gabhaidh an ^oniairt. 

aba da-ajoh-ni' gav-i' an i-om-irt 

Obaidh sleagh aa righ an achd a mhor- 

chaj' sle-a' an ri an ochd a Yor- 
fhir, 
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Innesfail saw ns in extremity, 
And rushed in haste to aid us. 
Lochlin was scattered asunder, 
And few of them survived un wounded. 



ir 



6ed bu tiugh a sgia 's i laidir. 

ged bu ti-u' a agi-a *8 i ladir 

Ghuil Lochlan is Innse-fail, 

jujl loohlan ia innshe-fiiyl 

*S thuit deor le baigh o shuinn na Feinne. 

'a hujt de-oyr le bay' o hnjn na feynn^ 

Is sheinn am bard an t-oran tursach, 

C8 hejnn am bard an toran tur-sacb 

Tra chunnas gu'n deo an ceann-feadhna. 

tra dinnnaa gnn de-o an oen-fejna 
CUtfHADH JLN FHIB-MHOIR. 

Bha airde mar dharaig sa ghleann, 

▼a ajrd-^ mar yarayg sa jle-ann 

A luas mar iolair nam beann, gun gheilt, 

a lu-as mar i-ol-ayrnam benn gnn jejlt 

A spionna mar Loda na fheirg, 

a spionna mar loda na ejrig 

A bhuille gun bhaigh, gun leigheas. 

a YujUh gnn vaj' gnn lej-as 

O's moch do thuras gu d' neoil, 

0^8 mooh do bnraa gn d* ne-oyl 

Is og leinn, a laoich a thuit u. 

is og l^jnn a laojch a hujrt u 

Co dh-innseas an sgeula do^n aosda ? 

00 yinnaea an agejla don a-oa-da 

Co do'n og-mhnaoi gu'n d' eug u ? 

00 don og-vnoy gnn dejg u 



Armor and the king of Innesfail 
met, 

And dark and dreadful was the con- 
flict 

The king's spear pierced the breast 
of tiie big man. 



(Though) thick and strong was his 
shield. 

Lochlan wept and so did Innesfail, 

And tears of pity fell from the heroes 
of the Feinn. 

Their bard sung the song of sorrow. 

When was seen the head of the people 
had fallen. 

LAMENT OF THE BIG MAN. 

He was in height the oak of the vale, 

In speed the mountain-eagle, without 
fear, 

In strength, Loda in his rage, 

His strokes pitiless and cureless. 

Oh, early is thy journey to the clouds. 

Too young we deem thy fall, hero. 

Who will tell the tale to the aged? 

Who to thy young wife that thou art 
dead? 



* Innse-faU.— It ia worthy of remark, that the king or ceann-cath of the people of tfaia conntxy ii 
^aUed by his territorial title, while the king or ceann-cath of the Caledonians is simply called by his 
I>n^>er name, like any of his men. 
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Chi mi t-athair fo eithir na h-aoise, 

chi mi t&'yr fo ej'-er na ha-ojse 

Gu faoiQ an dochas ri thigheachd ; 

ga faoyn an dochas ri hi-achd 

A lamh air an t-shleagh 's i air chridh, 

a Ut ayr an tle-a' 's iajr cbri' 

Sa cheann mar chrithean 'n am sine ; 

sa chenn mar chri-en an am sin^ 

Meallaidh gach nial a shuil, 

mellay' gach ni-al a hnyl 

'S e*n duil gu faic e do bhata, 

8 e*n dayl ga fayc o do yata 

Seallaidh a chlann air an lear, 

aell-aj' a chlann ajrr an ISr 

'S chi iad an ceatheach a seala. 

8 chi i-ad an c^-ech a s^o-la 

Crathaidh easan a cheann liadh, 

cra'-aj' esan a ohenn li-a' 

Osna tiamhaidh 'sa ghnuis bronach. 

osna tt-avay' sa jnnys br&nach 

Tha Crimin fo f biamh a ghaire, 

ha criniin fo i-a? a jajrh 

A bmadar bhith air traiffh aM chomhail : 
a bra-adar yi' ayr tray ad cho-ajl 

A bilibh fosgailt a cuir failt ort, 

a bill-iy fosgaylt a cnyr fajlt ort 

'S lamhan sgaoilte gu d' ghlachadb, 

8 lay-an sga-oylte ga d ylachca' 

Och, a bhean-ghaoi], 's faoin do bhruadar ; 
och a ven jaojl 's&ojn do Tru-a-dar 

An t-uasal gu brath cha'n f haic a ; 

an ta-a-8al gn bra' chan aye n 

Fad dhachaidh thuit do ghradh, 

&d yaohay' hoyht do yra' 

An Innse-M fo smal tha mhaise. 

an innse-iayl fb smffl ha yays^ 

Duis^dh t-usa a Chrimine, 

dnysgi' toaa a chrimin^ 

'S chi u gn'n robh t-aisling mealta ; 

8 chi n gnn rov taysh-ling-melta 

Ach c'uin a dhuisgeas a shuain, 

adi cnyn a ynysges a ha-ayn 

An laoch thuit gu'n tuar san arich ? 

an laooh hnyt gnn tn-ar 8an arich 

Outh nan gaothar na benm-figeithe, 

gn' nan ga'oar na beym-8gey-^ 

Chachluinnerleatsa chria-thighfhiurain. 
cha chloynner let 8a chri-a hi' i-nyren 

A shiol na leirge fagaibh an treun, 

a hi-ol na leyrg^ ftgiv an treyn 



I see thy father under the burden of 
years, 

In vain hoping for thy return ; 

His hand on the spear, and it trembling, 

His grey head the aspen in the wind ; 

The clouds deceive him for thy sails, 

And he thinks he sees thy ship ; 

« 
But the youth look over the sea, 

And see the mist sailing. 

He shakes his grey head, 

His sigh pensive, his face sorrowful. 

Crimina smiles in her sleep, 

Dreaming that she is on the shore to 
meet thee : 

Her lips are parted to salute thee, 
Her arms extended to embrace thee. 

Alas! lovely spouse, thy dream is 
fantasy. 

The (thorough) genUeman wilt thou 
never see ! 

Far from home thy love has fallen ; 

In Innesfail, a cloud fell on his beauty. 

Thou shalt awake, Crimina^ 

And see that thy dream was deceitful, 

But when will awake from his slum- 
bers 

The hero who fell pale on the field ? 

The voice of the hounds, or the sound 
of the alarm-giving shield, 

He hears not in his house of clay. 
Race of the sea depart. 
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Oath seamh na maidue cha cbluinn e ; 

gu' se-v Dft mayjrd-ne chA ohlojn e 

Cha dean e air oomhnadb le airm, 

cha dea h ajr oovna le ajrm 

Is coraig nan sleagh cha dtiisg e. 

is oor-ajg nan sle-a' cha ynysg^ 

Beannachd do dh-anam an laoich, 

bennao do jan-am an laoych 

Bu gharg oolg a dol an ghniomh, 

bu )rarg oolag a dol an gut-av 

Ard righ Lochlan, ceann an t-shluaigh ; 

ard ri' kohlan oenn an tln-ay' 

*S ioma ruig a thug a riamh. 

a i-oma rnyg a hng a ri-a? 

Bha airde mar dharaig sa ghleann, 

ya ajide mar yarayg sa jienn 

A laas mar iolair oa'm beann gu'n gheilt, 

a In-asmar i-olajr nam beann gnn jtyh 

A spionna mar Loda na f heirg, 

a spi-ona mar loda na eyrig 

A bhuille ga'n bhaigh ga'n leagheas. 

a Tnylle gun vay gnn le "" 



The mildvoiceof morniDghe hears not; 

He will not assbt you in battle ; 

The conflict of spears will not awake 
him. 

Blest be the soul of the hero, 

Whose aspect was firm when inaction, 

The high king of Lochlan, head of 
the people ; 

Many a victory did he achieve. 

He was in height the oak of the vale ; 

In speed the mountain-eagle, without 
fear; 

In strength, Loda in his rage, — 
His strokes pitiless and cureless. 



The following, being the first duan of the Poem of Temora, by Ossian, is 
called Cathgarva, both in Albin and Erin. I consider it as fair an average 
specimen of Ossian's style, as the foregoing is of the poetry of Ullin and Orran. 
I regret that want of space puts it out of my power to give similar specimens 
from the other ancient bards, especially Carril, the sweetest of them all ; but his 
poems are too lengthy for my space, as the phonetic spelling takes up so much 
room, and adds so greatly to the expense. 



Tha gorm thonna na h-Eirinn an soilse, 

ha gorm honna na hej-rin an aojl-ae 

A beannaibh am boillsge an la, 
a bennajv am bojlsge an la 

Croibh chiara ag aomadh fo ghaoidh, 
enyy dii-ar-a ag aoma' fb jaoj' 

Liath-shruthain a taomadh o chaim ; 
li-a'-m-'ajn a taoma' o cbajm 

Feuch ! da thom aillidh le'n darach uaine, 

fe'ch da hom ayA len daraoh u-ajn^ 

Og aoma mu'n cuairt do chaol-rath, 
og aooM man onajrt do chaol-ra' 

Tha tarruin a chochain ro ghleanndbh. 

ha tarmjn a chochaTn ro ylenniv 

Air bruaich an uilt tha Cairber fein, 
ayr bmayoh an wfh ha oajiiMr fejn 

A shleagh, fo chomas an treun, ri thaobh, 
a W-a' fo chomas an ftrejn ri hoav 



The blue waves of Erin are in light, 

Her mountains in the brightness of 
day; 

Dusky woods waving in the wind. 

Grey streams pouring from rocky 
peaks; 

Behold, two beautiful hillocks with 
their green oaks 

Bending round a narrow vale, 
That draws its streamlet from glena 

On the bank of the bum is Cairber of 
Atha, 

His spear ready by his side ; 
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A dhearg shuil fo ghiorraig, 's e bron. 

a yerag huyl fo yirrayg ae bron 

Dhe-eirich Cormag an anam an righ, 

yejrich oormac an anam an ri' 

Gun chli, is a lot na thaobh. 

gnn chli ia a 16t na baov 

Le f haichte, bba 'n t-og an dubhra, 

le aycbte va^n tog an dnvra 

Fhuil chraobbach a srutha bho cbliabh, 

nyl chrovach a sru'-a vo ohli-av 

Thog Cairber a shleagh tri aairen, 

hog cayrber a le-a' tri nayren 

Tri uairen chuir e f heusag fo laimh ; 

tri n-ayren chnyr e eysag fo layv 

Chaisg e tri uairean a cheuro, 

chayBg e tri n-ayren a clieym 

'S cbrath e ruigh na'm beud gu h-ard. 
8 ohra' e rny nam bSyd gn hard 

Mar niol am fasacb a mor thriath, 

mar ni-ol am fasach a mor ri-a' 

A caocbladb fo'n gbaoidh a dhealbh, 

a caochk' fo*n yaoy' a yel-av 

Na gleannaibh a bron fo*n f hirich, 

na glenniy a bron fo'n irich 

Ma seach fo ghiorraig nam braon. 

ma sech fo yinig nam braon 

Ghabh an righ a mhor anam dha fein, 

yay an ri' a vor anam ya feyn 

Gblac e sleagh nan treun na laimh, 

ylao e sleagh nan treyn na layv 

Thiondaidh e shuil air cul magh Lena, 
hi-onday' e hnyl ayr col ma' lena 

Far a bheil luchd faire nan gorm thonn. 

fu a yeyl lachg fayrrd nan gorm honn 

Thainig iad le'n cenmaibh fo f hiamh, 

baynig i-ad len oeymayv fo i-av 

A coimhead trie air slios an t-shaile : 
a ooyved trie ayr alia an tayl^ 

Dh-aithnich Cairber gu'n d* thainig 
yaynich oayrber gnn daynig 

an righ. 

an ri 

Ghairm e dorchadh na triadh ga laimh. 

yayrm e doroha' na tri-ay' gn layv 

Grad thainig ceum f huaimer nan sonn, 

yrad baynig oeym n-aymer nan aonn 
An ghlas-lannaibh lomadh nan laimhibh. 

an gbua-lannayy loma' nan Ifty'iv 

An sin bha Morla uaibh-riach ciar, 
an tin Ta morla n-ayr-rich d-ar 



His red eye is cowed ; he is in grie£ 

Cormak rises on the soul of the king, 

Feeble, with a wound in his side. 

Half seen, in the shade, is the youth; 

The blood pouring from his bosom. 

Cairber thrice lifted the spear, 

Tlirice stroked his beard with hi» 
hand, 

Thrice checked his (forward) step. 

And shook his deadly arm on high. 

Like a cloud in the desert is the great 
chief. 

Changing its shape in the wind. 

The glens darken below their hills. 

Alternately expecting the shower. 

The king resumed his mighty soul. 

He grasped the spear of heroes in his 
hand. 

He turned his eye on the back of 
Lena's hill. 

Where are placed the watchers of the 
blue waves. 

They approach in the steps of fear. 
Often looking on the face of the sea. 

Cairber knew that the king was come. 



He, darkly, called his warriors to his 
presence. 

Quickly came the resounding steps 
of the warriors, 

With their grey blades bare in their 
hands. 

There was Morla, fierce and swarthy, 
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An sin Dalla le chiobhan sa ghoidh ; 

•D no dalla le ohi-av-aa sa yaf 
Cormar raadh ag aomadh air deagh, 

oormar ra-a' ag oama' ayr sle-a' 

A sealtain o thaobh borb fo gbruaim. 

a seltajrn o hoav borb fo yrn-aym 

B-alluidh do shall chrom a Mhalthuis, 

balloy'' do hujl chrom a yalhays 

Fo f haileas do mhor f haUiraid, 
fo ayles do vor avrajd 

Sheas Foldath mar charraig an sruth, 

h€8 folda' mar charrayg an sni' 

A &Iach fo chothar a dabh^chroth, 

a fakoh fo cho'-ar a yaY-ohni' 

A shleagh f hada mar ghiubhas an 

a Id-a' kSk mar jnyyai an 

trfihleibh, 

tleTv 

A thachras ri doinnean nan spear ; 

a hacfa-ras ri dojnnen nan flpSyr 

A sgiath dearcach le beamibh comhraig ; 

a 8gi-a' dercaoh le beynuY cov-rayg 
A dhearg-shail riamh ga'n f hiamh. 

a yerag-hnyl ri-ar gon i-ar 

lad sin is triath eille ga'n chantas, 

i-ad an is tri-a' ejUe gon chnntas 

Thionail dlath ma righ Eirinn, 

hi-nel din' mn ri' Sjrinn 

Noir thainig fear faire a chaain, 

noyr haynig fer fajrre a cbnjn 

Mor-aineal bho chraach Moilena, 

mor-ajnd to ohm-aoh moilena 

A shailean sealtinn claon o chean, 

a hi^len seltinn daon o ohenn 

A ghath air chrith, ga'n taar a bheul. 

a jn' ayr chri' gun tn-ar a vejrl 

'* An seas triadhaith na h-Eirinn air chnl, 

an see tri-a'-ay na heyiinn ayr chul 

Balbh mar bhadain san oiche chiuin, 
balv mar yadayn san oyohe chnyn 

Na mar gharbh-choille fo mhaig ; 

na mar yarv-choyll^ fo vnyg 

Is Fionnghal air an traigh a boilsge, — 

is fionn-yal ayr an tray' a boylsge 

Fionn is oamhasaiche beam, 

fioon 18 u-ay-asaycb^ beym 
Ard righ nan trean bho shrathaibh 

ard ri' nan treyn yo hra'-iv 

Morbheinn?" 

morreynn 



There Dalla with his locks on the 
wind. 

Bed Cormar bending on his spear, 

Looking sideways from his sarly face. 

Wild was the down-looking eye of 
Malthas, 

Under the shade of his large helmet 
Foldath stood like a rock in the flood. 
With its dark form covered in foam, 
His spear, like a pine of the wold. 



That has often met the storms of the 
sky; 

His shield is marked with the strokes 
of battle ; 

His red eye ever fearless. 

These, and other innamerable chiefs, 

Gathered close roand the king of 
Erin, 

When came the watcher of the sea, 

Moranel, from the height of Moilena, 

His eyes aslant in his head. 

His voice trembling, his lips coloarless. 

*' Stand the chie& of Erin apart. 

Silent as a grove in a cahn night, 

Or like a roagh forest ander a cload ; 

And Fingal on the beach gleaming, 

Fingal of dreadfrd sword-cuts, 

The lofty king of the heroes of Mor- 
ven of streams ?'' 
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^^ Am facadh t-u an gaisgeach nach fann/' 

am faca' tn an gaysh-gech nach fiuin 
Arsa Cairber o spairn a chleibh ; 

ana cajrber o Bpajrn a chlejv 

** A bheil a laoich lionar air an traigh ? 

a T^yl a laojcb It-o-nar ayr an tra-i 

An tog e sleagh comhraig o dheigh, 

an tog e sle-a' cov-rig o yey' 
No'n d' thainig an treun an sith?** 

non d-ajnig an treyn an si' 

''An sith cha d'thainig e, a righ 
an d' cha daynig e a ri' 



'' Hast thou seen the hero that is not 
feeble," 

Said Cairber from his labouring breast ; 

'*Are his warriors numerous on the 
shore? 

* 

Does he advance the battle-spear, 
Or comes the mighty in peace ?'* 
'' In peace he comes not, king of Erin, 



Eirinn, 

ejiion 

Bha roinn a shleagh roi' 'n treun a suas, The point of the spear was before him 



▼a roynn a le-a' rojr an treyn a la-aa 

Mar mhall dhreag* a bhais ag eiridh, 

mar Tall jreg a Taysh ag eyri' 

'S fuil mhiltean a taomadh mu chruaidh. 

8 fhyl Tilten a taoma' ma chray 

B-es' a leum an tus air tir, 

bea a leym an tOa ayr tir 

Laidir fo leadan liadh na h-aois. 

la-dir fo ledan li-a' na haoys 

*S Ian, feitheach, garbh-challapanach an 

'b Ian fey'-eob garv cballa-pan-ach 
righ, 



an 



ri' 



Ach 's eatrom gu'n strith a cheum. 

aoh 8 e-trom gon stri' a oheym 

Air taobh an treun tha chlaidheamh fiar, 

ayr ta-OT an treyn ha cblay-ev fi-ar 

An dara beum a choidh nach iarr ; 

an dara beym a ohoy' nach i-arr 

A sgiath leathan uamhasach na laimh, 

a 8gi-a le'-an n-a-Tas-ach na layv 

Mar chearcal fuileach re 's i Ian, 

mar oher-cal fnyl-ecb re si Ian 

Geiridh gu dana tre stairm. 

gey-ri' gn dana tre stayrm 

Lean Oissian, righ caoin nam fonn, 

len oiasian ri' caoyn nam fonn 

'S mac Mhoimi sonn oscion nan triath. 

8 mao momi sonn os-d-on nan tri-a' 

Leum Oonnal air shleagh o thuinn ; 

leym oonnal ayr le-a' o haynn 

Is Diarmaid donn nan trom chiabh. 

18 di-ar-mid donn nan trom ohi-av' 



on high. 
Like the meteor* of death ascending, 

(Prognosticating) the fall of thousands 
in death. 

He was the first to spring on shore, 

Strong in the grey locks of age. 

FuU, sinewy, brawny-legged is the 
king, 



But light and free are his steps. 

Aslant, on the side of the mighty, is 
the sword 

That never needs to repeat a cat ; 

His broad and dreadful shield on his 

arm, 
Like the bloody circle of the full-orbed 

planet. 
Advancing daringly through the storm. 

Ossian followed, mild king of lays, 

And the son of Momi, a hero above 

chiefs. 
Connal leaped on his spear over the 

waves. 

And brown Diarmid of the heavy 
locks. 



* A meteor which, when seen on any roed leading to a burying-ground. is lupentitioaily aanmied to 
portend the death of eome one, who will ioon be carried on that path to his or her graye. 



Lub Fillean a bhogha le morchub, 
faib filleo a Y&'tk le mor-diojB 

Og shealgair Mhora nan sliabh ; 
og be-hger Toni nan sli-av 

Ach CO sad air ceann Dan trenn, 

aoh 00 sad ayr oenn nan trejm 

Mar gharbh-shiubhal shruth o bheinn ? 

mar jarv-hi-ayal hruf o Tejnn 

Co ach mac Oissean an triath ; 
00 ach mao oiaaean an tri-a' 

Mar bhoisge teine misg a chiabh, 

mar Toysg^ thpih misg a ohi-av 

A leadan fada tha Ian chuach, 

a led-an £i-da ha Ian cha-ach 

Fhabhaid dhubh le chielt' an cruaidh, 

a-ayd jwr le cheylt an criij' 
A lann air ial a trial ri thaobh, 

a lann ayr i-al a tri-al ri hoav' 

A shleagh a siabhal boilsgeadh baoth. 

a le-a' a a-n-val boyl-age' bao' 
Theich mi o gharg shuil an insheoid, 

heych mi o yarg hnjl an te-oyd 

A righ Thighmora is mor cliu." 

a ri' hi -mora if mor di-n 

'' Teich usa, fhir dhonadh, gu*n 

teyoh usa ir yona' gun 

fheum," 

eym 

Ana Foldath, gruamach am feirg ; 

arM fid-da' gm-am-adi am feyrig 

** TeichHsa gu d' liath-shmthaibh f hein, 

dych-aa ga d' li-a'-hm'ayy heyn 

AnAnfiAJn is goinne, is meirg an diamhair. 

an-am-aynis g5ynn^ is meyrig an di-var 

Nach fiacar linn an t-Oscar donn ? 

nach fiu>-ar linn an toe-car donn 

Chmmaic mise an triath an comhraig. 

ofannn-io mis an tri-a' an coT-rayg 

An cmmart, dheth na trein tba'n sonn ; 

an onnnart ye' na ireyn ban eonn 

Ach 's iomadh sleagh is sonn an Eirinn. 

ach ei-oma' sle-a' is eonn an eyiinn 

A righ Thighmora nan ard chraobh, 

a ri' hi' -mora nan ard ohra-ov 

Leig dhomhsa tachairt ris an t-sheod ; 

leyg yoYsa taoh-ayrt rie an te-od 

Is caisgidh mi 'n sruth mor na dheann. 

if caye-gi' min sru' mor na yenn 

Ma shleagh tha nighte am foil, 
ma le-a' ha ni'-te am fayl 
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Fillan bent with pride his bow, 
The youthful hunter of Moru of wolds. 



But who is he that is at the head of 
the hosts. 

Moving impetuous as a spate from the 
hills? 

Who but the son of Ossian, the hero ; 

Glowing amid his locks 

His long hair is full of curls 

His black helmet half hid in steel, — 

His sword is restless on his side, 

His eager spear gleams wickedly. 

I fled from the fierce eye of the hero, 

King of Temora of great renown." 

'' Fly, then, mannikin unfit for 
deeds," 

Said Foldath, fix)wning and wrathful ; 

" Fly thou to thy own grey streams. 

Scant soul, and rust in secret 

Have I not seen this Oscar ? 

I have seen the hero in battle. 

In danger he is of the mighty ; 

But J;here are many spears and heroes 

in Erin. 
King of Temora of lofty woods, 

Let me meet the hero ; 

I will stop this mountain spate in its 

speea. 
My spear has been washed m blood, 
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'S tha mo sgiath mar bhalla Thuradh." 

8 ha mo sgi-a' mar valla har-a' 

''An coinnich Foldath na aonar na 

an ooymi-ioh fol-da' na o-anar na 

daimh?" 

da-iv 

Arsa Malthas Da fabhrad ciar ; 

ana mal-thas na faT-rad ci-ar 

'' Nach 'eil iad cho laidir air an traigh 

nach ej\ i-ad cho layd-ir ayr an tra-i 

Ri co-thional garbh-shmth nan sliabh ? 

ri oo-hinal gary-hrn' nan sli-av 

Nach iad sud na trein thag baaidh 

nach i-ad and na trejn hog bnj' 

Thair Suaran nan cmaidh-bhenm, 

hajr sn-ar-an nan cray'-yeTm 

Noir ghabh sHochd Eirinn an ruaig ? 

noyr y&v shliochd ejrinn an rn-ayg 

'S an tachair Foldath ri'n corr-threun ? 

san tachayr fol-da' rin oorr-hreyn 

A chridhe bhosdail is ciar beus, 

a chri-e' vosdayl is ci-ar beys 

Gabh spionnadh diuthach an t-Iuai^h, — 
gav spi-onn-a' dln'-ach an Un-ajr 

Gabh Malthas maille ri threan. 

gav malthas mayll^ ri hreynn 

Bha mo chlaidheamh le beumaibh ruadh, 

va mo chla'-ev le beym-eyv rn-a' 

Ach CO a chualadh gu fear mo ghath ?** 

ach 00 a chn-al-a' gu fi-ar mo yn' 

" A shliochd Eirinn is uaine raon," 

a hli-ochd eyrinn is n-ayne roan 

Thuirt triath Chlaonrath nan caoin 

hnyrt tri-a' chlaon-ra' nan ca-oyn 

shmth, 

hm' 

'' Na cluinneadh Fion air briaraibh faoin ; 

na daynnd' fi-onn ayr bri-arayv fa-oyn 

Na biodh solas air naimhdean an diugh, 

na bi-o' solas ayr nayv-den an di-n' 

A cair spionnadh nan laimh san tir. 

a onyr spi-onna' nan layv san tir 

'S trenn sibh fein a shiol na'm blar, 

stieyn siv feyn a hi-ol nam blar 

Mar ghaillen o ghair a chaain, — 

mar yayllen o yayr a chn-ayn 

Mar stairm a thachrais ri sgeir aird, 
mar stayrm a haoh-ris ri sgeyr ayrd 

A bheir a coille gu lar 'o cruaich ; 
a veyr a choyll^ ga lar o ohm-aych 



My shield is like the wall of Tora." 

"Will Foldath alone meet the 
strangers ?" 



Said Malthas of the dun helmet ; 

'' Are they not as strong on the shore 

As the congregated waters of the 
wolds ? 

Are not these the mighty who con- 
quered 

Swaran of hardy sword-cuts, 

When the race of Erin fled ? 

And will Foldath meet their sorpasang 
hero? 

Man of the boasting heart and dusky 
deeds, 

Take the united strength of the 
people, — 

Take Malthas and his warriors. 

My sword with strokes has been red, 

But who has heard from me crooked 
words ?" 

" Race of Erin of green hills," 

Said the chief of Clonrath of mQd 
streams, 



'* Let not Fingal hear your words vain ; 

Let not the enemy rejoice to-day. 

And be stren^ened in the land (by 
your divisions.) 

Mighty are ye, race of battles. 

As a storm on the roaring sea, — 

A storm that meets a lofty sea-rockj 

Or tears forests from the breasts of 
mountains ; 
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Ach glaniseadh mid nar neart ga leir, 

ach glays-e' mid nar nert gu leyr 
Mall mar mhor cho-thional nial, 

mall mar vor cho-henal ni-al 

Bidh georrag air sar mhac nam bemn, 

bi' girrag ayr sar vac nam beym 

Is taitidh a sUeagh gn'n fhenm *o'q 

ia tnyti' a hle-a' gnn eym on 

triadh. 
tri-a' 

^ Chi dmi dnbh nial a bhais,* 

chi sinn day ni-al a yayia 

Their iad, is failas a fas m' an tuar. 

heyr i^ is faylas a &s man tn-ar 
Bidh bron air Fionn aosda na baigh, 

bi' bron ayr fi-onn aos-da na bay' 

8a chlinasjoladh airtraigh gn'n bhuaidh: 

sa cbli-u a si-ol-a' ayr tray' gun vn-ay' 

Cha*n fhaicear a Morbhein cemn an 

ehao ayo-er a mor-veynn ceym an 

triath, 
tri-a' 

'S bidh coineach na 'm bliadhnadh an 

a bi' coynech nam bH-an-a' an 

Selma." 

selma 

An samhchair dh-eisd Cairber madh, 

an say-chir yeysd oerber m-a' 

Mar dfanth-nial nan stnadh air laon, — 

mar yu' -ni-al nan sta-a' ayr raon 

Nial a sheasas dorch air Cromleac, 

ni-al a besas dorch ayr crom-lec 

Gns am brist dealan a thaobL 

gas am brist dellan a haov 

Laiseaidh gleanna ri boilsge nan speur, 

lays-i' glenna ri boilsge nan speyr 
Bidh tannais gu'n fhenm fo sholas. 

bi' tann-ayshgun eym fo hol-as 

Mar sin an samhchair sheas an righ, 

roar sin an say-chir hes an n' 

Oos 'n do ghluais le bri^h a ghuih : 
gas n do ylu-aysh le bn' a yu' 

" Sgaoilear a chuirm air Moilena ; 
sgoyler a chayrm ayr moilena 

Thi^eadh mo cheud bard a nalL 

hige' mo cheyd bard a nail 

ODa, nan ciabh dubh-roadh, eirich, 
oUa nan ci-ay day-m-a' ey-rich 

Gabh clarsach ri^h Eirinn a'd laimh ; 
gay clarsach n' eyrinn ad la-iy 



But let us move in combined strength, 

Slowly as a great gathering of clouds, 

So shall fear fall on the surpassing 
son of the sword, 

And the spear fall deedless firom his 
hand. 



' We see the dark cloud of death,* 

They will say, while a shade spreads 
over their faces. 

Sorrow will overtake Fingal the com- 
passionate and aged. 

While his fame xnelte away without 
Victory : 

In Morven will not be seen the steps 
of the hero. 



The mess of years will cover Selma." 



Bed Cairber listened in silence, 

Like a dark cloud, from the waves, on 
the heath, — 

A cloud that stands darkly on Cromla, 

Until the lightning breaks from its 
side. 

The glens are lighted by the flash, 

And deedless spirits under rejoicing. 

Thus in silence stood the king. 

Until his voice was heatd significantly : 

'' Spread the feast on Moilena ; 

Approach my hundred bards* 

Bise, OUa of the dark-brown locks, 

Take the harp of Erin's king in thy 
hand; 
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Siubhail gu Oscar nan lann, 

si-UY-ayl gu oscar nan lann 

^S thoir cuire dha gu fleagh an ri^h. 

8 hojr cuyre ya gu fle-a' an n! 

An diugh biodh cuinn is fonn sa ghleann, 

an di-u' bi-o' cujrm ia fonn sa ylenn 

A maireach bristear linn na sleaigh. 

a mayrech brister linn na ale-ay' 

Innis gu'n d' thog mi suas 
innia gun d hog mi su-aa 

Uaigh Chathail fo luaidh na'm bard. 

u-ay' cha'-ayl fo lu-ay' nam bard 

Thug mi charaid truagh do'n gbaoith. 

hug mi charid tru-a' don yaoy' 

Innis dha gu'n chualas mu'n bhuaidh 

innia ya gun chu-al-aa mun vu-ay' 

A choisinn e aig fuar-shruth Charuinn. 

a choysin e ayg fu-ar-hru' charuynn 

Cha'n f haic mi ^n so mo bhrathair 
chan aye min ao mo vra'yr 

treun, 
treyn 

Cha* neil Cathmor le cheudaibh ri'm 

cha-neyl ca'-mor le cheydayy rim 

thaobh, 
ha-oY 

Tha air lamhan gann fo airm. 

ha ayr lavan gann fo ayrm 

*S namhaid Cathmor do strith nam fleagh, 
8 nay-id ca'-mor do atri' nam fle-a' 

Tha anam mor mar dhearsadh greine ; 

ha anam mor mar yeraa' greynn^ 

Ach bristeaidh Cairber sleagh ri Oscar, 
ach briat-i' cerber ale-a' ri oscar 

A thriathaidh Thighmora, air comhnard 
a hri-a'-ay' hi-mora ayr cov-nard 

Lena. 

lena 

Labhair e dana ma Chathul, 

lavayr e dana ma cha'-ul 

*S tha manam a lasadh le feirg. 
a ha manam a lasa' le feyrig 

Tuitidh Oscar air Moilena, 

tuyti' oacar ayr moylena 

'S eiridh na f huil mo chliu." 
B eyri' na uyl mo chli-a 

Shoilsich solas an aghaidh nan treun, 
hoylaich Bolaa an a'-ay^ nan treyn 

Is sgaoil iad misg crianach Moilena. 
i> sgoyl i-ad miag cri-aynach moylena 



Go to Oscar of swords. 

Invite him to the king's feast. 

To-day we will have a banquet in the 
glen, 

To-morrow we will break spears. 

Tell him that I raised on high 

The tomb of Cathul amid the songs 
of bards. 

I have given his poor friend to the 
wind. 

Tell him that I heard of the victory 
He gained at the cold stream of Carron. 
I see not here my mighty brother, 



Cathmor and his hundreds are not 
with us, 



And our hands are few in war. 



Cathmor is a foe to convicts at feasts, 

His great soul is all sunshine ; 

But Cairber will break a spear against 
Oscar, 

Chiefs of Temora, on the plain of Lena 



He spoke daringly of Cathul, 

And my soul is kindled with indig- 
nation. 

Oscar shall fall on Moilena, 

And my &me rise from his fall.*' 

Joy glowed in the faces of the 
warriors. 

They spread themselves among the 
coppice of Moilena. 
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la cuirm is slige ga deasachadh shuas, 

a cuyrm is slig^ ga desacha' ha-as 

nn nan clar 's nan dnan ag eiridh. 

im Dan clar s nan da-an ag eyri' 

ila triathaidh Shelma an solas, 

1-a tri-a'-ay' helma an solaa 
aoil Cathmor corr gu'n d'thainig, 

ftoyl ca'-mor corr gun dajn-ig 

mor corr, ceann-uidhe Dan daimh, 

Qor corr cenn-uy' nan day? 

iiair Chairber nan ruadh chiabh ; 

lyr cayr-ber nan m-a' chi-av 

bu choimeas an da anam. 
bu choymes an da anam 

solus nan spear an nchd Chatbmoir. 

solos nan speyr an uchd cha'-moyr 

h-Atha na'm bruacb, a thuir ard, 

ya'-a nam bruach a huyr ard 

seachd aisereann a sine, 
sechd ayseren a sin^ 

r gach aisi'e bard na sheasaibb, 
r gach aysh-re bard na hesayy 

ireadh dhaimh do thalla na fial ; 
njrh yayv do halla na fi-al 

shuidh Catbmor an uaigneas, 

hay' ca'-mor an u-ayg-nes 

ichnadh bhi ag eisteacbd ri chlin. 
dch-na' vi ag eyst-achd ri chli-u 

iainnig Olla ruadh le dhain. 
aynig olla ru-a' le yayn 

etis Oscar gu^n dail gu cuirm, 

B oscar gun dayl gu cuyrm 

i ceud gaisgeach, ri laimb, 

i ceyd gaysgech ri layy 

jona nan lan-sbruth gorma, 
lena nan lan-hru' gorma 

bh-choin a leum san fhraoch, 
a'-choyn a leym san .raoch 

!*n garbh-chonas a sgaoile tball. 
yarv-chonas a «goyle hall 

naic Fionn an sonn a trial, 

layc fi-onn an sonn a tri-al 

lit anam an treun fo bhron, 
yt anam an treyn fo yron 

ihinteach ma Chairber cealgach, 
hinntech ma chayrber ce-la-gach 

luaintean fiar misg cuirm is oil. 
muynten fi-ar misg cuyrm is oyl 



The feast and the shell are preparing 
above, 

And the sound of harps and lays 
ascending. 

The chiefs of Selma heard the re- 
joicing. 

And thought that Cathmor had ar- 
rived, 

Cathmor the surpassing, the host of 
strangers. 

The brother of red-haired Cairber ; 

But unlike were their two souls. 

The light of heaven was in the bosom 
of Cathmor. 

To Atha of banks where (rises) his 
high turrets, 

Seven passes (ravines) lead, 

And on each pass a bard is placed. 

To invite strangers to the social hall ; 

But Cathmor kept aloof from the 
(fulsome) voice of praise. 

To avoid listening to his fame. 

Bed Olla came with his lays. 

Oscar went without hesitation to the 
feast, 

With three hundred warriors in his 
train. 

Through Lena of blue and ample 
streams. 

His grey dogs bounding through the 
heather 

And the strong gorse of the wold. 

Fingal saw the hero departing, 

And his soul sunk in grief, 

Uncertain of Cairber the treacherous, 

And his oblique thoughts at the feast 
and the drinking. 
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Thog mo mhac sleagh Chonnaic na My son carried the spear of Cormak 



hog mo Tec sle-a' chormayc na 

laimh ; 
la-iy 

Bba cead baird a seinn air sliabh, 
▼a ceyd bayrd a sejiiD ajrr sli-av 

Ach cheil Cairber am bas bba snamh 
ach cheyl cayrber am bas va soav 

Fo dhabhradh san am, na chliabh. 

fo yuvra' san am na chli-av 



in his hand ; 



There were a hmidred bards singing 
on the wold, 

But Cairber concealed the death that 
was swimming 

In the dark thoughts of his bosom. 
The feast is spread, the shells sound, 



Fleagh tha sgailte, sligean a fuaim, 

fle-a' ha sgayltfe slegen a fa-aym 

*S eudain an t-shluagh an solus dealrach : And the faces of the people are in a 
8 eydayn an tluy' an solos delrach blaze of light : 

Ach chitear solus* mall is fann But a light* slow and faint is seen 

ach chiter solos mall is £mn 

A dearsadh fada thall air Lena, 

a dersa' fieuia hall ayr lena 

Sa cheann dearg le-chleite an dorchas. 
sa chenn derag le-chleyte an dor-chas 

Dh-eirich Cairber thall an airm, 

yeyrich cayrber hall an ayrm 

*S dubhradh a bhais na ghruaidh. 
B davra' a yaysh na yni-ay' 

Chaisg fonn chlarsaichean/ian teud, 

chaysg fonn chlarsaychen nan teyd 

Chualas screadan nan sgiath m'an cuairt 
chu-al-as scredan nan sgi-a' man cu-ayrt 

Fada thall air uchd an t-shleibh, 

fJEMia hall ayr ochd an tleyv 

Thog OUa dubh-ruadh guth a bhroin. 
hog olla day-m-a' go' a vroyn 

Dh-aithnich Oscar comhara bhais : 

yay'nich oscar covara yays 

Ghluais is ghlachd gu'n dail a shleagh. 
ylo-ays is ylachd gun dayl a le-a' 

" Oscair," arsa Cairber ruadb, 

oscayr arsa cayrber ru-a' 

"Tha mi faicean sleagh buaidh na 

ha mi iaycen sle-a' bu-ay' na 
h-Eirinn, 

heyrinn 



Afar on Moilena, 

With its red head half hid in the 
darkness. 

Cairber started opposite in arms, 

The darkness of death on his cheek. 

The tuneful sound of the harp ceased, 

And the harsh sound of shields was 
heard. 

At a distance, on the breast of the 
hiU, 

Dark-red Olla raised the song of 
lamentation. 

Oscar knew the sign of death : 

He rose in haste, and seized his arms. 

" Oscar,*' said red-haired Cairber, 

'' I see the spear of victorious Erin 
in thy hand. 



Sleagh f hada Thighmora nan stuadh, 

sle-f? ada hi' -mora nan stu-a' 



A boillsgeadh a t-laimh noir dh-eiricL 
a boylsga' at layy noyr yeyrich 

A mhic Morbhein nan coiltean ciar, 
a yic mor-yeynn nan ooylten ci-ar 

* Soe a prerioos note on the death-meteor. 



The long spear of Timora of waves. 
Shining in thy hand, when thou arose. 
Son of Morven of dusky woods, 
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Sleagh dhnchais nan cead ri^h, 

sle-a' yuchays nan ceyd n' 

Bas an etrith do thrcin 'o shean ; 

bas an stri' do hr^yn o hen 

Geil i, a mhic Oissian, gu*n spairn, — 
geyl i a vie oyshen gun spaym 

Greil i do Chairber nan carabad." 

geyl i do cayrber nan carabad 

" An geil mi," f hreagair an treun, 

an geyl mi regayr an treyii 

*^ Sleagh ri Eirinn na'm beim cruaidh ; 

sle-a' ri eyrinn' nam beym cruy' 

An trshleagh a thug Cormac dhomh fein, 

an tle-a' a hug cormac yoY feyn 

Noir sgap sin a naimhdean 'o thuath ? 

noyr sgap sin a nayvden o hu-a' 

Thainig mi gu talla na feile, 

haynig mi gu talla na feyl^ 

Noir theich iad 'o Fhionn na'm buadh. 

noyr heych i-ad o i-onn nam bu-a' 

Dh-eirich solas an aghaidh na h-oige ; 

yeyrich solas an ^5^' na hoyg-& 

Chuir e'm laimh sleagh Tbi^hmora 

chuyr em layy sle-a' himora 

Cha d'thug e i do lag fo dhoruin, — 

cha d hug e i do log fo yoruyn 

Do dh-anam ni basd gu'n ghniomh. 

do yanam ni basd gun yni-ov 

Cha^n eagal dhomhsa do ghruaim, 

chan egal yov-se do yruym 

Cha theine bais do shuil dhomh fein : 

cha heyn^ bays do huyl yov feyn 

A Cairber cuir giorrag air traill, — 
a chayrber cuyr giorag ayr trayl 

Tha anam Oscar mar charraig/' 

ha anam oscayr mar charrayg 

" Geil dhomsa an t-shleagh gu'n dail/' 

geyl yoYsa an tle-a' gun dayl 

Thuirt Cairber, is ardan ag eiridh, 
hnyrt cayrber is ard-an ag eyri' 

" Bheil t-f hocail morchuiseach ard, 

▼eyl tocayl morchuyshech ard 

bhith air traigh na 

ayr tra-i na 



vi' 



Chionn Fionn 

chi-onn fi-onn 

h-Eirinn, 

h^yrinn 

Fionnghal nan leadan liadh, 

ii-onnyal nan ledan li-a' 

chailltean ciara na Morbhcann ? 
o chaylten d-ara na morvenn 



It is the hereditary spear of the first 
kings, 

The death, in conflicts of heroes of old ; 

Yield, son of Ossian, without a struggle, 

Yield it to Cairber of the cara" 

** Shall I yield," answered the hero, 

** The spear of the kings of Erin of 
hard strokes, — 

The spear given bj Cormac to myself, 

When we scattered his foes from the 
north? 

I came to the hospitable mansion, 

When they fled before victorious 
Fingal ; 

Joy arose in the face of the youth : 

He placed in my hand the spear of 
Timora. 

Nor did he give it to the feeble and 
helpless. 

Nor to the little soul who boasts with- 
out deeds. 

Thy frown is no terror to me, 
Nor thine eye the fire of death. 
Cairber, frighten thralls, — 
The soul of Oscar is like a rock." 



»» 



" Yield, on the instant, the spear, 
Said Cairber, his rage arising. 
** Are thy words so big and lofty, 



Because Fingal is on the shore of 
Erin, 



Fingal of the grey locks. 

From the dusky woods of Morven ? 
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Bha chogadh riamli ri doine farm ; 

va choga' ri-av ri doyn^ fann 

Ach tbigeadh e nail gu Cairber ! 
ach hig-e' e nail gu cayrber 

Mar f haileas a snamh an gleann, 

mar ay-lis a snay an glenn 

Na ceatbacb a leugbadb a fasacb, 

na ce'-ach a le -a' a fas-ach 

Aomaidb e gu*n cbliu o Atha." 

aomay' e gun chli-u o a'-ha 

"Na'm biodh a fear thog beum air 

nam bi-o' a fer hog beym ayr 

fann, 
fann 

A tarruin a loin air Cairber, 

a tarruyn a loyn ayr cayrber 

Bbeiridh e Eirinn uaine nan gleann 

v^yr^' e Syrinn uyn^ nan glenn 

Air son sabbalath 'o laimh an ri^b. 

ayr son sayala' o layv an ri' 

Na labbair ma Fbionn a Cbairber, 

na layayr ma i-oon a cayrber 

Tog do sgiatb 's do cblaidbcamb riumsa. 
tog do 8gi-a' 8 do chlayey ri-umsa 

An spionnadb tbeagaibb gu'n coimcas 

an spi-onn-a' liegayy gun coy m- as 

sinne ; 

sinn^ 

Acb tba rigb na Morbbeann cliutacb, — 

ach ha ri' na mor-yenn di-u-taoh 

Ceannard flatbail nan ard tbriatb/' 

oenuard fla'-ayl nan ard ri-a' 

Chunnaic an cairdean maraon, 

ohnnnio an cayrden maroan 
Dubhradb ag eiridb nan gbruaidbean, 

dayra' ag Syri' nan groay'-cn 

Dh-aom iad an combair a cbeile. 

yoam i-ad an oovayr a cheyl^ 

An suilean laiste, an ceumaibb du- 

an saylen layst^ an oeym-ayy du- 

aicbnidb. 

ayoh-ni' 

Leum-daidbean 'o mbile alios, 

leym chlay'-en o yi-le slis 

Cbaisg 011a na fios a fonn, — 

olla na fis a fonn 



He ever fougbt against tbe feeble ; 

But let bim come to meet Cairber ! 

Like a sbadow swimming in a glen. 

Or like mist melting away in tbe 
desert, 

He will incline, witbout fame, from 
Atba." 

" If be wbo made war on tbe feeble 



Were to draw bis sword on Cairber, 

He would give green Erin witb its 
glens, 

To escape tbe band of tbe king. 
Speak not, Cairber, of Fingal ; 
Bise tby sbield and sword against me. 
Our strengtb may, perbaps, be equal, 



But tbe king of Morven is famed. 
As bead cbief, among exalted heroes.'' 



Olla ruadb na'm brosnacbadb dana ; 
olla m-a nam broB-micha' dana 

Cbritb anam Oscair le solas, 
chri' anam oocayr le solas 



Tbeir friends alike saw 



Darkness growing on tbeir cheeks. 

Tbey bent toward one another ; 

Tbeir eyes flashing, their steps 
threatening : 



Swords sprang from a thousand thighs. 
Olla, the prophetic, ceased the song. 
Bed Olla, of daring war-songs ; 
The soul of Oscar swelled 
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Leis an t-sholas ba glina do'n triath, 

lejB an tolas ba jna don tri-a' 

Noir bhuail com-caismachd an righ. 

DOjr vnyl oorn-oajs-mao an ri' 

Mar thuinn a taomadh air traigh gu'n 

mar huynn a taoma ayr tray' gun 

fhuaim, 
njm 

Mu'n cluinnear gairich cuain fo ghaoidh, Before is heard the roar of the sea 



With joy, — the joy the hero used to 
feel 

When the boss of alarms was struck 
by the king. 

As waves pour noiselessly on the 
shore, 



man daynner gayridi cayn fo yaoy 

Thional mu Chairber a shluagh, 

hi-o-nd mn diayrber a h-la-a' 



Samhach dorcha, dur is baoth ; 
•ayadi dordia dor is bao 

A nighean Thoscair, c*iume do dheoir ? 

a ni'en hosgayr diayro^ do ye-oyr 

Cha do thuit an triath nach faoin ; 

dia do hayt an tri-a' nadi faoyn 

'S iomadh has a dh-iadh mu'n tor, 

d-oma' baa a yi-a' man tor 

Ma*n d'aom a fear corr air a thaobh. 

man daom a fer corr ayr a haov 

Faic iad a tuite roimh 'n triath, 

&LJC i-ad a tuyt^ loyy n tri-a' 

Mar choille air sliabh san f hasach, 

mar choylle ayr sli-av san aaach 
Noir thig taibhse nan sian na f heirg, 

noyr hig tayvs^ nan si-an na eyr-ig 

A chuir giorraig air cloinn na h-airidh, 

a diayr girrayg ayr cloynn na hayri' 

A glachdadh baraibh nan crann, 

a glac-a' barayv nan crann 

'S ga'n Qgaradh le neart gu lar. 

sgan agara le nert gu lar 
Thuit Morla 's Mathronan fo bhas, 

hayt morla a ma'-ronan fo vaa 

Dh-aom Conachair gu lar na f huil, 

yaom chonachayr gu lar na uyl 

Theich Cairber 'o lain an t-shair, 
heych cayrber o layn an tayr 

6a f halach fein san dubhrodh, 

ga alach feyn sun duvra' 

Air culabh cloichc nan cruth crom. 
ayr culav cloych nan cru' crom 

'N sin thog e gu diamhair an tnshleagh, 

'n sin hog e gu di-avayr 



an 



tle-a' 



under the wind, 
Gathered his people round Cairber, 

Silent, dark, obstinate, wicked. 

Daughter of Toscar, why that tear ? 

The hero did not fall helplessly. 

Many deaths encompassed the hill. 

Before the surpassing man leaned on 
his side. 

Behold how they fall before the hero. 

Like the forest of the wold, 

When the spirit of the (embattled) 
elements. 

To frighten the children of the shiel- 
ing, 
Seizes on the lofty tops of the trees. 

And dashes them violently to the 
ground. 

Morla and Mathronan fell dead ; 

Conacher slowly bent down in his 
blood, — 

Cairber fled from the blade of the hero, 
And hid himself in the shade, 
Behind the stone of bending ghosts.* 
There he lifted the spear in secret. 



• The wonhipping altar, or pillar of the Ck>thic clans, is always called the stone of benduig g^oet by 
Ossian. This battle most therefore have been fouglit in the territory of the southern or Gothic clans of 
Ireland. 
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Is Lhuail nimhacl i 'n taobh Oscair. 

is vuyl niv-el i'n tuov oscayr 

Thuit an gaisgeacb air a glun, 

huyt on gaysgach ayr a ylan 

A sgiath fo uillin, a shieagh na laimh ; 

a Bgi-a fo uyllin a hle-a' na la-iv 

Faic Cairber na shine 'san smuir, 

fayc cayrber na hiue san smuyr 

Bar geur na cruaidh chaidh tre cheann, 
bar geyr na cruay' chay tre chenu 

Is sgoilt an ruadh-cbiabh air a cbul. 

is sgoylt an ru-a'-chi-av ayr a chul 

Mar charraig a bristeadh bho shh'abh 

roar charr-ayg a brista' vo li-ay 

crom, 
crom 

Thuit an sonn bu dorchadh gniomh. 

huyt an sonn bu dorcha' gni-av 

Noir chrathas Eirinn uain i fein, 

noyr chra'-as eyrinn uyn^ i feyn 

bheinn gu beinn 's o mhuir gu muir : 
o veyn gu beyn 's o vfiyr gu mfiyr 

Cha'n eirich Oscar donn a choidh ! 

chan eyrich oscar donn a choy' 

Tha e ag aoma ri taic a sgeithe, 

ha e ag aoma ri tayc a sgey-'e 

Is sleagh nan ceud has na laimh. 

is sle-a' nan ceyd bas na layy 

Sheas Eirinn thall air an t-shliabh, 
hes eyrinn hall ayr an tli-av 

Le fuim mar mhonbhar nan snith ; 

le fuym mar vonvar nan sru' 

Fhreager Lena nan cruth fo'n ceum. 
reger lena nan cm' fon ceym 

Chuala Fionnghal thall an toirm, 
chu-ala fi-onnyal hall an toyrm 

Ghlac e sleagh Shelma nam beiim, 

ylac 6 sle-a' helma nam beym 

Sgaoil a cheum ri uchd an t-shleibh. 
sgoyl a cheym ri uc an tleyv 

Gu broin a taomadh o bheul : 

gu broyn a to-ama' o veyl 

" Cluinneam iargail is comhrag, 

cluynnam i-argayl is cov-rag 

Tha Oscar na oanar sa bhlar ; 

ha oscar na o-anar sa vlar 

Gluaiseabh f hearaibh na Morbheann, 

glu-aysev erayy na mor-venn 

'S buailibh an comhnadh a lainn.'' 

8 buyliv an covna' a laynn^ 



And struck it fiercely into the side of 
Oscar. 

The hero fell on his knee, 

His shield under his elbow, his spear 
in his hand. 

Lo ! Cairber, stretched in the dust ; 

The sharp point of the steel went 
through his head, 

And split the red locks behind. 
Like a rock falling from the cliff, 



Fell the hero of dark deeds, 

When green Erin shakes herself. 

From mountain to mountain and sea 
to sea. 

Brown-haired Oscar will never rise! 

He is leaning down on his shield, 

With the spear of a hundred deaths 
in his band. 

Erin stood aloof on the wold, 

With a noise like the murmur of 
streams ; 

Lena of ghosts answered to their steps. 

Fingal heard the distant sounds ; 

He seized the deadly spear of Selma. 

He stretched his steps against the 
breast of the wold, 

The voice of sorrow bursting from 
his mouth : 

** I hear the sound of conflict, — 
Oscar is alone in battle : 
Move, men of Morven, 
And strike in aid of his sword." 
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Bu luadh mo cheum ris an raoD, 
bu lu-a' mo chejm ris an raon 

Learn Fillan thair fraoch Moilena, 

lejm fillan hayr fraoch moyleoa 

Na neart ghluis Fonnghal Dach faoin : 

na nert yli^sh fionn-yal nach faoyu 

B-namhain an dealradh bha 'g eiridh, 
ba-avajn an delra' va geyri' 

O'n sgeith air guaillin an laoich ; 
on Bgey ayr gu-aylin an laoych 

Cbnnnaic siol Eirinn fada thall, 

channayc ai-ol eyrinn fada hall 

Dealradh mall 'o cheann na leir^, 

delra' mall o chenn na Ifeyrig 

Dh-aithnich iad nach d'eirich gann, 

yaynich i-ad nach deyrich gann 

Bigh nan lann na-throm f heirg. 

ri' nan lann na r5m eyr-ig 

Bba'm has ag iadhadh mall mu smu- 

▼am baa ag i-a-ya' mall ma smu- 

aintibh. 
ayn-tiv 

Bainig sinne ; bhuail sin comhraig ; 

raynig tinn^ vuyl sin cov-rayg 

Chaisg triathaibh na h-Eirinn air cursa ; 

ohaysg tri-a'y-iv na heyrion ayr caraa 

Ach noir thainnig an righ na neart, 

aoh noyr hayn-ig an ri' na ne-art 

Chlisg an cridhe bu danaidh bho chruaidh. 

chlisg an eri'-^ ba danay' vo chm-ay 

Theich iad 'o chrua9chaibh Moilena, 

bcych i-ad o obra-ach-ayv moylena 

Am bas a beumadh nan maig. 

am has a b§ym-a' nan m-ayg 

Fhaair sinn Oscar air a sgeith, 

ba-ayr sinn oecar ayr a sgey' 

Fhiol ag iadhadh ma thaobL 
ayl ag i-a'-ha' ma haov 

Trom iomaguin laidh air na treadha ; 

trom i-oma'-gnyn lay' ayr na tri-a-^ 

A tiondadh an curaobh fo dheoir. 

a ti-onda' an cnlav fo yoyr 

Bha'n righ a ceiltein a dheur fein, 

yan ri' a oeyltayo a yeyr ieyn 

Sa ghaoth 'o'n bhein na fhiasaig leidh. 
sa yao' on yeyn na i-as-ayg ley' 

Dh-aom oscion an oig laoich 

yaom os-ci-on an oyg laoyoh 

Le guth broin *8 le oenadh chianael. 
le ga' broyn s le oena' chi-a-nel 



Swift were my steps on the hill ; 

Fillin cleared the heath of Moilena 
in bounds. 

In his strength advanced Fingal the 
hero: 

Dreadful was the glare emitted 

From the shield aloft on his shoulder. 

The race of Erin saw, at a distance, 

The slow gleam at the bend of the 
shore. 

And knew that arose, not unequal, 

The king of swords in his anger. 

Their deaths were swimming calmly 
in bis thoughts. 



We reached ; we struck in the conflict 

Erin stopped our course ; 

But when the king came in his might, 

Shrunk the heart most daring under 

steel. 
They fled from the heights of Moilena, 

Death striking in their rear. 

We found Oscar on his shield, 

His blood flowing around him. 

Heavy anxiety lay on the chiefs ; 

They turned their backs in tears. 

The king was concealing his own tears. 

The mountain breeze in his white 

beard. 
He bent over the young hero 

With a grieving voice and a pensive 
sigh. 
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N do thuit Oscar sar nan lann, 

*a do hayt oscar sar nan lann 

A meadhain astair dhealraich fein ! 

a me'-ayn aa-tayr yeirajch feyn 

Tha cridhe na h-aoise fo spairn, 
ha on'-h na haojs fo spajin 

A faicain na'm buaidh nach d'thainig 

a faycin nam buy' nach dayn-ig 

do'n treun, — 

do'n treyn 

Na blair a thigheadh a nail, 

na blayr a hig-a' a nail 

'S a ghearradh gu gann o chliu* 

sa yerra' gu gann o ohliu 

C'uin a dh-eires solas an Selma ? 

cuyn a jeyres solas an selma 

C'uin a ghluaises bron a Morbhein ? 

cnyn a yinyses bron a morveynn 

Mo chlann thuit 'o am gu am ; 

mo chlann hnyt o am gn am 

Biodh Fionn an deireadh a shliochd ! 

bi-o' fii-onn an deyr^' a hlic 
Mo chliu siolaidh sios ^o luaidh, 

mo chli-a si-olay' si-os o lu-ay' 

Bidh m'aois fo thruaighe gu'n cbairdean. 

bi' maoys fo hm-ay' gon ohayrden 

Mar nial do cheo am thalla fein, 

mar ni-al do che-o am halla feyn 

Cha chluinn mi tuille ceum mic, 

cha chloynn mi tuyllb ceym mio 

A teamadh le morchuis 'o 'n bheinn, 

a te-ar-na' le morchnys on yeynn 

Le chomhlacn nan ainn fo smachd. 

le covlen nan aynn fo smao 

Tuiteadh air deoir 'o ghaisgech Morbhein, 

tnyt^ ayrde-oyr o yaysgioh monreyn 

Cha 'n eirich Oscar og a choidh." 

cha n eyrich oscar og a ohoy' 

Thuit an deoir a righ nan lann, 

hnyt an de-oyr a ri' nan lann 

Oir b' ionmhuinn le'n anamaibh an triath. 

oyr bi-on-vnyn len anamayv an tri-a' 

Noir ghluais e gu comhraig nan lann, 

noyr yln-aysh e ga covrayg nan lann 

Cha bu dion do namhaid sgiath. 
cha bu di-on do navayd agi-a' 

Measg solais thilleadh e le sith. 

mesg sol-aysh hill-e' e le si' 

Cha bhith bron athair ma mhac, 

cha vi' bron a'-ayr ma yao 



" Has Oscar, the surpassing, fallen 

In the midst of his own illustrious 
course ! 

The heart of the aged is, distressed, 

Seeing the victories that have not 
come to the mighty, — 



The battles that would have come. 

But which are cut off short from his 
fame. 

When will joy rise in Selma ? 

When will grief depart from Morven ? 

My children fall from time to time ; 

Fingal will be the last of his race I 

My fame is ebbing away from notice, 

My age will be in sorrow, without 
friends. 

Like a cloud of mist in my own hall, 

I shall no more hear the step of a son, 

Eetuming in splenadour fix)m the hill. 

With a band of armed warriors under 
his command. 

Let your tears fall, heroes of Morven, 



Young Oscar will rise no more. 



I* 



Their tears fell, king of swords, 

For dear was the hero to their souls. 

When he went to the conflict of 

swords. 
The foe found no safety in his shield. 

He returned amid rejoicings, with 

peace. 
No father lamented his son. 
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Tbuit 6an ar an tiachd oige ; 

huyt san ar an tlac oyg^ 

Chaidh iadsan gu'n bhron fo^n f hail, 

ohay' i-ad-san gua vron fon ajl 

'O 'n thill an og cheann fo bhuaidh. 

on hill an og ohenn fo vn-ay' 

Bha Kan a donnalaich ri thaobh, 

TA bran a donnal-aycfa ri hoay 

Laath graamach *8 an fhraoch fo bhron ; 

In-a' gm-amaoh s an raoch fo vron 

Is minic a ghlnais iad maraon, 

18 minnio a ylnjB i-ad mar-oan 

A shealg nan ruadhaibh leis an laoch. 

a helag nan m-a'yy leys an loaoh 

Noir chunnaic Oscar bron a chairdean, 

Dojr chonnajc oecar bron a chayrden 

Labhair e an spaim a chleibh : 

lavayr e an spaym a ohleyv 

" Osnaich nan ard-thriadh fo aois, 

oanayoh nan ard-ri-a' fo aoys 

Caoine nan con, is a fonn 

eaoyn^ nan con is a fonn 

A bristeadh trom 'o bheul nam bard, 

a brist-e' trom o veyl nam bard 

Leagh iad manam le bron, — 

leagh i-ad manam le bron 

Manam nach do leagh riamh, 

manam naoh do le-a' ri-av 

An oomhstri nan sgiath 's nan lann. 

an oovstri nan sgi-a' s nan lann 

Bha coltach ri cruaidh mo laine. 

va ooltach ri cm-ay' mo layne 

Guilainibh mi gu'm chruaich, a threinibh ; 

gnylayn-iv mi gam chru-aych a breyn-iy 

Togaibh clach sa bheinn do'm chliu, 

togayy daoh sa yeynn dom chli-u 

Cuiribh cabar san naigh leam fein, 

cuyriv caber san n-ay' le-am fejm 

'S lann thana na'm beum ri'm thaobL 

aUim hana nam beym ri*m baoy 

Togaidh smth am an cein an uir, 

togay' sru' am an oeyn an nyr 

Chi an sealgaer gu cul a chruaidh, 

chi an sellager gn cul a chm-ay' 

" So claidheamh Oscair, fo smuir, 

so chlayey oscayr fo smuyr 

Suidh mor na'm bliadhna chaidh uainn." 
soy mor nam bli-a'-na chai' uynn 

'N do thuit u mhic a thug dhomh cliu? 
n do huyt u yic a hug yoy diu 



Fallen in battle in the bloom of youth ; 

They went unlamented under the 
sward, 

Since their young commander re- 
turned with victor}\ 

Bran was howling at his side, 

Luath on the heath surly in his grief; 

For often did they follow alike, 

To course the red-mantled race with 
the hero. 

When Oscar saw the sorrow of his 
friends, 

He spoke from his labouring bosom : 

** The sigh of high and aged chiefs, 

The weeping of the dogs, and the lay 

Breaking spontaneously from the 
mouths of the bards, 

Have dissolved my soul in grief, — 

My soul that nearer melted 

In the conflict of shields and spears. 

It was like the steel of my sword. 

Carry me to my mountains, heroes ; 

Raise a stone to my fame. 

Place the horn of a deer in my grave. 

And the thin blade of deadly cuts by 

my side. 
The stream, in the course of ages, may 

remove the soil, 
The hunter will see the sword to its 

back; 
" It is the sword of Oscar in the dust, 

A great worthy, of times long passed 
away." 
Has the sou, who gave me fame, 
fallen? 
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Nach faic mi u Oscair a choidh ? 

Daoh &yc mi n oscajr a choj' 

Noir chluinneas triathain m'an cloinn, 

Doyr cblujDnes tri-a'-en man clojn 

Nach cluinn mise luaidh ort Oscair ? 

naoh daynn mi-se la-ay' ort oscayr 
Bidh coineach air do chlachaibh liadh ; 

bi' cdynech ayr do chlach-ayv li-a' 

^S gaoth a measg mo chiabh fo bhroii ; 

8 ga'o a mesg mo chi-av fo tfod 
Cuirer cath gu'n us' air sliabh ; 

cayrer ca' gun oa ayr sli-aT 

'S cha lean u cillid chiar nan ton*. 
8 cba' len u eyllid chi-ar nan torr 

Noir thillcas na gaisgich o'n stri, 

noyr hillas na gaysgich on 8tri 

'G innsidh sgeul ma thir nan gall, 

ginnsi' sgeyl ma hir nan gall 

CbuDDachas, their iad, naigh aig sruth ; 

chonnac-as h^yr i-ad u-ay' ayg sm' 

A thaom a nuas bho thaobh nan earn, 

a haom a no-aa to haov nan cam 

Comhnaidh gu'n leus do thriath, 

oov-nny' gun ley8 do ri-a' 

A thuit le Oscair nan carabad. 

a knyt le oscayr nan carabad 

Theagamh gu'n cluinpeam a ghuth, 

heg-ay gun clnynnem a yu' 

'S gu'n eirich solas air dubhar mo 

8 gmi eyr-ioh solas ayr dovar mo 

chleibh. 
ohleyv 

Chaidheadh mid an oiche fo bhron, 

cbayV mid an oyohe fo vron 

'S cha'n eireadh le solas a ghrian, 

8 chan cyra' le solas a yri-an 

Sheasadh na triatha mar scorra, 

besa' na triay mar scoira 

Air Moilena nan torr fo mhuig. 

ayr moylena nan torr fo vuyg 

Gu'n f harraid, gu'n luaidh air comhrag. 

gun arrayd gun lu-ay' ayr coyrayg 

Sgaoil an righ gu caoin am bron, 

sgoyl an ri' gu c6yn am bron 

'S thog e le treoir a ghuth ; 

8 hog e le tre-oyr a yu' 
Mhosgail na treuna na choir, 

vosgel na treyna na choyr 

Mar gu m b-ann a uamhainn bruadair. 
mar gum bann a u-a-vaynn bru-a-dayr 



Shall I never see thee, Oscar ? 

When chiefs hear of their sons, 

Shall I not hear mention of thee ? 

Moss will cover thy grey stones, 

The wind be amid my locks in sorrow; 

The battle shall be fought without thee, 

And thou shalt not pursue the deer oo 
the hill. 

When the warriors return from battle, 

Telling tales of the land of strangen; 

We have seen, they will say, a grave 
at a stream 

That poured down from the clifis : 
It is the torchless dwelling of a chief 

Who fell by Oscar of cars. 

Perhaps I may hear the voice, 

And that light will rise on the dark- 
ness of my bosom. 



The night would have been passed 
in sorrow, 

Nor would the sun have risen in joy ; 

The chiefs would have stood like 
clifis 

On Moilena of dusky woods, 
Unasking for, unmindful of war. 
The king mildly banished our grief, 
And raised his voice with firmness : 
The heroes started and drew near. 
As from a horrid dream. 
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ia fada thuiteas iia deoir, 
ia fada huytes na d-oyr 

ih, bronach, air Moilcna ? 

f InoD-ach ajr moylena 

till dhuin na trenna ni's mo, 

till yoyn na treyna nis-mo 

rt Oscair a choidh cha'n eirich. 

; ofloayr a dioy' cban eyr-ich 
idfa gaisgich nan laithibh fein, 

"Sif gaysbgich nan la'-iy ieyn 

ia*n f haicer sa bheinn an trial. 

ban ayoer sa veynn an tri-al 

a bheil air 'n athraichean trenna, 

a veyl ayr na'-rayoh-en treyna 

na'm benm o'n am a dh-iadh ? 

nam beym on am a yi-a' 

it lad mar reultan air cul thorr, 

t i-ad mar reyltan ayr col horr 

la nan solnis mhor da'n tir fo mhuig. 

ft nan solays vor dan tir fo vuyg 

cUuinn sinn ach fnaim an cliu, 

ohlnynn sinn ach fuym an di-n 

1 chlinteach iad nan am fein, 

I chli-u-tech i-ad nan am feyn 

blianaibh nan gniomh an cein. 

Ui-an-ayy nan gni-ov an ceyn 

kbbasacb is baoth na dh-f halbh ; 

-a-yasaoh is bao' na yaly 

d sinne mar iadsan o'n raon, 

. sinne mar i-adsan on raon 

^banan caola na'm marbh. 

Bb-anan oaola nam manr 

mid na*r latha fo chliu, 

nud nar la'-^ fo chli-u 

gadh mid air 'n ainm na'r deigh ; 

iga mid ayrnayn-im nar dey' 

Ibealradh greiu an speur gu'n smuir, 

yel-ra' greyn an speyr gnn smayr 

cheiller fo dbubhradh i fein, 

cheyller fo yuv-ra' i feyn 
astair fo bhron a trial, 

astayr fo vron a tri-al 

ichidh an gniamhadh dealrach. 

aichi' an gni-aya' del-rach 

lin, ma bhard fein fo aois, 

zyn ma yard i%yn fo oysh 

long is thoir dhachaidh an righ ; 

long is hoyr yach-ay' an ri' 

' Oscar gu Selma nan raon. 
oec-ar gu selma nan raon 



IIow long will ye shed tears, 

Dumb, sad, on Moilena ? 

The heroes will return to us no more, 

The strength of Oscar no more arise. 

Warriors will fall in their own day, 

And will no more be seen on our 
mountains. 

Where are our mighty fathers, 

The sons of deadly sword-cuts in bye- 
gone times ? 

They fell like stars behind wooded 
heights. 

Who were great lights to their coun- 
try when in gloom (advereity.) 

We hear but the sound of their &me, 

Though so renowned in their own 
time, 

In the years of great deeds (now) re- 
mote. 

Dreadful and evil were the times that 
are gone ; 

We, like them, shall pass away from 
the heath. 

To the narrow beds of the dead. 

Let us be renowned in our day, 

And leave our names after us, 

Like the reflected rays of the sun in 

the sky. 
When she is herself hid in darkness. 

The stranger, travelling in grief, 

Will remember our bright achieve- 
ments. 
Ullain, my own aged bard, 

Take one of the king's ships, 

And carry Oscar to heathy Selma. 
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Sileadh deoir 'o oighean na frith, — 

sile' de-oyr o oy'-en na fri' 

oigheanan aillidh na Morbbeann. 

o OTonen fljlli' na mor-venn 

Buaille sinne a'n combraig na b-Eirinn, 

bujlli nnne an cov-rayg na hey-rinn 

Mu sbiol nan treun a tbuit le Cairber. 

ma hi-ol nan treyn a hayt le cayrber 

Tba laitbean mo bblianaibb fo nial ; 
ha lay'-en mo vli-an-ayv fo ni-al 

Tba mo ruigb aosda fas fann, 

ha mo ruy' a-os-da fas fann 

^S m atbricbean a sealtain 'o nial, 

8 ma' -rich-en a se-altayn o ni-al 

Air faoin astar an liadb-mhic ; 

ayr faoyn astar an li-a'-vic 

Acb cba treig e'n aracb gu'n bhnaidb, 

ach cha treyg en arach gon yny' 

Gu'n dealradh f bagail ma cbliu, — 

gun debra' agayl ma chli-a 

Gu'n ainm fbagail mar sbolus nan speur, 

gun ayn-em agayl mar holos nan speyr 

Do bbardaibb nan tend cuin/' 

do yard-ayr nan teyd oi-ayn 



Let tears fall from the maidens of 
the forest, 

The beautiful maidens of Morven. 

We must strike in the battles of Erin, 

For the race of the mighty who fell 
by Cairber. 

The days of my years are under a 
cloud ; 

My aged arm is becoming weak, — 

My fathers are looking from their 
clouds 

On the feeble course of their grey- 
haired son ; 

But I will not resign without Tictoiy, 

Without leaving a blaze of fame,— 

Without leaving my name like the 
light of heaven, 

To the bards of tuneful strings." 



Down to the period at which the whole ** pomp and circumstance'* of 
warfare was changed by the discovery and universal use of gunpowder, the 
chief bard acted as aid-de-camp of the ceann-cath, and the clan bard as the 
adjutant of the chief. The former was often dispatched to an overmatched or 
receding division, for the purpose of rekindling their fire and energy with his 
war-song or prosnachadh, as reinforcements are now sent. We have an instance 
of this in the poem of Fingal, where the bard is sent to encourage the over- 
matched division of GuaL This prosnachadh or war-song has been carried 
down by oral recitation more fully than in the version of it found in Mr Mac- 
pherson's repositories, and is now submitted to the reader. 

A shiol mharcaichean nan steud Descendant of the riders of steeds 

a hi-ol yarcsyoh-an nan steyd 

Is airde leum 'sas fiate srann, 

is ayr-d^ leym saa fi-a-te srann 

Arigh nan claidheamhgeur'snan sleagb; 

a ri' nan day'v geyr *s nan sle-a' 

A lamb threun an cruaidh-chas, 

a lay hreyn an cm-ay'-chas 

A chridhe aird nach eur has, 

a chri'-6 ayrd naoh eyr has 

A cheannaird shonn is euchdar toirt ; 

a chenn-ayrd hOnn is eyc-ar toyrt 

Cuir sgrios air maracbean nan stuadh, 

cayr sgris ayr mara-chen nan stu-a' 



Of highest bounds and wildest snorts, 
King of sharp swords and spears ; 
Strong arm in extremity, 
High heart that fears not deatii, 
Chief of heroes of deeds illustrious; 
Destroy the mariners of die waves, 
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The bloody foe from the north, 

The navy and the people of Innistore. 

Be thine eye fire in thy head, 

Thy sword the lightning's flash, 

And the bolt, before the thunder, to 
wound. 

Exalt thy victorious shield, 

Blood-edged crot;i*-coloured. 

Like the star of death, to doubting 
foemen. 

Race of the riders of steeds 



Of the highest bounds and wildest 
snorts, 

Cut down the foe to death. 



Air naimhdean fuileach o'n tir thuadh, 

ayr najv-den fajl-ech on tir bn-a' 

Air cabhiach is sluagh Innistor. 

ayr cav-lach is da-a' innistor 

Biodh do shull mar choar a'd' cheann, 

bi*o' do hayl mar choar a*d ohenn 

Mar chith ^o'n dealan do lann, 

mar chi' o*n del-an do lann 
'S mar bheithir', ro' tharn, gu lot. 

'a mar yey'-ir ro bam ga lot 

Ardaich gu buaidh do sgiath, 

ard-ajoh gn buy' do sgi-a' 

Is fuileach tuar 's as crobhui^ neul, 

is fbyl-ech ta-ar sSs croTay nejl 

Mar real a bhais do naimh fo sprochd. 

mar re-al a yays do najT fo sproc 

A shiol mharcaichean nan steud, 

» hi-ol yarcaychen nan stejd 

Is airde leum 's as fiate srann, 

is ajrde lejm sas fi-a-te srann 
Sgrios naimhdean sios gu bas. 

sgris na-iv-den si-os gn bas 

Macmhuirech's prosnacha at the battle of Harlaw, is the most remarkable 
now extant It is accessible to the reader, — a considerable part of it having 
been published by the Hills, the Stewarts, and others. It consisted of a verse 
of eight lines for every letter of the Gaelic alphabet, the initial letter of the 
Brst and of every other word in every line of each verse, having the same 
initial letter. This seems to have been the last prosnacha actually repeated in 
t>attle; the introduction of powder having caused the substitution of the 
tnolMreac for the vocal war-song. The piolhreac^ (peeb-rec) a name compounded 
Grom ptob, pipe, and reac, law, — that is, the war-pipe law, — seems to have been 
Introduced immediately after the battle of Harlaw, in Macmhuirech's own day, 
md apparently to the infinite disgust of the bard, whose verses descriptive of 
iie bagpipe and its lineage are more graphic and humourous than gentlemanly 
md elegant. Indeed, generally speaking, the Gaelic bards, like their contem- 
poraries of the Lowlands and of England, though very happy in their broadly 
lomourous pieces, were wretched satirists. Domhnul Mac-raonuil, Rob Donn, 
md Aillean Dall, almost comprise the sum total of elegant and gentlemanly 
jaelic satirists : these were true satirists, keen and cutting, but as clear, and 
K)li8hed, and sharp as steel blade& With these exceptions, I scarcely can at 
bis moment remember a Gaelic satire that does not degenerate more or less 
[ito scurrility. Even Iain Lom and Donnachadh Ban were scurrilous in their 
atires. Indeed, scurrility seems to have been the hangman's whip of the 
ards, as " the fear o' hell" was that of the clergy of the dark ages ; and the 
)rm8 for banning the excommunicated used by the priest, seems really to have 
irnished the model for the execrable compositions meant for satires by the bards. 

* This word seemi to be obsolete. 
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Although the war-pipe was apparently detested by the older bards, whose 
prosnachadh it superseded in battle, no other instrument can actually speak so 
thoroughly understood and felt a language to the hearts of those who have a 
key to its articulations. Those who have not, may flatter themselves that 
superior refinement and civilization satisfactorily account for the distaste with 
which they turn away from the war-pipe music, with something like disgust, 
struggling to find the means of expressing itself on their inane plebeian faces; 
but I have never yet seen a gentleman of sensibility and intelligence, however 
much a stranger to such music, who did not regard it as both eloquent and 
picturesque, and strikingly accordant with the warlike character of the people 
of Scotland. I have in one of my papers in the West of Scotland Magazine, 
described an instance of exalted devotion on the part of the piper of Colla-ciotach, 
or left-handed Coll, father of the heroic Sir Alexander Macdonald, the lieutenant 
of Montrose. The piper landed with a party on Islay in advance of the ex- 
pedition from Ireland, with instructions to take the castle of Dun-a-verty by 
surprise, should he find the Campbells off their guard, and that this might be 
attempted with the prospect of success. The Campbells, however, were 
apprised of the expedition, and on the alert, and drew the unfortunate piper 
and his party into an ambush, and made them prisoners. Here the inhuman 
character of the war began, the whole party, excepting the piper, being hung 
up off hand. The piper asked leave to play a lament over the fate of his 
companions, and the chieftain who commanded the Campbells being himself 
enthusiastically fond of pipe music, and anxious to hear so celebrated a musician, 
granted the boon ; but, in the meantime, he caused some cattle to be put in 
the way of the approaching Birlins, while he posted a strong party in ambush 
to fall upon them should they land another party to take the castle, as the 
piob-reac instructs. The piper, watchful of these movements, adapted his 
piob-reac to the situation with the most consummate art The warning notes 
are poured forth in separate strains, having all the appearance of unmeaning, 
unconnected vagaries ; but they breathe a melancholy spirit, and the warning 
and lamenting notes could not fail to be understood by those who knew the 
style of the musician so intimately. The bards have put all these piob-reacs 
into imitative syllables and words for illustration, and I submit those assigned 
to this celebrated warning, as I am anything but pleased with the version I have 
got of the piob-reac itself. The chieftain understood the meaning of the 
sixth verse or part of the piob-reac, and, on finding himself overreached by 
the piper, he plunged his dirk into him ; and tradition states that the devoted 
minstrel smiled proudly in death, on seeing, by the deviating course of the 
Birlins, that his warning was understood, and saved his frienda The warning 
notes, seachain an dutiy avoid the castle ; and the lamenting notes, iha stnne an 
laimhy we are prisoners, are exceedingly touching ; but, indeed, when properly 
played, this noble piece of music is literally an epic in epitome, and perfectly 
unique as a piob-reac. I grieve exceedingly at being obliged to publish so 
contemptible a version of it. Pipe music is known to have been heard at the 
distance of six, and under favourable circumstances, ten miles. 
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A CHOLLA MA BUIN, 8EACHAIN AN DUN. 



A ChoIIa, cuir umad; bi nllamh, bi Falbh ; 
Bi ullamh, bi falbh ; bi ullamh, bi falbh ; 
A ChoUa, cuir umad; bi ullamh, bi falbh; 
Tha sinne an laimh, tha sinne an laimh. 

Fag an ni, fag an ni, fag an ni, 
Fag an ni, fag an ni, fag an ni, 
Fag an ni, fag an ni, fag an ni ; 
Tha sinne an laimh, tha sinne an laimh. 

Bamh is taoman, ramh is taoman, 

Ramh is taoman, ramh is taoman, 
Bamh is taoman, ramh is taoman ; 
Tha sinne an laimh, tha sinne an laimL 

(WoitU symbolical of embarking qniokly.) 

Latnh dhearg, lamh dhearg, lamh 
dhearg, 

Lamh dhearg, lamh dhearg, lamh 
dhearg, 

Lamh dhearg, lamh dhearg, lamh 
dhearg ; 

Tha sinne an laimh, tha sinne an laimL 

(Warning to call the Macdonalds to his standard 
before attacking the castle.) 

ChoUa, mo ghaoil, seachain an caol, 
Seachain an caol, seachain an caol ; 
Cholla, mo ghaoil, thoir ort a Mhaol, — 
Baidhinn an ath, buidhinn an ath. 

(Warning to keep aloof from the strait, and 
hasten to secure a landing on MulL) 

Cholla, mo ruin, seachain an dun, 
Seachain an dun, seachain an dun, 
Cholla, mo ruin, seachain an dun ; 
Tha sinne an laimh, tha sinne an laimL 

(Warning not to attempt to save the prisoners 
in the castle.) 



Coll, array ; be ready, depart ; 

Be ready, depart ; be ready, depart ; 

Coll, array ; be ready, depart ; 

We are in their hands, we are in their 
hands. 

Leave the cattle, leave the cattle, 
leave the cattle, 

Leave the cattle, leave the cattle, 
leave the cattle. 

Leave the cattle, leave the cattle, 
leave the cattle ; 

We are in their hands, we are in their 
hands. 

An oar, a baler, (baling dish) an oar, 
a baler, 

An oar, a baler, an oar, a baler, 

An oai', a baler, an oar, a baler ; 

We are in their hands, we are in their 
hands. 

The red hand, the red hand, the red 
hand. 

The red hand, the red hand, the red 
hand, 

The red hand, the red hand, the red 
hand ; 

We are in their hands, we are in their 
hands. 

Coll of my love, avoid the strait. 

Avoid the strait, avoid the strait ; 

Coll of my love, go to Mull, — 

Gain the landing-place, gain the 
landing-place. 

Coll of my love, avoid the castle. 

Avoid the castle, avoid the castle, 

Coll of my love, avoid the castle ; 

We are in their hands, we are in their 
hands. 



The Highlander who understands pipe-music will find in the piob-rcac of 
Daorach Robbi the most keen and cutting satire ever levelled at the low vice of 
drunkenness. The ludicrous imitation of the coarse and clumsy movements, 
the maudlin and staring pauses, the helpless imbecility of the drunkard, as he is 
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pilloried in the satire, with the ever-recurring, sneeriog notes, seed a nta air, 
(*^ look at him now !*') are enough to annihilate any person possessing the leaat 
sensibility, who, while hearing them, is conscious of having been in so degrading 
a condition even for once in his life. Gillie-Calluin, the composition of whicb 
is by some witty bard ascribed to Noah, who first danced the hilarious dance 
himself over two cross vines while " glorious," on discovering the virtue of their 
fruit, presents a striking contrast to Daorach Bobbi. The total abstainer could 
hardly find a better text for his lecture than Daorach Bobbi ; while the temper- 
ance lecturer would not be far wrong in adopting Gillie-Callum. Both tunes 
strikingly illustrate the descriptive character of the music of the Qael. He 
who, when in his cups, staggers, stops, stares at vacancy, and sprawki in the 
mud, like Bobbi, is worse than a fool, unless he totally abstain ; while he whose 
worst exhibition when in his cups is to dance Gillie-Callum, like father Noah, 
would not be wise were he to totally abstain. At least, so thought the baid, 
William Boss, who wrote the following verses, which I submit as a fair average 
specimen of the legion of Highland drinking caix)ls. Whisky is personified in 
Gaelic poetry under the name of 

MAC-AN-TOSAIOH,— THE SON OF THE VAN. 



Co a shamhladh fear do bheusan, 

00 a havla' fer do yeysan 

Bi fion, tanadh, geur na Fraing? 

ri fi-on tana' gejr na ^yng 

Na dhi-moladh Mac-an-Toisaich, 

na yi-mola' mao-an-toysajch 

Ach leibid nach oladh dram? 
aoh lebid naoh ola' dnun 

Fonn: — 

Glac an t-shearrag, lion a ghloinne, 
glao an terag li-on a yloyn^ 

Bh-uain am balach, gruamach, gann ; 

Ta-a3m am balach grn-am-ach gann 

Gille gasda, mac-na-bracha, 

gilli gaada mac-na-bra-cha 

'S ioma gaisgeach ort an geal. 

*8 i-oma gaj8g-€ch ort an gell 

logain crabhaidh bidh dhat dhiteadh, 

i-og-ayn cravay' bi' yat yite' 

Le cul-chaint tha daicheal feall ; 
le ool-chaynt ha day-chel fell 

Ged a chaineas iad Ie*m beoil u, 

ged a ohajnes i-ad lem be-oyl a 

Olaidh iad u mar an t-alt. — Glac, &c. 

olaj' i-ad a mar an talt 

A chleir fein ge seunt' an cota, 

a chleTT f ejn ge aeynt an oota 

Tha na's leoir dhiu ort an geall, 

ha naa Ic-ojr ji-u ort an gell 



Who would compare a man of thy 

smeddum (spirit) 
To wines thin and sharp of France? 

Or dispraise Macintosh, 

Save a sneak that will not take a 
dram? 

Chorus: — 

Seize the bottle, fill the glass, 

Hence, the boor churlish and scant; 

Noble youth, son of malt, 

Many warriors pay court to thee. 

Lecturing hypocrites may abuse thee 

Behind thy back, in plausibly deceit- 
ful words ; 

But although they slander, 

They drink thee like brook water. — 
Seize, &c. 

The clergy themselves, although their 
garb is saintly. 

Are, many of them, among thy 
devotees, 
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la cuid ac' a gbabhas froileadh And some of them enjoy a louse 

a cajd aca javas froyl^ 

inathri8aighdearsachamb,-Glac,&a As well as any soldier in the camp. — 
ma' ri sa/Hier sa oham Seize, &C. 

Q mar a nitear dhuin banais, How could we wake a wedding, 

I mar a nitear yn3rD ban-ays 

hnanta na ceangal teann ? Or a binding contract ? 

manta na oengal tenn 

bi dram againn do'n chleireach, Unless we have a dram for the clerk, 

bt drtm agajn don ohiej-reoh 

>bimoranspreignapheann.-Glac,&c. There will be littie vigom* in his 
fi moran vptejz na fenn pen. — Seize, &c. 

ihian leam fein, fhir mo chridhe, It is my own desire, son of my heart, 

ri-an le-am fejrn ir mo ohri'-d 

i na d^ chomunn nach gann ; To be in thy generous company ; 

aa d' ohomonn nach gann 

c a bha sinne nar dithis. Often have we two been together, 

a ya sinne nar di'-is 

}hiobgunfhideil,adanns.-OIac,&c. Without a pipe or fiddle, dancing. — 

i-ob gun i'-eyl a danns Seize, &C. 

Fhe next specimen of the piob-reac which would have been submitted, 
been able to get a proper version of it, is that mentioned in the foot-note, 
-Chriosd, (the Cell of Christ,) which . originated thus : — The Mackenzies 
g adopted feudalism, adopted, of course, along with it the vital principle 
6 system, namely, that "might is right" Their chief, accordingly, 
nined to extend his possessions at the expense of his neighbours, the 
onells of Glengarry. Having obtained a charter from the crown, which 
ver ready to substitute feudal for patriarchal clans, he assembled his clan 
mdal allies at different remote points, where they were concealed during 
ay, with the view of advancing under the cloud of the following night, 
Dcentration on the borders of the doomed clan, who were to be taken by 
se. One of these parties was concealed in a church near Beauly. The 
ious loyalist, AUastair Dubh (duv) of Glengarry, being apprised of these 

movements, quietly collected his clan and friends, and determined to 
pate the enemy. He dispatched the celebrated Allien Mac Baoil (ayllen 
swyl) against the party hiding in Cill-a-Chriosd, (kill-a-chri-osd) while he 
If, with his no less celebrated friend. Allien Dubh na Fiadh, (ayllen duv na 
)roceded against the castle, where Mackenzie, in the blind confidence of 
ty, had assembled, and was feasting, his chieftains, preparatory to a deadly 

on, as he supposed, his unprepared neighbours. Glengarry and his 
J, when th# feasting and mirth were at the highest, contrived to possess 
5lves of the stairs and all the passages to and from the hall, which was 
vith hilarious bands of the clan Mackenzie, totally unconscious of their 
n. The late Sir Thomas Dick Lauder tells the result in an admirable 
in Tait's Magazine ; but he does not seem to have obtained a proper 
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version of the tradition. Indeed, the writer of Highland tradition cannot be 
too cautious or particular in his inquiries, before committing himself to a 
tradition, for there are frequently different versions of the same ; and although 
every one of them substantially agree, yet they may, and often do, differ in 
details creditable or discreditable to individuals. For instance, there was 
nothing more natural than that the indignant foes of Aillean Mac Raoil, as well 
as the religious fanatic, horrified at the destruction of Cill-a-Chriosd, should so 
tell the story as to lead to the belief that the church was burnt, in revenge, over 
the heads of a worshipping congregation, instead of over those of enemies, 
lurking there for the purpose of stealing more securely, and with more deadly 
success, on an unsuspecting clan. I had myself been mided by this vermon of 
the tradition ; but with this explanation, the versions of the tradition published 
in the New Monthly and in Tait's Magazines are unexceptionable. Indeed, 
judging from tradition, there never were a people who, with all their injurieB 
under the feudal usurpation, were less given to revenge than the old Highland 
clans. Two or three constitute all the instances recorded by tradition of 
Highland revenge, — the testimony of Sir Walter Scott and other feudalists 
notwithstanding. 

The piob-reac commemorative of any striking event, was descriptive. 
Hence this tune contradicts the version of the tradition which makes AiQean 
Mac Baoil set fire to the church over the heads of a worshipping congregatioD ; 
for although we cannot help frmcying, when the tune is properly played, that 
we hear the flames rustling and bellowing through the blazing timbers of the 
resounding church, mingled with the angry remonstrances and half-smothered 
shouts of the warriors, while the wail of the sympathizing and generous 
minstrel himself permiates and inspires the whole piece, we do not find in it 
any representation of the more feeble plaints and moans of women. The 
absence of these, which, in all probability, would have formed the burden of 
the tune, had there been women among the victims, confirms the version of the 
tradition which states that there were n^e present excepting warriors who had 
been placed in ambush there. 

I have been able to procure something resembling ^* A ChoUa ma ruin'' 
from a Highland friend, which I have submitted to the reader for want of a better. 
Perhaps it will enable him to conceive (with the aid of the illustrative words) 
what this piob-reac was when properly played. The above description of 
Cill-a-Chriosd has been written from my recoUection of my father's descriptkKi 
of it to an English gentleman, who had strong prejudices against bagpipe music ; 
but who, on getting a key to its descriptive character, and hearing this noble 
tune played by John MacdoneU, Glengarry's piper, became a perfect enthusiast 
for the musia I have not had an opportunity for some years of hearing the 
music of the war-pipe under circumstances which entitle iste to speak with 
confidence on this subject, as the meetings of Highlanders are now held under 
patronage, and I cannot be a party to such repudiation of the feelings which 
characterized our ancestors as that implies. They clung endearingly and 
tenaciously to the patriarchal chleachda, which fostered and secured the manly 
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independence of spirit that could recognise no superiors excepting in the officials 
elected by themselves. But I greatly suspect, since the piper has become a 
domestic musician, that he finds it his interest to cultivate the tastes of strangers ; 
and hence that this warlike music has been so toned down as to be a totally 
different thing from what it has been. Amazing loudness, which alone could 
enable it to give rea^chd or law to the movements of conflicting armies in the 
field of battle, was its peculiar characteristic ; but the wonderful thing was, the 
scientific knowledge of sound by which these noble musicians so regulated the 
accompanying modulations of the three drones, as to render the piercing sound 
of the chanter, in a properly tuned pipe, under the fingers of a " Padruig," as 
sweet as that sweetest and best of all musical instruments — the violin. I have 
said that I may possibly be mistaken as to the total degeneracy of bagpipe 
music ; but be that as it may, I went to a gentleman*s piper recently, to get the 
piob-reachd of Cill-a-Chriosd for this work, and received a specimen, which is 
a much better imitation of the inexpressive notes, eternally repeated, that would 
be made by three unfortunate bnmbees or blue-bottles imprisoned in a tin snuff- 
box, and struggling to get out by too narrow a slit in its cover, than a torrent 
of flame rushing and bellowing through the crashing timbers of resounding 
aisles, mingled with Ihe angry remonstrances and maddened war-cries of 
burning and smothering warriors, strong and unyielding even in that extremity. 
I cannot caricature the warlike music of my country by publishing this 
specimen. If bagpipe music is reduced to this, let it die, and leave us to cherish 
its memory as an unmatched warlike national music. 

Although the illustration of the variety and beauty of the numerous styles 
and measures of Gaelic poetry was not embraced by the plan of this treatise, 
I wrote some twelve pages between quotations and remarks on this very curious 
and interesting subject, which I find myself compelled to omit, owing to the 
limits originally assigned to the work. I regret this less, as I think that the 
songs to be submitted along with the melodies, will enable the English reader 
to form a pretty fair idea of the diversity of measures and styles cultivated by 
the bards. They did not cultivate metre, or lines ending in corresponding 
syllables; but they have much poetry which has such terminations, more, 
however, from accident than design. The art, apparently artless, with which 
they interspersed words of corresponding yet varied vowel and liquid sounds 
through their verses, is truly wonderful. Some of these variations are not less 
curious than pleasing, having a concord of vowels, without alliteration, running 
through the whole, and occurring in different parts of lines forming corresponding 
rhymes. I must forbear quotations; but cannot help submitting the following 
few verses from a warrior of some distinction in the wars of Montrose and 
Dundee, on a subject on which volumes have been written, — the praise of the 
different clans. Each of these pieces was usually called 

ORAN Na'm PINEACHAN. — A SONG OF THE OLANa 

Si so'n aimsir an dearbhar Now is the time to prove 

81 ao'n aym-Bir an der-Tar 

An targanach dhuin, The stability of the government, 

an taraganaoh ynyn 

R 
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'S bras meamneach fir Alba 

'a bras memenach fir alaba 
Fo'n armaibh, 's nan luth ; 

fon arm-a^rv 's nan lu' 

> 

Noir dh-eires gach treun laoch 

noyr yejres gach treyn laoch 

Na eide glan ur, 

na eyd-i glan tar 

Le nin feirge is gairge 

le run feyrig^ is g^gd 

A thearmuin a chruin. 

a her-ma3m a chmyn 

Theid maithabh na Gralltacbd 

hejd maj'-av na gall-tac 

Gle shanntacb an gleus ; 

g\6 hann-taoh an glejs 

Gar lionar stead sheang-nibear 

gnr H-on-ar steyd heng-ver 

A dhannsas le speis. 

a yann-sas le speys 

Biodh Sassanaicb cailte, 

bi' sassan-aych cayltd 

Is thoil iad an tein, 

is hoyl i-ad an teyn 

'S bidh na Frangaich le'n cambaibh 

's bi' na frang-aych len camb-ayv 
Gle theann air an deigh. 

gle henn ayr an dey' 



The men of Alba having risen 

Under arms, and in their vigoar and 
might ; 

Now, when every strong hero 
Is in his clean, new costume, 
Indignantly and fiercely zealous 
For the restoration of the crown. 



The good ihen of the Lowlands 
Enter eagerly into action ; 

Many is the steed slender and merry 

That will prance under them. 

The English will be losers. 

And deserve to be put to an extremity, 

And the French in their encampments 

Will be closely after them. 



Before quoting the other two or three verses, which is all I can make room 
for of this song, I cannot help remarking, that the feeling toward the English 
expressed in the above verses, came down, at least among the adherents of the 
Stuart family, to my own time, — ^the commencement, I mean, of the war 
resulting from the French Eevolution. This was shown by the 79th regiment, 
at a critical moment, on its first meeting with the French, under its illustrioos 
founder and chief, Aillean of Earracht. This splendid officer heard a murmur 
passing through the ranks of the regiment as the French advanced, — *^ The 
French are the friends of our clan. They covered our retreat at Culloden. Let 
us fight the Bed Coats." The colonel did not say a word ; but he made a slight 
movement, which brought the Lochaber men within range of a distant YoUey 
from the French, when he exclaimed, in his own thundering voice, — ** There they 
are, my lads ; and if you don't kill them, by Q — , they'll kill you." " Diol !" 
(ran with equal speed through the ranks,) " they have attacked our clan !" The 
Camerons, on finding themselves thus used, gave a speedy account of their 
French friends ; and, from that day, there has not been in the army a more 
distinguished regiment for loyalty or bravery. The above feeling was reversed 
daring the Peninsular war, as a consequence of the many glorious battles in 
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which the En^ishman and the Highlander fought '* shoulder to shoulder/* not 
less than hy the many generous and kindly acts that passed between them on 
the march and in the bivouac, in privation and festivity, during many a trying 
campaign, in which patriotism and glory were the compensation for toil and 
starvation. But in every, not merely Highland, but Scottish, Welsh, and Irish 
heart, worthy of their ancestors, there is a reaction against the English since 
the Peace. The vulgar and the ignorant, who are the cause of the reaction, of 
course cannot, or will not, see it, until too late. Nevertheless, no intelligent or 
gentlemanly Englishman can be ignorant of, or wonder at it It is chiefly to 
be ascribed to the many English newspapers, conducted by editors who postpone 
gentlemanly feeling and an honest regard to the treaties by which the peoples 
of these kingdoms have been united on equal terms, to the ignoble purpose of 
catering for the tastes of the millions. These, to the discredit of journalism, 
avail themselves of every opportunity of levelling offensive, nay, insulting 
paragraphs at their fellow subjects of Wales, Ireland, and Scotland ; and, in 
contradistinction, they extol to the skies the mythic Anglo-Saxons, as demigods, 
whose destiny, — as they loudly proclaim, — is to conquer and extirpate all other 
races of mankind ! That the rude and ignorant should be the puppets of these 
ill-bred sycophants was to be expected ; but that Governors of Colonies, Grenerals 
commanding armies, Admirals commanding navies, and not only Members of 
Parliament, but also the Members of Her Majesty's Government, should counte- 
nance these low writers, by adopting such a style to designate the Army and 
Navy, her Majesty's Government, and her Majesty's peoples, as ignores the 
Union, and is at once an illegal usurpation of supremacy by England over 
countries that she never conquered^ and who formed an alliance with her on 
equal terms, is dishonourable and discreditable. This illegal, unpatriotic, and 
most ungentlemanly cpnduct, is most assuredly alienating every Welsh, Irish, 
and Scottish heart that cherishes for the nationalities for which our fathers 
fought, bled, and died, the high and holy feelings which their history is so well 
calculated to inspire. The time, therefore, will assuredly come, when the 
Welsh, the Irish, and the Scotch, will remember ancient and kindred ties, and 
feel bound in honour to break up the Union, for the purpose of getting quit of 
the degraded position in which they are thus placed in the empire. If they do 
not revive and cement ancient ties, and assert their right to have the empire 
called ** The British Empire," the Government called " The British Grovem- 
ment," and the Army and Navy called " The British Army and Navy," they 
will sink into nominal serfage, and lose every high and noble feeling to which 
man owes independance and freedom : for no people can be worthy of, or 
maintain their freedom, who are capable of allowing themselves to be swindled 
out of the nationality which is its sole guarantee. 

Eiridh Clan-Dhomhnuil Clan-Donuill will rise 

ejri' dan-yov-nuyl 

Mar leoghainn am fearg. Like lions enraged, 

mar le-o-inn am ferag 



132 



THE POETRY 



Na 'm beo-bhethir ; mor leathuun 

na*m be-o-ve-ir mor le'-aon 

Connspanach garg. 

conn-span-ach garag 

Luchd a sheasaibh na corach, 

luo a hes-ayr na corach 

Ga'n ordugh lamh-dbearg. 

gaa ord-u' lav-yerag 

Mo-dhoigh ! bhiodb iad gorach 
mo-yoj' vi' i-ad gor-aofa 

A thoisicheadb oirbh. 

a hoja-ich-a' ojrv 

Gur lioDar lamb tbeoma 

gnr U-o-nar lav he-o-ma 

Tbaig Eogban LocbiaL 

hajg e'-o-an looh-i-al 

Fu: cbolganta, bborganta, 

fir cholag-anta yorg-aata 

Is oirdheirce gniomh. 

is ojr-yeyrc-^ gni-av 

lad mar tbuil-bbeum, air cborr-gbleus, 

i-ad mar huyKvejm ayr cborr-yleys 

Air cbonfbadb ro dbion. 

ayr ohona-ba' ro yi-on 

Se mo dbuilsa 'n am ms^idb, 

86 mo ynyl-sa nam rusg-ay' 

Nacb diult sibb dol sioa 

nach di-olt aiv dol ai-oa 



Or live tbunder-bolts ; tall and stout 

Are tbe beroes fierce. 

Tbey are tbe men to stand by the 
right, 

Wbose cognizance is tbe red hand. 

Mo yoy ! tbey would be mad 

Wbo sbould begin tbe battle by 
attacking you. 

Many are tbe warriors 

Of Owen of Locbiel. 

Rougb and broad 

Are tbe beroes of deeds illustrioua 

Like tbe spring-tide, or a mountain- 
spate, 

Tbey advance to battle. 

It is my opinion tbat, at stripping- 
time, 

Tbey will not besitate to descend. 



Tbe Higblanders of Druidal times placed sometbing like a religious value 
on tbe orations delivered over tbeir graves by tbe bards. Hence, as tbey always 
fougbt stripped to tbe kilt, tbey used to paint tbeir crests on tbeir bosoms, so 
as tbey migbt be recognised and distinguisbed in tbe conflict, as well as among 
tbe slain, sbould tbat be tbeir fate. Tbey so fougbt on tbe Grampians against 
the Romans, and at Killiecrankie against tbe Lowlanders and tbe English. 
Hence tbe bardic expression, ** nam rusgaidb," stripping-time, wbicb is synony- 
mous witb tbe command to cbarge. Tbe Romans, on wbose ignorance or 
dishonesty as regarded tbeir enemies, modem philology is beginning to throw 
a light tbat will stagger some of tbeir school-boyish admirers, represent the army 
of tbe Grampians, notwithstanding their own admission tbat they had swords, 
spears, poniards, standards, and chariots, as painted savages ; but the English, 
who seem to have been equally ignorant or prejudiced, and wbo affected to 
regard the kilt as a mere rag tied round the loins, represent them only as naked 
savages. Both statements are of equal value for their historical honesty or truth. 
They have served tbeir day. Tbe practice of the pugilists to strip before 
setting-to, and of seamen to have devices painted on tbeir arms by their 
comrades or sweethearts, before bravmg the dangers of '* the battle and the 
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breeze,*' are, in all probability, only traditional relics of the old chivalrous 
Caledonian custom. I have known a young Highland gentleman of aristocratic 
birth and ideas, who, before going into battle along with our Yankee cousins 
agdnst the Mexicans, got the crown and British ensign painted on his arm 
by a firiend, that he might not be mistaken for a republican even after death ; 
80 much was he disgusted with the coarse manners resulting from the levelling 
principles of republicanism. 



Our guineach na Duimbnich, 

gnr gajn-eoh lui doy-nioh 

*Nam rusgadh nam lann, 

nam nu-ga' nam lann 

Bidh naimhdean ga*n ruagadh 
bi' najY-dm gan ra-a-ga' 

Le'n cruadal nach fann ; 

len oro-a-dal nach fiuin 

Dream uasal ro uaibhreach, 

drem n-a-sal lo a-ayr-reoh 

Dh-fhag daal aim san Fhraing ; 

yag da-al ann aan rajng 
^S ann Dhiarmaid a shiolaich 

aann o yi-ar-mayd a hi-ol-ayoh 

^M por miaghael nach gann. 

'm por mi-a'-jd nach gann 



Fierce are the Campbells, 

When swords are drawn from their 
sheaths, 

Enemies will be scattered 
By their hardihood and might ; 
The tribe high-blooded and illustrious, 
Has left a branch in France ; 
From Diarmaid are descended 
The clan noble and numerous. 



Ayrshire was the original district in Scotland of the Campbells, or, as 
they were called, Clan Duibhnidh. The burial-place, of the patriarch of the 
clan is near the village of Barr, on the banks of the Dian-char ; diarij from 
rapid, and car, from sudden windings, now called Stinchar. The name of the 
burial-place was Cill Dhuibhnidh, (kill yuyv-ni) the grave of Duibhnidh, corrupted 
into Kirk-damdi. The etymon of Duibhnidh, Latinized damni by the Romans, 
resolves itself into the roots, dulh, (duv) black, and nibhidhy (ni-vi) venomous ; 
that is, the black and fierce, pronounced dufMiivi. Bums, in '' The Vision," 
refers to the traditional power of the Campbells in Ayrshire. 

Having been bom at Creaguaine, the very centre of the scenery made 
classical by the '' Aged Bard,*' Domhnul Mao-Innlaidb, and Iain Lorn, I may be 
excused in giving precedence to my native bards in the following quotations, 
which may be said to form separate links in a connected chain of Gaelic poems, 
from the time of Ossian to the present day. I regret the necessity of so limiting 
my quotations as to do a manifest injustice to these three Brae-lochaber bards. 



MIAN A BHAIBDB THUAIB AOIS. — THE DESIRE OF THB BARD WHO RECEIVED AGE. 

Gu socair sin san fheur mo thaobh. Lay me gently on my side in the grass, 

ga 80C-ayr sin san eyr mo haov 

Airbmachnandithean'snangaodh-tlath, On a bank of flowers and soft winds, 

air bra-ach nan di-en 's nan gao'Ua' 
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Mo chas ga slioba sa bhraon mhaoth, 

mo cbo6 ga alib-a sa yraon yao' 

A lubas mal is caoin tre'n bhlar. 

a labas mal la oaoyn tre'a ylar. 

Aig iadhadb mu bhruaicbaibb mo ghlinD, 
ayg i-a'-a' ma vru-ach-ayv mo ylinn 

Biodh luba gheugan 's orra blath ; 
bi-o' laba yejg-an 's orra bla' 

*S clann bheag nan preas a tabhairt seinn, 

*8 cUma veg nan pros a tav-ayrt seymi 

Air creagan aosd* le 'n orain ghraidb. 

ajr creg-an aosd le *d o*raya yray' 

Bidh ard oscion dosan na *m beann, 

bi ard oa-ci-on dosan na m benn 

Le cumbadh do gbaoil na d* mhin bheul, 

le cava' do jaojl na d' vin-veyl 

Eala tbrial o thir nan stuadh, 

ella h-ri-al o hir nan sta-a' 

Is seinn dhomh ceol an aird nan speur. 

is seynn yov ce-ol an ayrd nan spejr 

Tog na *s airde t-oran ciuin, 

tog na 8 ayrd^ t-or-an ci-ayn 

'S cuir sgeula do bhroin an ceil, 

8 cayr sgey-Ui do yrojn an ceyl 

*S glacaidh mactallaidb* gach ciuil, 

's glac-ay' mac-tall-ay' gac ci-ayl 

Gacb sgeul tursacb o d' bhinn-bheul. 

gach sgejl tar-saoh o d* vinn-veyl 

Tog do sgiath is trial their cuan, 

tog do sgi-a' is tri-al bajr cu-an 

Glac do luathas bho neart na gaoidh. 

glao do lu-a'-as vo nert na gaoj' 

'S taitneacby ce bronacb am cbluais, 

*8 tayt-neoh ce bronacb am chla-ays 

d' chridhe leointe t-oran gaoil. 

o d* chri'-^ le-ojnt^ t-oran gaoyl 

Cairibh mi diuth do'n Eas-mhor, 

cayr-iv mi dla' do*n es vor 

Bhristeas ann an tarn o'n chreig, 

Tria-tes ann an tarn on chreyg 

Biodh cruit agus slige ri 'm thaobh, 

Si-o ohrajrt agas sleg-^ ri m baov 

'S an sgiath dhion mo shinnsir sa chath. 
's an sgi-a' 3ri-on mo hinn-or sa cha' 



My feet laved by the mild streamlet 

That winds slowly and genially through 
the meadow. 

Aromid the lofty borders of my glen, 

Be the bending of bonghs in fidl leaf, 

And the little children of the coppice^ 

Making the aged rocks reHSong their 
lays of love. 

High above the wood-crowned moon- 
tain, 

With thy song of love in thy tender 
voice, 

Be thou swan, from the land of waves, 

Singing music to me high among the 
fleecy clouds. 

Higher raise thy lovely song, 

And disclose thy cause of grief. 

The son* who fascinates all music, 

Will learn every tale of sorrow from 
thy sweet voice. 

Spread thy wings, fly over the sea, 

Catch speed from the strength of the 

wind. 
Pleasant, though mournful, to my ear 

Is the song of love from thy wounded 
heart. 

Lay me by the side of Eas-mor, 

That bursts in thunder over the rock, 

Let the lyre and shell be by my side, 

* 

And the shield that covered my sircB 
in battle. 



* *' Mac-tallaidh/' echo ; literally, the fascinator. 
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Thig le cairdes thair a chuan, 

hig le oayr-des thajr a ohu-an 

Osag mhin a ghluaises, mall, 

oe-ag Tin a yln-ajs-ea mall 

Tog mo cheo air sgiath do luatbais, 

tog mo chd-o ayr 8gi'-a' do la-ays 

*S dian t-^inl gu eillean Dam flatb, 

'a 4£-an ti-nl ga eyllen nam fla' 

Far bhiel Da suid bti cbruaidb o sbean, 

bar yeyl na sajn ba ohra-aj o hen 

Air cul Dan laDD a dbioDadb sluaigb, — 

ajr col nan lann a yi-on-a' da-ay' 

Oissian, Oscar, Goll, is FioD. — 

oyaa-en oeoar goll la fi-on 

Thig am feasgar *s cha bbi 'm bard air 

big am fesg-ar 's cha vi m bard ayr 
bhradh. 



Come in kindness over tbe sea, 

Mild breeze tbat travels slow ; 

Lift my mist on tbe wing of tby 
speed, 

And make tby way to tbe Isle of 
Heroes,* 

Wbere dwell tbe warriors wbo stood 
bardily of old, 

Bebind tbeir weapons to defend tbe 
peoples, — 

Fion, Ossian, Oscar, and Groll. — 

Wben evening comes, tbe bard will be 
amissing. 



The above is simply tbe opening and closing verses of this admirable poem. 
Tbe next specimen is fl'om tbe poem of ** Tbe Hunter and tbe Owl," tbe scene 
of which is also in Brae-locbaber. I regret tbe injustice of giving mere 
extracts from these poems, but console myself in tbe hope tbat tbe educated 
reader will make an allowance for tbe injury done to tbe fame of these bards, 
both by tbat and the severe translation, and that I am giving them a chance of 
becoming known to a class of new readers, who may ultimately appreciate tbeir 
poetry, and do them justice. 



AN SEALGAB 'S A CHOMHAGHAG. — THE HUNTER AND THE OWL. 



A chomhachag bhocbd Da Sroine, 

a oho-ach-ag voo na aroyn^ 

Gur a bronach leom do leabadh, 

gnr a bron-aoh le-om do lev-a' 

Ma tha u ann bho linn Donnaghaill, 

ma ha u ann bho linn donn-yayll 

Chan iogbnadh leam ge trom u t-aig- 

ohan i-o'n-a' le-am ge trom a tayg- 

neadh, &c. &c. 

ne" 



Poor owl of Srone, 

Thine is a pitiful bed ; 

If thou hast lived (here) since the 
days of Donnagall, 

I wonder not that thy mind is heavy. 
&c. &c. 



I cannot follow the long traditional and very interesting discourse between 
the hunter and the aged and intelligent owl, but must confine myself to a few 
such verses as may enable tbe reader to form some estimate of the rude and 
savage character of the Highland deer-stalkers and warriors of tbe fifteenth 
century. 

* Tradition atdgns thii baid to the age immediately preceding the introdnction of Chrittianity to 
Lochaber. 
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'S mi 'm shuidhe air sith-bhrugh na'm I am sitting on the faiiy-hill of the 

's mim hny'-d ajr ai'-vra' tmm 

momitains, 



beann, 

benn 



Aig amharc air ceann Locha-treig, 

ajg av-aro ayr oenn locha-trejg 

Creag-uaine am biodh an t-shealg, 

creg-a-ajo^ am bi-o' 'n tei-ag 

Grianan ard am bidh na feigh. 
gri-an-an ard am bi' na Hey' 

Chi mi braigh Bhidean nan dos, 

chi mi bray' vid-en nan dos 

An taobhsa bhos do Sgnrra-Iidh, 

an taov-aa voa do agora-li' 

Sgnrra-chointich nan damh seang. — 

sgorra-choyn-tich nan dav seng 

*S ionmhuin leam an diugh na chi ! 

's i-on-vnjn le>am an di-u' na chi 

Chi mi Strath-fitrsnin a chraidh, 

ehi mi atra'-fiur-toyn a chniy' 

Far an labhur guth nan sonn, 

fiir an la-vor ga' nan aonn 

Is coire creagach a Mhaim. 

18 coyr^ creg-ach a vaym 

'Sa *n trie a leag mo lamh damh donn. 

8a*n trio a leg mo lav dav dcmn 
Soirridh gn Bein-alta bh-nam, 

aoyrr-i' ga bejn-alta vn-am 

0*n si fhuair urram na'm beann, 

o*n a ha-ayr nrram nam benn 

Gu slios Locherroch an fheidh. — 

ga alia looh-erroch an ef 
Gu*m ionmhuin leam fein bhi ann. 

gum i-on-vajn le-am fejn vi Ann 

'S tiamhaidh trom mo chridhe fein ; 

*8 U-av-aj' tr6m mo chri'-^ fejn 

Chuir an aois mo chemn fo lot, 

chayr an aoja mo chejrm fo lot 

Cha dirich mi tulach an fheidh, 

cha dir-ich mi tnl-ach an qr' 

'S ga la bhrath cha leig mi coin. 

'a gn la Tim' cha leyg mi cqyn 

Hise is t-nsa ghaodhair bhain, 

nua^ ia toa-a yao'ayr vajn 

'S torsach dhuin an diugh na threig ; 

*a tonach jnjn an di-n' na h-reyg 



Gazing at the head of Lochtreig, 
Craig-uaine, sacred to the chase,— 
The lofty sunny residence of the deer. 

I see the crest of wooded Bidean, 
This side of Scurra-li, 
Sgurra-chointich of slender stags. — 
Dear to me are all I this day see ! 

I see Strath-farsun of milk-kine. 

Where loudest is the bay of the gallant 
hound, 

And the rocky corrie of Mam, 

Where my arm often struck down the 
brown stag. 

Bear my salute to Benalta, 
The praised above all mountains. 
And to Locherroch of many stags. — 
Dearly I loved to be there. 

Pensive and heavy is mine own heart; 

Age has put my step under a wound, 

No more will I ascend the mountains 
of the deer, 

Never again slip my dogs. 

Me and thee, my white hound, 

Sorrowful is all we have this day for- 
saken; 
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fiinn an tathuim 's an dan, 

siDD an ta'-nnn aan dm 

bba am a b^ard air gleuB. 

ya am a b-ard ayr gleys 



We have lost the baying voice and the 
lay, 

Though the day has been when lofty 
was our condition. 



The wood from thee has taken the roe, 



The heights from me have taken the 
stag;— 

But that is no reproach, my hero. 
Since age has settled bn us alike. 



: a choille dhiotsa*n earb\ 
a choylle yi-oi-iatt tivb 

airde dhiom 'sa na feidh ; — 

ayr-de yi-om sa na fey' 

I eil naire dhuin a laoich, 
eyl nayre yuyn a laoydi 

udh an aois oim le chuL 
lay' an aoys oym le ohnyi 

ks we have in *' The Ancient Bard's Desire," '' The Hunter and the Owl,*' 
[iOm^ &c.y different and distinct specimens of Lochaber poetry, until within 
three hundred years, I m&y almost say from Ossian's time, perhaps, to 
ate what has been stated as to the preservation of the langua^ in un- 
fed purity for ages, it may interest the reader if I here submit vei^ written 
jTself on the subject of a traditional interview between a hunter from the 
f Skye and a Lochaber fairy. This ballad was written immediately after 
3g '' Cailleach Beinne-bric ho ro," played on the piano in Mrs Macdonell 
ppoch*d peculiarly touching and fairy-like style; and I thought that I 
mtten the words to suit her set of the air precisely, but on hearing it 
d, from Mrs Macdonell's copy, by Miss Macgregor, Lismore Manse, I 
that I had adapted the words of die chorus, unconsciously, to the version 
by my mother, which is different. On crooning that version to Miss 
regor, (for I no longer sing,) she found that it c(»rresponded with the 
>n of the chorus sung by Captain Boss, an uncle of her mothers, — another 
i^arted descendant of the chivalrous Sir Eweik of Lochiel. Miss Macgregor 
g kindly jotted down this set of the choftiS for me, I substituted it for 
iiOfus of Mrs M&cdondll's tersioa I had bo opportunity of consulting 
efore doing so ; but I hppe she will not ditopprove of the change, Since it 
)tiizes pretty well with her owu version. Every other tiote of hei* v^ttion 
een faithfully preserved in the following set, kindly arranged for me by 
Macgregor. 



UGHDEANN SHITH S AN BBALQAIB. — THE FAIBY-MAIDEN AND THE HUNTKB. 

The Huuter. 



An Bealgalr. 

an sella- ger 

alghdeaufi shith id mtlse tend, 

Tfty'den hi is niilad tivd 

Jman min a frtth nan treud, 

iloman min a fri' nan treyd 

i mlan a bhiolair uaine,— 

k mi-an a vil-ayr n-aytt6 

buain na fuaran fas ; 
bn-ajn na fn-aJ'-an fka 



Maiden &iry of the sweetest chords, 

(When) ou t hillock smooth, in the 
forest of the herd. 

Whose delight is the cresses greeuj — 

The bounty lasting of springs in the 
desert; 

s 
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Thainig mi a tir nan Btuaidh, 

bajn-ig mi a tir nan stu-ay' 

Is gairge sgread air sgearraeD cruaidh, 

18 gajrege sgred ayr sgerren cni-aj' 

A dh-asla sgeul air am nan cian 

a jasla ageyl ajr am nan ei-an 

'0 d' bheulan seante 's miaghail dain. 

od veylan se-ante 'a mi-a-yayl dayn 

Fonn : — 
Seinn da mi oran cianael, 

aejnn da mi oran d-an-el 

Shith-bhmgh aillidh nan tend sianael ; 

hi' vrn' ajli' nan tejd si-an-el 

Seinn da mi oran cianael, 

seynn da mi oran ci-an-el 

Shith-bhmgh aillidh nan tor* ard. 

hi' vm' ayli' nan tor ard 



I have come from the land of die 
waves, 

That fiercest shriek oti sea-rocks hard, 

To entreat tales of times of old 

From thy charmed mouth of precions 
lays. 

Chorus: — 
Sing to me the song pensive 

Of the fairy-knowe beautiful, of 
charmed strings ; 

Sing to me the song pensive, 

Of the fairy-knowe beautiful of 
wooded mountains high. 



A Mhaighdeann Shith. 

a yayden hi' 

Noir thionaeles a mhaighdeann shith 

noyr benelas a vay'den hi' 

Treud a gaoil air raon san f hrith, 

treyd a gaoyl ayr raon san ri' 

Gu mire-chleas an comhstri mhin, 

ga mire-chlea an oov-stri vin 

Se 'm bas a bbion bheir aim naD dail. 

aem baa a yinn veyr ayrm nan dayl 

Tilg air lar gorm lann na'm beum, 

tilig ayr lar gorm lann nam beym 

A bheudagt ghlas is sgaiteach teum, 

a yeyd-ag ylaa is sgayt-ech teym 
*S do shaighead bhorb is trie, a leum, 

a do bay-ed yorb is trie a leym 

An cridhe feil, ceann-trend mo ghraidh. 

9M cri'-6 feyl oenn-treyd mo yray' 



Fonn: — 
Cha sheinner leom oran cianael, 

cba beynner le-om oran d-an-el 
Shith-bhrugh aillidh nan tend sianael ; 

hi'-ym' ayli nan teyd si-on-el 

Cha sheinner leom oran cianael, 

cba beynner le-om oran d-an-el 

Gus an tilg n t-airm air lar. 

gofl an tilig Q tayrm ayr lar 



The Fairy Maiden. 



When gathers the maiden &iry 

The herd she loves, on a level space 
in the forest 

To compete in merry feats and kindly 
games, 

Death is his doom who approaches 
armed. 

Fling on earth thy blue blade keen, 

Thy dirkt grey of deadly bites, 

Thy arrow fierce, that often leapt 

Into the mild heart of the head of the 
herd I love. 

Chorus: — 

I sing not the song plaintive 

Of the fairy knowe beautiful, of channed 
chords; 

I sing not the song plaintive. 

Until you fling your arms on the 
ground. 



♦ ." Tor/* a wooded hilL 

t " Dirk ;*' literaDy, the little deadly one, aa aboye spelt. 
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AnSealgair. 
a tair|; a mbaighdeami riomhach tair, 

I Uyr-iga yajden ri-Tach tajr 

o f hriamh de ihealach Chuinn nan air, 

ri-ay de hel-aoh chajnn nan ayr 

ha dual gu*D gabh e fiamh na fath, 

tia dn-al gnn gay e fi-ay na fk' 

1 fo bhagradh choidh cha treig e lann ; 

. &> yag-ra' choj cha treyg e lann 

ch bu trice a gheil bho*n chein, 
sh Im trioe a yeyl yon oheyn 

chnmhachd graidh an t-armunn trein, 

1 cha-ao gray an tannnnn treyn 

bhuail an ioma gabhadh steinn, 

yn-ayl an i-oma gaya' steynn 

a*m balach breun 's an ceillean fann, 

lam balach breyn aan oeyllen fann 
Seinn da mi, et cetera. 

A Maighdeann ShitL 
h 's taitneach leom do cholg 's do 

I 8 tayt-nech le-om do cholg s do 

shnoadh, 
na-a' 

ahealgaer bhuirb bho thir nan stuadh ! 

heUager ynyrb yo hir nan stn-a' 

cb fear fo airm san diombair reidb, 

ill fer fo aynn san dt-yayr rey' 

ba siant am f heitb cba'n f hddb mo 

la n-ant am ey' chan ay' mo 

gbradb. 
Ql ga*n dail do'n eillean Sgiatbach,* 

U gnn dayl don eyllen sgt'-ach 

if am biih na rom 'g easgacb, 

am bi' na royn ag i-as-gaoh 

ceigagan na cota stiallacb, 

ceyg-ag-an na cota sti-al-aoh 

onal maoracb liadb air trai^h. 

mal maor-ach li-a' ayr tray' 

Cba sbeinner leom, et cetera. 



Tbe Hunter. 

Offer not, maiden queenly, an in- 
dignity 

To a root of tbe family of Conn of 
battle-field& 

It is not natural tbat be sbould take 
(eitber) fear or an advantage, 

And never, under a tbreat, will be 
forsake bis blade ; 

But more often bas yielded, from re- 
mote ages, 

To tbe power of love, tbe bero strong, 

Wbo bas struck bard (blows) in many 
extremities, 

Tban tbe boor coarse, or tbe poltroon 
feeble. 

Sing to me, &c. 

Tbe Maiden Fairy. 

Ob ! deligbtful to me is tby bearing 
and aspect. 



Hunter fierce from tbe land of waves ! 

But to a man under arms in tbe secret 
baunts 

Consecrated to my deer, I give not 
my love. 



Return witbout delay to tbe Isle of 
Skye,* 

Wbere seals (will be) fishing. 

And dumpy ones (women) witb strip- 
ped petticoats, 

Gatbering grey sbellfisb on tbe beacb. 
I sing not, &c. 



An Sealgair. Tbe Hunter, 

an acain 's ionmbain gbuidb mi riamb. It is tbe dearest wisb I ever prayed, 

an ao-ayn s i-on-yayn yny' mi ri-ay 

tbigbinn a gbaoil le d' bbaidean Tbat you sbould come, love, witb your 

hi'nn a yaoyl le d yayden parcel of dccr 

fbiadb, 
i-a' 

* The Isle of Skye ; literally, the irie of wingi, as above spelt. 
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THK POBTRY 



Do Shlcibhte tlath, na fasach fial, 
do lejv-te tla' na fA-saoh ^-al 

Na glacan, miaDar biadhar tratb ; 
DA glao-fm mi-ap-ar lu-a-jar tra' 

Sa bheil ioma coire baadhar, 
aa yeyl i-oma coyre bo-a-yar 

'S torrach cluain 's as airde fuarain, 
8 toirach do-ayn aas ayrde fb-a-rayn 

Sgeideachte le biolair uaiDe, 
Bgeyd-eoh-te ' le bil-ayr Q-ajoe 

Is blaiste sugh sas uire igiamh. 
ia hlaysto au' saa uyre sgi-av 

Seinn da mi, et cetera. 

A Mhaighdeann Shith. 
*S mor a b-annsa Buachail-eite, 

8 mor a baim-8a bu-a-chayl-eyte 

'N Coire-ba, sa'm Binnein eatrome, 

n ooyre-ba sam buw-eyn e-trom 

Cruach-nam-beuDD is airde nan Creisein, 

cra-ach-Bam-beyim b ayrd nan creyseyn 

'S BeiDD-na-doirreaD * mian nam bard ; 

8 beynn-na-doyrren mi-an nam bard 

'S oha bu diubhaidh Beum-a-chrulaist, 

a cha bu di-avay beymi-a-chm-layst 

Na 3einn-bbreac nan aigbei^i ludhmhor, 

na beyn-vrec nan ay'-Qu lu'-Tor 

Strath-Oissian nan luban cnraidb, 

ara'-oys-oyn nan Inban ccMr-ay' 

'S Creaguaine nan nigean tlath. 

8 creg-a-ayne nan nygen Ua' 

Cha sheinnear, e$ cetera. 

An Sealgair. 
Oh, thig do dh-uamh Strathard nan send, 

oh big do yn*ay atra'ard nan seyd 

Far am binne ceol nan tend, 

ftr am binne ee-ol nan teyd 

A dh-eisteachd sgeul air deuchaingraidh, 
a yeystec sgeyl ayrdey-ehayn gray' 

A thiondas cridhe oaoin gu baigh, 

a hi-on-daa cri'-e oaoyn gn bay' 

A leaghaes is a laises sail, 

^a le-aa ia a layaea snyl 
A bheir air cuisle eridh dluth, 

a veyr ayr cnysle eyri' dlu' 



To Sleat mild, of foreata hospitable, 

Of hollows desirable, grassy, early ; 

Where there are many oorries fertile, 

Of beantiiul meadows, and lofty 
springs 

Arrayed with cresses green. 

Of tasteful juice and the freshest 
colour. 

Sing to me, &c 

The Fairy Maiden. 
Much more I love Buachail-eite, 

The Corrie-ba and Binnein airy, 

Cruch-nam-ben and the heights of 
Creisen, 

And Bendoran,* the delight of the 
bards; 

Nor less valued is Ben-^cH^hrokusi, 

Or Benvreac of hinds nimble, 

Sirath-Ossian of the holms sweet, 

And Creaguaine of mild (sheltered) 
recesses. 

I sing* not, &c. 

The Hunter. 
Oh, come to Strathard's cave of gems, 

Where sweetest is the music of the 
chords. 

To listen to a tale of ill-&ted love. 

That will turn the tender heart to 
pity, 

Melt and kindle the eye. 
Make the pulse beat quick, 



• Bendoran ; literally, Uie mountain of storms. 
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Air maighdetdo f hiata cinntiDD tlath, 

ajr ipaj'dayn i-a-ta dotioD tla' 

Is geiltein foil do bhoidean blath* 
is geyli-epk foj)dp vcudfa bla' 

Seinn da mi, et cetera. 



The maiden ^y become sympathetic, 
And yield kindly to vows wann. 

Sing to me, Ac. 



A Mhaighdeann Sbith. 

B-annsa leom sith-bhrugh Lochtreig, 
b-amaa le-om Bi'-vra' looh^trejg 

Far a bheil na suinn a threig, 
fiur a ^1 na myu uh'ttyg 

Euchd nam blar is tart nam bnaidh, 
«!yo nam hiar is tait nam ba-ay 

Fo gheisean* gaoil a maoin san luaidh ; 
fii yeyt-ea gaojl a maoyn san hi-aj 

lad gu^n uidh air fnth na raoin, 

i-ad gun ay' ayr fri' na raojn 

Gach suidh air uchd a leannean chaoin, 

gaoh eaj ayr no a lennan ohaoyn 

A claisteinn comhstri dhan is theud, 

a oUayBteynn QOT-st^ yan is heyd 

Fo sgail-bhrat laist le mile send. 

fo sgayl-ynu layst le mile seyd 
Cha sheinnear, et cetera. 



The Maiden Fairy. 

More I love the fairy-knowe of Loch- 
treig, 

Where dwell the heroes who forsook 

The pomp of battle-fields and the 
thirst of yiotories. 

Under the enchanting* love of their 
treasured, their cherished ; 

Unmindful of forest or moor. 

Each worthy reclines on the bosom 
genial of her he loves. 

Listening to the competition of song, 
with the music of chords, 

Under a canopy lighted with a thou- 
sand gem& 

I sing not, &c. 



* The idea qf boroes beiingf put midey eiichantm«Bt by malignant or amoioat lupefnatijnl beisgi, 
aeems faTniliar to the lore of all oonntries, since the days of Homer and the Syrens ; but it is not in the 
bragh of Lochtreig, bnt in that of Tom-na-hhiirich that the Feinn were put under enchantment. Alex^ 
ander Gillies, the g^reat Glengarry tale-reciter, used to recite a touching romance of the Feinn ; who, 
one day, when hunting on ]ieal-fiiar-mhonaidb> had been enticed on an adventure of ezploratioa into the 
Sith4)hnigh of Tom-na-biuirich, near Inverness, by a toroereai of Loohlin, and were there ijUaced under 
enchantment. Here they were doomed to lie stretched around the cave, side by Bide, in a profound aleep, 
arrayed in their full costume and arms, with the hand of eadi warrior on the hilt of his sword, ready for 
action, the moment the charm should be terminated ; which, however, it never would, until three blasts 
should be blown on a war-tnuapet, suspended behind the gate of the cave. The legend gave an exceedingly 
graphic description of a chivalrous ^tailor who took upon himself, on a Halloween-night, when all fsiry- 
knowes are open, to attempt the adventure of setting the Feinn free. He entered the brugh of Tom-na- 
hiuirich, in which darkness was made visible by a lurid glare of supernatural light, which exposed to the 
the eyes of the startled tailor a row of warriors of a supernatural size, stretched prone on their shields, but 
in their complete war panoply, around the cave. Though staggered by their enennons size, and the fierce 
scowl which contracted their browf and compressed their lips, (and he had some Bklsgiving as to thafate 
of mankind should such savage4ooking giants be set loose upon themj he screwed up his courage, and de- 
termined at least to sound one blast of the trumpet, and have a parley with them. He blew a blast, 
and so loud and teniflo was tiie sound, that Tom-na-hiuirich shook to its base, and the distant mountains 
reverberated. The great warriors opened their eyes, and stared at the tailor with an incomprehensible 
look ; but they did not move. He was g^reatly frightened, and had sad misgivings ; but rallying his stag- 
gered senses by degrees, he blew a second blast The great warriors rose slowly to their left knees, and 
leant forward in an incu^ibeat pqsiticm on their elbowsi their hands gtasping the hilts of their half- 
unsheathed swords, and cast eager but indefinable glaneea at the tailor, who felt himself impeUed by a 
sudden panic, dashed the trumpet to the ground, and sprang out of the cave. Hera he stood for a moment 
in compassion and doubt, hearing a moan spreading through the cave, while the following words were 
uttered in a voice in which scorn struggled with sorrow, " A leaboadean 's mise dh-f hag na thuir;** — 
poltreai>» warsa you left than found (us.) 
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THE POETRY 



An Sealgair. 

B-annsa seasabh leat a ruin, 
b-annsa sesaT let a rujD 

Gu allail ard air braigh an duin, 
gu allayl ard ayr bray' an duyn 

Noir dh-eires muir na morachd f hein 
noyr yeyres mayr na mor-ac feyn 

Thoirt dubhian do na dullean trein ; 
hoyrt duvlan do na duylen treyn 

Noir laises dealan alios a chuain, 

noyr layses delan slis a chu-ayn 
Sa mhosglas tarn le beucan buain, 

sa voBglas tarn le beyc-an bu-ayn 

Sa ruaigeas tuinn na cabhiaich aigh, 
Ba ru-ayge8 tnyiin na caT-Iaych ay' 

Air sgearraen cruaidh gun tuar gun 
ayr sgerren cm-ay' gun tu-ar gun 

bhaigh. 
vay' 

Seinn da mi, et cetera. 

A Mhaighdeann Shith. 
B-annsa a bbith an sgjort na stairm, 

b-annsa a vi' an sgirt na stayrm 

Air uchd Sgureilt is uambain gairm, 

ayr uc sgureylt is u-av-a3m gayrm 

Noir chluinnear, sior san dubhradh, tarn 
noyr chluynner si-or san davra' tarn 

Nacb caomhain le bheathir creag na cai*n, 

nach covayn le ve'-ir creg na cam 

Noir theid an dealan dearg na thein, 
noyr heyd an delan derag na heyn 

Sa labhras reachdar beinn ri beinn, 
sa lavras rec-ar beynn ri beynn 

Toirt caismeachd ghairbh do thaibhsean 
toirt cajs-mec yayrv do hayv-sen 

fuar, 
fu-ar 

Is gairge siann sas oiltel tuar. 

is gayrge si-ann sas oyltel ta-aY 
Cha sheinnear, et cetera. 

An Sealgair. 

Oh, thig a thuni leom a ghaoil, 
oh big a huni le-om a yaoyl 

Do'm bhuthean seal aig taobh a chaoil, 

do in vu'-an sel ayg taov a chaoyl 

Bho faicer dluth is fada bh-uain, 
vo fayc-er dlu' is fada vu-ayn 

Sealla bheann, is ghleann, is chuain. 
sella Teynn is ylenn is chu-ayn 



The Hunter. 

Rather would I take my stand with 
thee, love, 

Proudly and loftily on the dun, 

When rises the ocean in majesty (all) 
his own. 

To give defiance to the elements 
strong; 

When lightning kindles the bosom of 
the deep. 

And thunder opens with continuous 
bellowing, 

And the waves drive routed and mag- 
nificent navies. 

On sea-rocks hard, sightless and piti- 
less. 



Sing to me, &c. 

The Maiden Fairy. 

More 1 love to be in the skirt of the 
storm. 

On the breast of Scureiltof the terrible 
war-cry. 

When is heard, straight in the pro- 
found darkness, thunder 

That with his bolts spares not rock 
nor avalanche ; 

When goes the lightning red into 
extremes, 

When mountain speaks haughtily to 
mountain, 

Giving a warning surly to ghosts 
pale, 



Of horrid shrieks and the most hideous 
aspects. 

I sing not, &c. 

The Hunter. 
Oh come and dwell with me, love, 

In my booth of osiers beside the strait, 

Where is seen, near and afar, 

A sight of mountains, glens, and seas. 
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ir theid a ghrian na pailluinn shiar, 

jt heyd a yri-&n na payllaynn hi-ar 

le fo sgail an f heasgair chiair, 

iS fo sgayl an esgayr chi-ayr 

mear linn ceol binn nan tend, 

iner linn ce-ol binn nan teyd 

shdridh shair am blair nam beud. 
ec-ri' hayr am blayr nam beyd 

8einn da mi, et cetera^ 

A Mhaighdeann ShitL 

ille 's fada *n dingh air ceiUidh, 
^lle 8 &da 'n di-u' ayr ceyli' 

un-mor na fasach feille, 
un-mor na fiuach feylli' 

iladh mid ga h-eatrom eibhein, 
7-Ia' mid ga he-trom eyveyn 

lochtreig nan reidhlean tlath. 
och-treyg nan reylen tla' 

iladh mid fiamhaidh, fairrel, 
-Aa! mid fi-avi' fiiyrrel 

haidh, &irrel, fiamhaidb, fairrel, 

avi' fayrrel fi-ayi' fayrrel 

>hladh mid fiamhaidh, fairrel, 
iT-la' mid fi-avi' &yrrel 

lOchtreig nan reidhlein tlath, 

>cli-treyg nan rey'-leyn tla' 

r an seinnear orain chianael, 
an Beynner o-rayn chi-an-el 

-bhrugh aillidh nan tend sennael ; 

▼m ayli' nan teyd seynnel 

01 seinnear orain chianael, 
Q seynner o-rayn chi-anel 

-bhrugh aillidh nan tor ard. 
-vm' ayle nan tor ard 



And when goes the sun into his pavi- 
lion in the west. 

And the world under the mantle of 
evening swarthy. 

Will be heard by us music from the 
sweetest chords, 

And the history of heroes in the bat- 
tles of wounds. 

Sing to me, &c. 

The Fairy Maiden. 
Too long, to-day, have we tarried 

In Mam-mor of forests genial ; 

Travel we lightly and joyously, 

To Lochtreig of pleasant meadows. 

Travel we warily, shyly, 

Warily, shyly, warily, shyly ; 

Travel we warily, shyly. 

To Lochtreig of pleasant meadows. 
Where sung is the song plaintive 

Of the fairy-knowe beautiful, of charm- 
ed chords ; 
Where sung is the song plaintive 

Of the fairy-knowe beautiful, of wooded 
mountains high. 



Before entering on the song part of the work, I beg to submit a specimen 
mean Ban's descriptive poem of Oorriecheathaich, to enable the reader to 
ciate the correctness of Lord Macaulay's statement, that a love of land- 
is a taste of modem tunea Had he read Gaelic poetry, he might have 
saved from the utterance of this and many opinions that do him little 
, either as a man or a historiaa I regret giving only a few lines of this 



COIRE-A-CHKATHAICH. — LITERALLY, THE COBRIB OF THE MIST. 

ladain chiun-gheal an am dhomh In the morning mild and bright, 

d-ayn chi-nn-yel an am yov when 

usgadh, 
dnag-a' 
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THE POXTBT 



Aig bun na stuice be 'n sugra leom, Rising at the foot of a rock, it was my 

ayg bun na Btayc-h be'n ro-gra l«-om delight 

A chearc le sgiucan a gabhail tuchain, To hear the heath-hen plaintively 

a chero le sgi-uo-an a ga-vayl ta-chayn murmuring her Carrol^ 

'S an coileach curtail a durdail trom ; And the black-cock courteously croott- 

'san ooylech curt-ajl a durd-ayl trom ing his response deep ; 

An dreathan surdail 's a ribhid chiuil aige, The wren merrily tubing her chanter 

an dre'-an eard-ajl sa ri-vid ohi-nyl ayg-^ musical 

A cuir nan smuid dheth gu luthar binn ; And piping (" with might and main") 
a cuyr nan smnjd je' gu lu'-ar binn nimbly and sweeUy ; 

An truid 's am bru-dhearg le moran The linnet and the ted-breast oeten- 

an tniyd sam bru-yerag le moran tatiously, 

unaich, 

nn-aych 

Ri ceileir sundach bu shiubhlach rann. Breathing joyous lays in flowing 

ri oeyleyr snndach bn hi-ol-aoh rann numbers. 

Thamaladhghruamachdobhiolairuaine There is a 6haggy brow of green 

ba mal-a' yni-a-mach do vil-ayr n-ayn^ cresses 

Mu na h-uile fuaran a tha san fhonn, Around every spring in the forest, 

ma na b-nyle fn-a-ran a ha aan onn 

Is doire shealbhag am bun nan garbh- A grove of sorrel around the rough 

18 doyr hela-vag am bnn nan gar? StoneS, 

chlach, 
chlach 

Is grinneal gainbhich gu minibh-gheal And in every channel a thick covering 

18 grimiel gaynr-ich gu min-iT-yel of powered Band, 

pronn, 
pronn 

Nan glugabh plumbach air ghoil gun With basin-like hollows, in which, 
nan glug-av plum-baoh ayr yoyl gun boiling without heat^ 

aon-teas, 
aon-tes 

Ach coileach buimtighin a grundeas-lom; Bubbles up a cock of water from its 

aoh ooylecb bnym ti'-in a gnmd es-lom polished fountain ; 

Grach sruthan uasal le chuailean* du- Evenr gentle streamlet, with its dark- 

gach srn'-an u-a-sal le ohn-ayl-en du blue cuy-len,* 

ghorm, 
yorm 

A ruith tre luib na thair Btuio nan steall. Meandering through meadows, or leaiH 
^ a niy' tre luyb na hayr Btnyc nan ste-all ing over rocks in mimic waterfidluL 

* There are some Gaelic words that cannot be tranilated Into English without a ylolatloB ef llM 
characteristic delicacy and refinement of feeling which they imply. It would occupy too muoh qwot to 
illustrate here a question of philology which involves a peculiarity in the character of a people. I may 
observe, however, that it would shock the delicacy of an ancient Highlander to designate the natnzal 
covering of a woman's head and a cow's tail by the same name. Nay, more : he could not caU the hair 
of a grey-headed harridan and of a modest and beautiful woman, by the same name. His general name 
for the human hair is ** folt," and for the hair of animals, ** fionua ;" but he calls the flowing ringleli 
of the young and beautifol, ** cuaUean," and the hair of the aged and plain, ** folt." I am, therefore, at 
a loss how to render either *' cuailean" or " cuaineal," which occur in these verses, into English, without 
doing violence to the good taste of the bard and the genius of the language. I must« tfaerefine, beg to 
be excused for retaining a few of these peculiar woidi, and leaving the text to explain their meaning. 
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'ha 'm bradan tara-gheal sa choire 

ha^in bradan tara-yel sa cliorrc 

gharbhiaich, 

yarv-laych 

tighiD bho'n fliairge bu ghailbheach 

U'-in von ayrg-d bu yaylv-ech 

tonn. 

tonn 

e luiimcas meamncach a ceapa mhenibh- 

loynnes mema-nedi a cepa veniv 

chuilleag, 

chujll-ag 

u neo-chearbach le chamghob crom. 

1 ne-o-cherb-ach le chania-job crom 

ir bhoinne borb is e leain gu foirmel, 

T Toynnd borb is e lem gu foyrm-el 

a eidcadh cholgail bu ghorm-ghlas ligh, 

I eyd-e' cholg-ayl bu yorm-ylas li' 

3 shoilscin airgid gu h-iteach menibh- 

hoyl-sen ayrg-id gu hit-ecb meniv 

bhreac, 

vrec 

3 lannach dearg-bhallach earrgheal 

a lannacb derag-vallacb erra-yeal 

sliom. 
slim 



The whitc-bosomcd saluion is seen in 
the corrie rugged, 



Fresh from the sea of stupendous 
waves. 



Sportful in his proud career, he springs 
at the midges, 



Snatching them unerringly with his 
crooked beak. 

Through the fierce rapids he bounds 
exultingly, 

In his armour of blue-grey mail. 

Traced with silver; he is finny, 
minutely speckled, 



Scaly, crimson-spotted, breast white, 
symmetrical. 



leibhte daonan mu d^ghlacaibh faoine 

reyr-te daonan mu d'yiac-ayv faoynd 

I h-aighean maoladh, na laoigh 's na 

hay' -en maol-a' na laoy' 's na 

maing ; — 
mayng 

bu mhian linn a madainn ghriauaich, 

bu vi-an linn a ma-dftynn yri-an-ioh 

li dol ga'n ialadh niiasg shliabh is 
dol gan i-al-a' mesg li-av is 

ghleann ; 

ylenn 

d thigeadh siantan oirn an dile, 

d hig-e' si-an-tan oyrn an dile 

iodh seol gar didean sa chrioch nach 

i-o' se-ol gar did-en sa cbrich nach 

gann,— 

gann 

uibheig iosail am bun na frithidh, 

uy-veyg i-sayl am bun na fri-i' 

leobaiu diomhair gu sincadh teann. 

leb-ayn di-ov-ayr gu sin-o' tcnu 



Found always in the sequestred 
hollows 

Are the bold hinds, with their calves 
and yearlings ; — 



It is our delight in the sunny morning. 

To stalk for them the wolds and 
glens ; 



Though the embattled elements should 
come on us in a deluge. 

There are means of shelter in the 
bounds ample, — 



Little caves at the foot of the forest, 

With secret beds in which to stretch 
ourselves in close confinement. 
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Biodh eoin an t-shleibbe nan ealtain 

▼i-o' e-oyn an tleyv-^ nan elt-ayn 

ghle-ghloin, 
yle-ylojn 

A cluich air geugaibh ^s a seinn sa choil ; 

a dujoh ayr yeyg-ayv aa seyDn sa choyl 

An uiseag cheutach'saluinneag fbein aic*, 

an nys-ag cbe-tach sa luyun-eg heyn aye 

An fheadag speiseil gu reidh a seinn ; 

an ed-ag qieys-eyl gu rey' a seynn 

A chuach 's an smeorach a'm bar nan 

a dia^ach san sme-or-ach am bar nan 

ogan; 
ogan 

A gabhail orain gu ceolar binn ; 
a gav-ayl or-ayn gn oe-d-ar binn 

Noir ghoircas baileach an cnanal tairis, 
noyr yoyr-es bayl-ech an cn-an-al tayris 

Ni crcagan sanas h gleannaibh failt I 

ni cregan sanaa is glenn-ay? fayU 



The birds of the wolds forming a 
pure eltayn, 



Sport and sing among the boughs of 
the wood ; 

The tuneful lark sings with a carol all 
her own, 

The plover, with her clear notes, 
responds afar ; 

The cushet and the thrush, high on 
the trees, 



Sing their lays harmonious and sweet; 

When the loving cuaiueal sing 
thoroughly, 

The rocks whisper and the glens 
smile ! 



THE MUSIC OF THE HIGHLAND CLANS. 



The difference between the Highland and Lowland versions of many of our 
sweetest melodies, and between the songs sung to them in either dialect, afford 
fair data for forming an opinion as to the state of society and refinement of the 
one people on a comparison with the other ; — and as one of the objects of this 
treatise is to submit the necessary materials on the part of the Caledonian or 
Highlander, — those of the Scot or Lowlander are already, and have long been 
before the world, — I challenge a comparison, and leave the public to decide the 
question. The Gaelic song, in a literal translation, cannot justly be compared 
to the Lowland song in its native language ; and in comparing my translations 
to the Lowland song, due allowance must be made for the severe translation ; but 
the melodies may be compared. The Lowland melody bears intrinsic evidence 
of the genius of her rich, smooth, genial, native district, being characterized 
by a yielding warmth and a pliant softness, which contrast with the wayward 
pathos and unbending spirit of Highland melody. The Lowland nymph finds 
leisure now and again to breathe a heavy sigh over the bier of a husband, or to 
faint away with a long-drawn sob of joy on a lover's bosom ; while her High- 
land sister, whether she pours out her soul in a heart-rending wail of grief, or 
quivers in every nerve and pulse with joyful ecstacy, sweeps along on her airy 
course, with the lofty bearing and undoubting steps of her native mountain 
race. No doubt, she pants once or twice, now and again, in every natural 
pause in the line or verse, from excess of feeling and excitement, and the 
emphatic single and double notes, which represent these pants, disturb the som- 
nolency of tone desiderated in plaintive Lowland melodies. But these are 
characteristic and peculiar marks of Highland melodies, and have been ignored, 
accordingly, by the Lowland minstrel and bard, in such Highland melodies as 
have been effectually changed into Lowland melodies ; the single note being 
lengthened into a drawl, and the double note into an interminable slide. This 
seems to have been the initiating step in the system of harmony which, under 
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the scientilic knowledge of lime and tune attained by the great Masters of 
modem times, had revolutionized the whole materials out of which has been 
re-composed the music now fashionable in Europe.* Though anything bat 
versaiit in the science of music, I am not, I think, altogether incapable of ap- 
preciating the wonderful variety of adverse sounds, the playful eccentricities 
and ethereal vagaries methodized and combined into musical pieces by the 
great masters; and, when listening to them in the modem drawing-room, 
although amused rather than delighted, I cannot help admiring the wonderful 
eflfects of a musical education on persons peculiarly organized, and of highly 
artificial tastes. I may remark, however, that M. JuUien did not attempt to 
perform any of these pieces on any single musical instmment, but considered it 
necessary to have the combined force of a thousand different instraments to 
represent them ; and the managers of concerts in the York and other Cathedrals, 
also fonned choirs of several thousand voices to produce the like eflfect This, 
however, only shows that M. Jullien and these managers were destitute of 
musical genius, when compared to the bald-headed or wigged gentlemen and 
loud or shrill-voiced ladies, who set themselves down with such complacency to 
conjure thunder-storms, earthquakes, and other convulsions of Nature, out 
. of the piano ! 

But this subject is too grave for sarcasm. I am satisfied that the music of 
the great Masters has now become the capital or stock-in-trade of the most 
injurious quackery, — I should say ludicrious quackery, — and has thoroughly 
corrapted the musical taste and education of the fashionable, or, rather, would- 
be fashionable part of society. It has unquestionably been lessening the 
attachment of sense and sound, until music has become so whimsical, or mounie' 
lankishf so estranged from all natural and hereditary feeling, as to foi^t that 
poetry is her twin-sister, and of equally divine birth with herself. Hence, she 
is, as now cultivated in our schools, and practised in our drawing-rooms, become 
incapable of aflFording pleasure to any person of fine feelings and natural tastes. 
I can scarcely forgive Harmony, although she is the offspring of Grenius, for 
having thus so perverted and denationalized Melody, as to render her no longer 
capable of thrilling the hearts and elevating the lives of the people ; and when 
she puts forth her hand to manipulate on my own dear, wild, wayward, touching, 
native airs, — altering, substituting, shortening, lengthening, or sliding notes into 
one another, or rending them into quavers or demi-quavers of all sounds and 
dimensions, I abhor her very shadow! Indeed, although many gentlemen 
possess, or aflfect a taste for modem music, and may well be excused for bending 
with pleasure over the fair creatures who ply the piano with a self-satisfied air, 
on the assurance of their lisping foreign teachers, that they have attained per- 
fection in musical science, — of which they, of course, constitute themselves and 

* The Prince of Oanino wrote to a friend in Italy, in the days of James I., a letter descriptive of Scottish 
or Lowland melody, and expressing his intention of introducing that style of music, on his return home, is 
an improvement on that of his native land. Tassoni also describes Scottish music as of a touching and 
melancholy or lamenting character, and states that he had himself adapted and composed many piecea in that 
style. It does not, therefore, seem presumptuous to say that Scottish Melody had been borrowed by Harmony 
to improve the music of Italy, and that modem music is the result of this iU-assorted marriage between the 
natural and the artificial 
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their pupils the sole judges, — ^laughing or sneering at the ignorance of all who 
differ from them : yet the fact is, that the sound of the piano has a regularly 
Bull's-run effect on most gentlemen. I have myself no doubt, that horror of 
this musical infliction, rather than of the curtain lecture, is at the root of the 
distaste for a married life, so apparent at present in gentlemen who have not 
attained either a self-sufficient initiation into the science of modern music, or 
that position in society where the artificial totally, supercedes the natural. 
Young ladies may take my word for it, that the music which does not touch 
the heart, will never win a heart worth loving. 

The Highlanders are much indebted to the Bev. Mr Macdonald, and to 
Messrs Gow, Marshall, and others, for having rescued so much of the music of 
their ancestors from comparative obscurity ; but they baptized it anew, after 
their patrons and patronesses, and have thus made on strangers the impression 
that they were the composers of the music which they only copied and 
published. I do not thuik that they intended to do this ; but it was in very 
bad taste to give new names to these old tunes and aii-s, and thus to deprive 
them of the signet of antiquity which descended with them from remote ages. 
At the same time, they thus left to their musical successors a lesson of snobbery 
and 8er\'ility, which they, in their turn, have not been slow in stamping on the 
very forehead of the national music, — ^a lesson only equalled by the fulsome and 
nauseous dedications of the feudal bards of the Lowlands of Scotland and England. 

The first verse of the following song, Nighean Donn na Buaile, was quoted 
by Logan as one of the specimens by which he illustrated the great variety of 
measures of Gaelic poetry. As this song is a fair average specimen of the (Jaelic 
love song, which was characterized more by a dignified tenderness and a fixed 
constancy than by a wayward fervor, I will make it my first specimen of its 
class. The melody is, in the Highlands, called " Feil Chill Andraes," (feyl chill 
andras) St Andrew's Fair, and has been naturalized in the Lowlands under the 
more homely name of " Johnny's Grey Breeks," which, though certainly very 
beautiful, is no improvement on the original. I have no wish to detract from 
Scottish or Lowland melodies, but must say that the great body of those of them 
which have an unquestionably Caledonian or Highland origin, have been any- 
thing but improved by their transformation. 

NIGHEAN DONN NA BUAILE.* 

A nighean donn na buaile, Brown-haired maiden of the fold, 

a ni'-en doon na bu-ajle 

Ga bheil an gluasad farasda. Whose movements are so graceful, 

ga veyl an glu-as-ad farasda 

* For the melody of ** Nighean Donn na Buaile/' and many others, I am indebted to Mrs MacdoneU, 
Keppoch, whose exquisite tat<te for Gaelic music worthUy represents the genius of the House of Keppoch, 
which has been so long the residence of music, poetry, and heroism. To Mrs Macdonell and her 
daughter Miss Jessie, I am under deep obligations, not only for the number of melodies with which 
they have favoured me, but for the unwearied kindness with which they consulted my wishes, and cheer- 
folly met the increasing demands their possession of the same sets of the melodies with which I was 
acquainted in my youth, made me venture to make on their indulgence ; and I beg their acceptance of 
my sincere and grateful thanks. 
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Thug mi gaol ro-bhiian dhut 

hug mi gaol ro-vu-ayn ynt 

Nach dian le cniidh-chas meathachadh. 

nach di-an le craj'-ohas me'-a-oha' 

Mheall u mi le d' shugradh, 

veil n mi le d' ha-gra' 

Le d' bhriodal is le d' chiune ; 

le d' vri-dal is le d* ohi-p-ne 

Lub u mi mar iuran, — 

lub u mi mar i-a-ran 

Cha diichas a bhi fallain dhomh. 

cba du-chas a vi (allayn jot 

Do chul don, maiseach ordail, 

do chal don majsh-aob ordayl 

Gu bachlach, boidheach, camagach ; 
go bach-lach boy-ech cama-gach 

T-aghaidh flathail, comhnard, 
ta'-ay' fla'-ayl oov-nard 

Mar itean loin do mhalaichean ; 
mar iten loyn do val-ajcb-en 

Do shuillean gorma miogach, 

do bajll-en gorma mi-gacb 

Boisg fhada cumail diomi orr ; 

rojsg ada cmnajl dionn orr 

Do bheulan meachair maoth-dhearg ; 

do veylan me-chayr mao'-yerag 

Do ghruaidh mar chaoran mheaganan. 

do yru-ay' mar obaoran Teng-an-an 

Mar reul a measg an t-shluaighe u, 

mar re-ol a me-asg an tla-ay n 

Nam gluasad a chum iionalaidh ; 

nam gla-a-sad a obum tinal-ay' 

Tha t-ailleachd a toirt buaidh, 

ha tayll-ecbd a toyrt ba-ay' 

Air each uille an snuadh 's an ceanaltas ; 

ayr each uylle an mn-a' Ban oenaltas 

Do chiochan, mingeal, arda, 

do chi-o-oban min-yel ard-a 

Fo sgaile sroil a dealradh ; 

fo sgayle sroyl a del-ra' 

^S mar eala snamh air saile, 

amar ella snav ayr sayle 

Tha ceumaibh graidh na h-ainnire. 

ha oeym-ayy gray' na haynnire 

0' d' bheul gur binn hig orain, 

o' d' veyl gur binn hig or-ayn 

Manran, ceol, is ceilerean. 
man-raa oe-ol is oeyleren 



I have given thee a love 

Too constant to be subdued bj 
adversity. 

Thy gay converse has enticed me, 
Thy sportful minstrelsy, thy mildneas; 
Thou hast bent me like a sapling, — 
Health without thee cannot be mine. 



Thy hair brown, beautifully arranged 

In bonny bending curls ; 

Thy face noble, symmetrical, 

Thy eye-brows as the feathers (rf a 
blackbird ; 

Thy eyes blue, fascinating, 
Covered with long lashes ; 
The lips mellow, red ; 
Thy cheek like the rowan berry. 

Thou art like a planet among the 
people. 

When going to a gathering ; 
Thy beauty triumphs over all oUiers, 
Thy complexion, the pleasantry ; 
Thy bosom soft, white, high. 
Under a veil of gauze shining ; 
And as a swan swimming on the sea, 
Are the lovely steps of the maiden. 

From thy lips sweet come the song, 

The carol, melody, and sportful 
minstrelsy. 
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lue leom do chomhradh 

me le-em do chov-ra' 

neon a 'm bar na meanganaD. 

ne^jl am bar na mengaiuui 

lir mi 'n tus ort eolas, 

ijr mi 'n tos ort e-o-las 

'thug mi gaol cho mor ort, 
dog mi gaol cho mor ort 

aidh mi u ri phosadh, 

aj' mi a ri fo6a' 

air do bbron fo'n talamh mi. 

ijr do yron foo talay mi 



Sweeter to me is thy conversation 

Than the thrush on the topmost 
branches 

Since I first made thy acquaintance, 

So great has been my love to thee, 

That unless I receiye thee in marriage, 

Sorrow for thee will put me under 
the sward. 



ari Nighean Alisdair Buaidh, (Mary the Daughter of Bed Alexander,) 
hose works Logan selected many of the verses of his able introduction 
kenzie's Collection, among many others which may justly be called the 
cquisite remains of our sixteenth century poems, without excepting those 
Piobaire Dall himself, left several laments. One of these, called " Cumha 
.iCoid," is very touching. I will submit a few verses of it, to show the 
of measures at her command. She was bom in the Island of Harris, 
he beginning of the sixteenth century. 



CUMHA MHIC LEOID. 



a mulad a shugh 

a mulad a hay 

aSy *m aille, 's mo lugh ; 

mayld 'a mo lu' 

snithe bho'm shuil 

ni'-^ Tom bnyl 

m gu dlu ; 
m ga dlu 

n altruman m* iuil, 

ni altraman mi-ajl 

^dh mo chiuil ; 
lee-ay' mo cbi-nyl 

"e na muirn cha teid mi. 

h na mnym cha teyd mi 

ras nach ciuiu, 

18 naoh d-oyn 

ich air muir, 

ch ayr muyr 

3 air siuil, 

ayr si-uyl 

St air stiuir, 

t ayr sti-uyr 

air iuil, 
ayr i-nyl 



Heavy is the grief that absorbed 

Myhappiness,mybeauty,my strength; 

Often tears firom my eyes 

Fall in quick succession ; 

I have lost the nursling of my lore, 

The inspirer of my lays ; 

To banquet or merry-making I will 
not go. 

Twas a hail-storm, not mild, 

That desolated our homes. 

That rent our sails, 

And broke our helm, 

Our card of knowledge, (compass) 
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»o 



S air taice ciiil, 

sayr layc^ cuyl 

Bha again san Dud cibhinn. 

agea 8an dun ey-vino 



va 



Mo nihisneach 's rao threoir, 
mo Tisnech 's mo h-re-oyr 

Fo thasgadh a bhord, 

fo basg-a' a vord 

Sar mhac inhic Leoid 
ear vac vie le-ovd 

Na'ra bratach sroil, 

nam bratach sroyl 

Bha fial le or, 

Ta fi-al le or 

'S bu bhinne sgeoil 

'a bu viune sge-ojl 

Na clarsach is ceol Erin, 
na clar-sach U ce-ol ej-rio 



The stay at our bark, 
We had at the Dun of joy. 

My courage, my strengtli, 

(Is) wrapped in boards, 

The surpassing son of Leod 

Of silken banners, 

That was liberal with gold, 

Whose lays w^ere more sweet 

Thau the harps and music of Erin. 



The Highland chiefs, on the succession of the fa'ng of Scotland to the 

throne of England, seem to have forgot that it w^as not the object of feudal 

charters in Scotland, to deprive the people of their immemorial right of property 

in the soil, but to assimilate the patriarchal system to that subordination of 

ranks which made the feudal system, introduced into England by the Normans, 

so much more eflScient for warfare. The intention of the Scottish kings 

evidently was, by making chiefships hereditary and dependant on the crown, 

instead of elective and dependant on the people, to assimilate the chiefs to the 

crown vassals, and make them thus amenable to the despotism at which they 

aimed. That the charters had no other object than this, to subserve tlie regal 

despotism, is proved by the fact, that, while the crown continued despotic, tiie 

feudal superior was not allowed to oppress, increase the rents, or alter the fixed 

tenures of the clans ; and that the charters were, in innumerable instances, 

recalled or transferred at the pleasure of the king. A change seems now to 

have come over king and chiefs alike, however, and it was evidently determined 

to give the same eflfect to charters granted over the unconquered lands of 

the clans of Scotland, which they had received over the conquered lands of the 

people of England. The bards were the first victims of the change. I have 

not space to detail the evictions, but may remark that Clanranald's bard was 

ejected from Balivaird, which was possessed for ages by his ancestors under the 

cleachda, in the beginning of the eighteenth century, as is shown in a most 

interesting statement made on oath by his son, and which has been published 

by the Highland Society, to account for the destruction of the manuscript of 

the Clanranald family. When the other children of song were thus stripped 

and ejected, and wandered through the country, living on the hospitality of the 

people, Mari received a pension from her chief. Sir Norman Macleod, and lived 

in comparative wealth. Her house was always open to, and formed the head- 
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ters of the bards. This being distasteful to other chiefs, who, like less 
lified wrong-doers, conceived a deadly hostility to their victims, Sir Norman 

prevailed on to place Mari in the more inaccessible island of Scarba; 
sting from her, at the same time, a promise that she would compose no 
9 oraitij or songs. Mari found it impossible to keep this promise ; but, by 

of a compromise with her honour, I presume, she called all her subsequent 
positions, not oratn or songs, but cronain or croons. The good-natured 
f charged her with a breach of her promise, but she logically maintained, 
loubt much to his amusement, that she only wrote '' croons,** not songs, 
did not break her promise. The following croon seems to have led to her 
1 and reconciliation with her chief, who, I have no doubt, longed as much 
)e her home as she did to see him. 

THA MI 'm SHUIDHB AIB AN TDLAICH.— I AM SITTING ON THE HEIGHT. 

mi 'm shuidhe air tulaich, I am sitting on an eminence, 

mi'm hay' ajr tnlaych 

nhulad 's fo imecheist. In sorrow and perplexity, 

▼olad' sfo ime-chejst 

>imhead air Isia, Gazing at Islay, 

ooyv-ed ayr I-la 

i do'm iognadh gu dearbh e.) (Tq my own astonishment certainly.) 

do'm i-ona' ga derav' e 

mi uaire nach do shaoil mi, The time has been when I did not 

mi o-ayr nach do haoyl mi expect 

'n caochladh air m* aimsir My condition would be so changed 

'n caochla' ayr m'aymesir 

;a 'n thighinn an taobh so. As to make me come in this direction, 

^ tig-inna n taov ao 

b-amharc Jura a Sgarba. To look at Jura from Scarba. 

yaT-arc i-xm a scaraba 

n. — I h-urabh 0, i horinn 0, The object of the Gaelic chorus 

i hu-rav o i horinn o (which in this instance may be con- 

I h-urabh 0, i horinn ; sidered as a carranach, and is untrans- 

i hn-rav o i horinn o lateable) was to make the audience 

I hu-uirabh 0, i-hogaidh ho ro, realize the emotions the song was 

i hn-rav o i-hoffay' ho ro . , "^ i. i • .i 

^ '' meant to excite, by makmg them 

^ "riSI' ?• !^ ?• take part in the singing. The songs 

intended for public singing were 
efore generally adapted to airs carried down by tradition, and which were 
idy known to, and favourites with the people. In the absence of the 
us, which was only the case in triads, or songs of three lines, the verse 
first sung by the professional vocalist, or the best amateur singer present, 
then by the audience, who usually stood in a circle, their hands joined 
neans of bonnets and scarfs, which they kept waving in accordance with 
time and spirit of the melody. This custom came down to my younger 
i; and I have seen numerous companies joining in singing songs in the 
^e style, with a sympathy which leaves no doubt on my mind that the 

u 
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Draid system of cultivating the hearts of the people by meaus of poetry and 
music, was infinitely superior, in so far as the masses were concerned, to a 
lettered education. 

With these remarks, I submit to the reader one or two more verses rf 
this poem. The last line, or two lines of every verse of this and similar songs, 
were repeated to aid the memory, — ^for when songs of a narrative or historical 
character were intended for being sung, their length suggested such repetitions 
as rendered it almost impossible for the singer to forget the succeeding Imes. 
The airs of the historical poems were, properly speaking, not melodies, but a 
musical and pleasing style of reciting poetry. The historical poems of Ossian, 
and the other ancient bards, were thus recited. 



Gu 'n thighinn an taobh so, 

ga 'n dig-inn an taov so 

A dh-amharc lura a Scarba ! 

a javarc i-ura a scaraba 
Thoir mo shoraidh do*n duthaich, 

hojr mo horaj' do*n da-'ajch 

Tha fo dhubhar nan garbh-bheunn, 

ha fo ynvar nan ganr-vejnn 

Gu Shir Tormaid ur ailleal, 

ga sir toro-mayd nr ajllel 

Fhuair ceannais air armailt ; 

h-n-ayr oennas ayr ann-ajlt 

'S gu'n caint ann 's gach fearann. 

s ga*n oajnt anns gach ferrann, 

Gu'm b-airidh fear t-ainm air. 

gu'm bajr-i' fer tajnim ajr 

Hi iurabh, etc. 



That I should come in this direction, 

To look at Jura from Scarba ! 

Bear my salutation to the country, 

That (nestles) under the shadow of 
the rough mountains, 

To Sir Norman, lofty and illustrious, 

Who has obtained the leading of an 
army; 

And they say in every land 
It is deserved by a man of his name. 
It is, etc. 



Gu'n caint ann 's gach fearann, 

ga'n cajnt anns gach ferrann 

Gu 'm b-airidh fear t-^inm air : 

gu 'm b-ayri' fer t-ajnim ayr 

Fear do cheille do ghliocais, 

fer to cheyll^ do yli-ocaysh 

Do mhisnich do mheamneadh, 

do visnich do vemene' 

Do chruadail do ghaisge, 

do chm-atayl do yoysg^ 

Do dhreachadh 's do dhealbha, 

do yrech-a' a do yel-ava 

Is t-olachd is t-uaisle, 
is tolac is t-n-aysle 

Cha bu shuarach ri leanamhuin. 

cha ba hn-a-rach ri lena-vnyn 

Hi iurabh, etc. 



They say in every land 
It is deserved by a man of his name : 
His understanding, his wisdom, 
His courage, his magnanimity. 
His hardihood, his heroism, 
His bearing, his figure, 
And his blood and pedigree 
Are not unworthy of being recorded. 
Are not, etc. 
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cannot part with Mari without quoting a verse or two of the " croon," 

nnt • — 



iunt : — 



AN CRONAN. — THE CROON. 



m turaideach ard, 

in turajdach ard 

idh tunaidh nam bard, 

bt' tunay' nam bard 
fillidh 's binn dain, 

filli' 8 binn dajn 

n cupaichean Ian, 

I cnpajchcn lann 

I slainte mo ghraidh, Tormaid 
I dajnt^ mo yny' tormajd 

Ug ol, etc. 

n aros nach crion, 

a aros naoh cri-on 

iadh garaich na 'm piob, 

bi' garajch na 'm pi-ob 

[1 clarsach a stridh, 

n clarsach a stri' 

irsa na *m pios, 

na na *m pi-os 

i strachdadh, le Son, 

straca' le fi-on 

lis* ann an ghniomh or-cheard. 

Ish ann an gni-ov or-cherd 
ill, etc. 

dhuchas *8 do dhual, 

) jnohas s do yn-al 

XL fantalach buain, 
a £uitalach bu-ajn 

Em carraid 's an cruadhas ; 

an carrayt s an cm-a'as 
a prosnachadh sluaigh ; 

a pros-nacha' sln-ay' 

lael am buaidh ; 

si am baaj' 

lach an uair foirneart, 

ach an n-ajr fojmert 

flosglach, etc. 
a, 's na treig, 

s na treyg 

bda is beus, 
la' is bejs 



To the castle turreted, lofty, 

The home of the bards, 

And minstrels of sweet lays, 

(Who) with flowing cups, 

Toast healths to my beloved Norman. 

Toast, etc. 

That is the mansion not paltry. 

Where is heard the streaming notes of 
the pipe 

And of the harp, in competition ; 
And is seen the gleaming of cups. 
Charged to the brim with wine. 
Radiant in the work of the goldsmiths. 

Badiant, etc. 
It is thy native and hereditary right 
To be patient, stedfast, 
In extreme conflicts ; 
Fierce when exciting the people ; 
Compassionate in victory ; 
Vigilant in the time of oppression. 

Vigilant, etc. 
Follow, and forsake not 
The customs and virtues 



156 

T-aiteam gu leir ; 

tajtem gu leyr 

Macanta seamh, 

ma^santa sejy 
Pailt ri luchd theud, 

paylt ri lao hejd 

Gbaigeal an gleus, 

gay^ an gleya 

Neartmhor an deigh torachd. 

DertYor an dey torao 

Neartmhor, eta 



THE MUSIC 



Of thy race, unfailingly ; 
Modest and mild, 
Liberal to the tuneful profession. 
Heroic in deeds. 

Strong in the pursuit of spoilers. 
Strong, etc. 



I cannot afford room for the whole of the song called '^ Fuaim an i-Shaimh,'* 
(the Voice of Silence,) by Mari, which I regret, as an extract breaks the ccxi- 
nexion between the solemn and touching reflections forming the introductoiy 
verses and the descriptive panegyric, which is so combined and perfect as to 
make their separation very injurious ; but they are so long as to compel me to 
insert only a small portion of the middle and the concluding ver8e& 

FUAIM AN T-SHAIMH. — THE VOICE OP SILENCE. 

Bear this salute fix)m me 



Beir an t-shoraigh so bh-uam 

bejr an to-ray' so Ta-am 
Gu talla nan cuach, 

go talla nan ca-ach 

Far'm bi tathaich nan truadh daimhiuL — 

fiur'm bt ta'-aych nan tni-a' dajr-ajl 

Far, etc 
Thun an tidghe nach gann, 

hnn an taj'-e nach gann 

Fo'n leathad ad thall, 

ib'n k'-ad ad haU 

Far bheil aighear is ceann mo mhanrain. 

ftr Tejl ajr'-er is oenn mo yan-rqm 

Far, eta 



Tormaid, mo ruin, 

tor-mi^ mo rayn 

Ollaghaireach u, 

oUa-jayr-^ch n 

Foirmeil o thus t-abhaist- 

hjr^meyi o boa tav-ayat 



To the hall of (social) cups. 

Where the needy find a Mildly 
welcome. — 
Where, etc. 

To the house where there is no 
scarcity. 

Under the opposite declivity, 

Where dwells my delight, the insjHrer 
of my minstrelsy. — 
Where, eta 

Norman, beloved. 
Learned art thou. 



-Foirmeil, eta And energetic in thy every action.- 

And, eta 



Cha'n 'eil cleachdadh bheil brigh 

dia'n ejrl deo-a' veyl bir 

Gaisge na gniamh 

gajag-e na gni-aT 

Nach eil aigneadh mo ghaoil Ian detL — 
0*6^ ^1 ^Jt"^ °M> yaoyl Ian de' 

Nach, eta 



There is nothing excellent 

That is not inherent in his mind 

Or realized in his actiona — 
Or, eta 
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Q treine san lugh, 

n treTDe un la' 

n ceutaidh 's an cliu, 

D oey-taj' 's an oli-o 

n feile 's an gnuis naire.- 

n fejle un gaajB najr4 



Daring, strength, 

Elegance, pure fame, 

-Ann, etc. Hospitality unpretending.- 

Hospitality, etc. 



n gaisge 's an cial, 

D gajs-ge san d-al 

m pailte neo-chrion, 

m payl-te ne-o-chri-on 

maise 'sa migh ailleachd.-Ann, etc. 
majrae sa mi-a' ayll-ec 

Q cruadal *8 an toil, 
1 cra-a-dal san tojl 

DQ buaidh thoirt air sgoil, 
DH Im-ay' hojrt ayr sgoyl 

a naisle ga*n chion caileachd. — 

1 n-aysle gun chi-on cajl-eo 

nn, etc. 

• u fortan Dhia 

n ibrtan o yi-a 

1 shocraiche cial, 

I hoo-raycb-e d-al 

foisteanach fial narach. — Si, etc. 
fojst-en-adi fi-al nanush 

il cannaich is fin, 

cannajch is fi-n 

gaile na gnuis, 

igajle na gnnjs 

J, ioriosail, ciuin, cairdeil — 

I ir-is-al d-ajn cayr-deyl 

lairce, eta 
lolaidh fo'n ghrein, 

dol-ay' fon yreyn 

leachadh tread ; 
l-eoh-adh treyd 

achd a reir ban-rigL — Sa, etc. 

1-ao a reyr ban-ri' 

a riaraich u cuilm, 

ari-ar-aych a oajlem 
ioblaid, gun tuilg, 

-o-blayd gon tnjlig 

3an tainist Dun-tuilm, slan leat. — 
on taynist don-tajlem slan le-at 

nighean, etc. 



Warriorism, wisdom, 

Social liberality, 

Grace, beauty. — Grace, etc. 

Hardihood, activity. 

The conquest of knowledge, 

High breeding, without effeminacy.- 
High, etc. 



God has made thee fortunate in a 
wife, 

Calmly prudent, 

Vigilently prescient, kind, modest — 
Vigilently, etc. 

In whom there are attractions and 
worth. 

Without a frown on her face. 

Affable, lady-like, mild, friendly. — 
Affable, etc. 



Without one defect under the sun, 

Inconsistent with the happiness of 

the people ; 
With blood (pedigree) equal to that 

of the queen. — ^With, etc. 

Often didst thou preside over the 

banquet. 
Without ftissiness, without confasion, 

Daughter of the tainister of Duntuilm, 
fare-thee-welL — ^Daughter, etc. 
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My quotations from Mari Nighean Alisdair Buaidh have already trendied od 
the space intended for other bards, her equals for elegance and tenderness, and 
her superior for strength and sublimity ; but I must submit two or three verses 
of '^ An Talla 'm bu gna le Macleoid," as a specimen of the numerous class of 
triads that seem to have been such favourites with the barda 

QUB MULADACH THA ML — SORROWFUL AM L 

Thy delight was swift dogs 



Leat bu mheanach coin luthmhor 

let ba vi-aDach oojo la'vor 

Dhol a shiubhal nan stuc-bheinn, 

jol a hi-a-val oan stoc-veynn 

'Sa gunna nach diulta ri ord. — 

aa gnnna nach di-nlta ri ord 

Leat, etc. 
Si do lamh nach robh tuisleach 

si do lav Dach rov tnyshlech 

Dhol a chaitheamh a chuspair, 

yol a chay'-6v a ohoflpajr 

Le d' bhoghadh caol ruiteach deo neoil. 

le d' Yo'-a' caol rojtech de-o ne-ojl 
Si, etc. 



Among the rough and peaked 
moimtains. 

And the gun that denies not the 
hammer, (never misses fire.) 

Thy, etc. 
Thy hand is not erring 

In the competition (of archery,) 

With thy bow slender, ruddy, beaati- 
M— Thy, etc. 



Glac chrom air do shliosaid, 
glac chrom ajr do h-li-asayd 

Do shaighdean snaighte gu*n iaradh, 
do hay'-den snay'te gun i-ar-a' 

'M bar dosrach le sgiathain an fheoin.* — Their tops rough with the wing of 



The bending quiver on thy hip. 
Of arrows polished and straight, 



*m bar dosrach le sgi-a'-ajn an e-oju 

Glac, etc. 
Bhiodh ceir ris na crannaibh, 

vl' cejr ria na crann-ayv 

Bu neo-eisleanach tarruinn, 

ba neo-ejdenech tarmynn 

Noir a leamadh an taifead o d' mheoir. — 

nojr a lem-a' an tayf-ed o d' ve^yr 

Bhiodh, eta 
Noir a leigte bho d' laimh i, 

nojr a lejgte to d* layv i 

Oha bhiodh oirleach gu'n bhathadh 

cha vi' ojr-lech gon va'-a' 

Eader corran a gaine sa 'n smeoim. — 

eder corran a gaynd san sme-oym 

Nair, etc. 
Nam dhuit tighinn gu d* bhaille, 

nam ynjt ti'-inn ga d* vaylle 



the eagle. — The, etc. 

The waxed shjdt 

Is not dubious in its flight 

When the bow-string springs firom 
thy fingers. — The, etc. 

When released firom thy hand. 

Not an inch remains uninserted 

Between the barbed point and the 
cleft — When, etc. 

On coming to thy residence, 



♦ The eagle is, par excellence, called " coin," or •* fiar-ian,"— the bird, or tnie Wrd,— in Gaelic poetiy. 
Iti other name is descriptiro, '* eolaire ;" being compoTmded of the roots ** eol, *'or ** iul,** knowledge, aid 
** athar,** pronounced a'-ar, sky. 
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'S du bu tigheamail gabhail, Chief-like is thy hospitality, 

*8 da ba ti'-ernajl gavajrl 

Noir bhiodh tionneal gach caraid mu As gathers every friend around thy 

nqyr vi' ti-o-nel gach carayd |mu table. — On, etc. 

d' bhord. — Nan, eta 

d' Tord 

Gu'm biodh faram air thaileasg, There will be the rattling of back- 

gum bi' feniin ayr haylesg gammon, 

Agus fiiim air a chlarsaich, And the sound of the harp, 

agns (h-ajm ayr a ohlanaych 

Mur bu dhuchas do shar-mhac Mhic Leoid. As hereditary (custom was) of the sur- 

miir bn yachas do har-vac vio le-oyd passing SOU of Leod. — There, etc. 

Gu'm, etc. 
Se bu chleachda na dheigh sin The custom was afterwards 

•e ba chleo-a na yey sin 

Bhi seinn uir-sgeul na Feinne, To sing the new tales of the Fin- 

▼i aheynn nyr-sgeyl na feynn^ galians, 

Is eachdraidh graigh cheir-ghil nan And anecdotes of wild adventures 

is ech-ray' gray' oheyr-yil nan after the race of white badges, 

crochd. — Se, etc. (the deer.) — The, etc. 

croc 

Iain Lom, or John the bare, a nickname fastened on the bard, who lived 
to a very old age, from his sarcastic humour and the severity of his political 
poems, was royal Celtic bard to Charles the First and Second. His biography 
has never been written, nor his poems collected or published, there being no 
encouragement for Gaelic writers, in consequence of the prejudices of strangers, 
and the scattered state of the Highlanders, which precludes the necessary sales 
to make Gaelic literature a paying literature. From the energetic and active 
character of the bard, the disturbed times in which he lived, his great influence 
with the clans, his zealous loyalty, and his singularly romantic and adventurous 
spirit, no bard better deserves, or has left more ample materials, in the poetry 
and traditional lore of his country, for an interesting biographical sketch than 
Iain Lom. My space does not admit of my even slightly glancing at the lives 
of the bards noticed in this small work ; but I cannot help telling an anecdote 
of Iain Lom, in connexion with my Covenanting chief, Gillespig Gruamach, 
whose memory has hitherto, in my opinion, met with little justice from friend 
or foe. An idle report having been set on foot, to the efiect that a reward had 
been oflFered for the apprehension and production of Iain Lom at Inverary 
Castle, the earl was called on one morning before breakfast by a Highlander, 
whose ostentatious and ample dress, spare and angular figure, sharp yet shy and 
suspicious looks, appeared both singular and striking. The bard, for the strange 
visitor was no other than Iain Lom himself, asked the chief whether he had not 
lately ofiered such a reward to any one who should produce Iain Lom before him 
at Inverary. The chief, laughing, replied he had ; when the bard, stretching out 
his hand to receive the money, exclaimed, " Give it to me, then, for here I am, 
produced by himself" The earl was exceedingly amused ; but instead of lodging 
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the bard in a dungeon, as a celebrated novelist (who has more credit for the 
truthful delineation of the characters who figure in his works than he desenres) 
makes him treat an officer who came to him with a flag of truce, he took the 
bard by the hand, and led him into the castle, where he detamed and enter- 
tained him for a week, with great courtesy and hospitality. 

The steward of the household, however, was not so easily to be reconciled 
to the enemy of the clan ; and, the earl being absent one day while the bard 
remained at the castle, determined on playing him a trick. The bard, like most 
men of good taste, was a bit of an epicure, and from the gusto with which he 
enjoyed choice things, the steward became aware of his sensitiveness on the 
subject Taking advantage of his master's absence, he served up to the bard, 
with much ostentation and ceremony, an apparently sumptuous dinner, all in 
covered dishes of *' radiant plate." To detail the contents of the various dishes 
were ludicrous enough, but it exceeds my space. One of them, a dish of peri- 
winkles or whelks, excited the bard's risibility ; so he took it off the table bodily, 
— squatted down before the fire in the most ludicrous attitude he could assume, — 
placed it between his legs, — and snatching the golden skewer which listened the 
plaid to his shoulder, set to, picking out the wormy fish, and ever and anon 
spouting an extemporaneous verse, satirically and humourously descriptive of 
his attitude and dinner, and representing it as the fare usually given to stranger 
guests at Inverary Castle. The steward, alarmed at the unenviable position into 
which he brought his master and household, fotind means to concilitate the 
bard, and the poetry has been suppressed ; but the anecdote has got a lasting 
hold of tradition, and shows that the chief was not the grim bigot he is 
represented to have been. 

The bards, in their quick-step songs, fulling, shearing, rowing, and, indeed, 
all songs whose object was to cheer or assimilate labour to an amusement, only 
desired to bring before their hearers objects familiar and agreeably associated 
in their minds with localities, heroes, and traditions, cherished by their clan or 
class. Impassioned thought and deep feeling were considered inappropriate. 
As my object is to give the reader an honest or fair average sample of Gktelic 
poetry, I cannot select verses to confirm special remarks like these, and must 
refer to the song when in print When my remarks refer to songs not in print, 
I will submit all or some of the verses. In the following boat-song, Iain Lorn 
refers to the chief, as it were, merely incidentally. The measure of praise is 
implied rather than expressed ; and the localities most striking and traditionally 
celebrated for sports and events in the districts of the various branches of his 
great clan, and their traditionally dearest kinsmen or allies, fall into the verses 
so naturally as to appear wholly unintentional. The air is also equally 
appropriate and characteristic. It begins with an unaffected but bold note, 
swells gradually upwards in tones loud, sonorous, and haughty, ending literally in 
a gairm or shout of triumph. I must preserve the word gairm in my translations ; 
for ahout^ the nearest corresponding English word, does it anything but 
justice. 
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MOCH 'S MI 'O EIBIDH SA MHADUINN.— AS I AROSE IN THE MOBNINQ. 

On rising in the morning, 



Moch 's mi *g eiridh sa mhadninn, 

moofa 's mi geyri' sa Tadayon 

'S trom euslainteach m' aigne, 

'a trom ejs-Iayn-tech maygne 

'0 nach t-eibh iad mi'n caidreamh nam Since they did not call me to the 



Heavy and sorrowful was my mind, 



o naoh teyy i-ad min ' caydrev nam 

braithrean. — nach, etc 
bnfnD 

Leom is aith-ghearr a cheillidh 

le-om IB aj^-jerr a cheyll-i' 

Binneas mar ris an t-Sheamas,* 

riiuMB mar ris an tejmas 

Bis 'n do dhealaich mi'n de moch la 

ria *n do yel-ajoh min de moch la 

caisge. — Bis, etc 
oayig^ 

Dia na stiuir air an darach 

£-a na ad-nyr ayr an daraoh 

A dh-f halbh air tas an t-shiuil mhara, 

a yalT ayr tns an ti-nyl yara 

Seal mn'n tug i chead bhoinne de 

ael mnn tog i cheyd yoynn^ de 

thraghadh. — Seal, etc. 

tra'-a' 



fellowship of the brethren. — 
Since, etc. 



Too short has been the time 

I remained on my visit to James,* 

With whom I parted yesterday, on 
the morning of Easter-Sunday. — 
With, etc. 



May Qoi guide the helm of the oak 

That sailed on the sea, 

Before it began to ebb. — 
Before, eta 



Qe b'e am cuir a choirc e, 

ge be am coyr a ohoyrc e 

'S mi nach tille o stoc uat, 

'a mi nach tille o stoo n-at 

'S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach do bhata. 

'a ann a hny'-inn an toys-ech do vata 

'S ann, etc. 
Noair bhiodh each cuir ri gniamhadh, 

nu-ayr vi'-o each cayr ri gni-a-va' 

Bhiodh mo chuidsa dhetb diomhain, 

Ti-o' mo chnyd-sa ye' di-o-vayn 

'G ol na'n gucagan fion air a faradh. 

gol nan guc-ag-an fi-on ayr a hn,' 
'G ol, etc. 

An Dubh-chnoideartach riabhach, 

an dav-chnoydertach ri-a-vaoh 

Luchdmhor ardghuailleach dhionar, 

Inc-vor ard-yn-ayllech yi-onar 



Although it had been seed-time, 

I would not have returned from thee ; 

I should sit in the bow of thy boat — 
I should sit, etc. 

When tEe rest would be in action. 

My employment would be a pastime. 
Drinking bumpers of wine in the cabin. 
Drinking, etc. 

The Duv-cnoydertach, swarthy, 

Broad, high-shonldered, tight, 



* The Highland chief wsi always addreeeed by hii Christian name by his own clansmen. 
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'S ioma sleagh is lann iaruinn nah-earach. With many spears and iron blades in 

'fli-o-mo de-a' is hum i-aruyn na her-ach }|er bosoUL 

'S ioma, etc. With, etc. 



Cha b'e marcaich na'n steudain It is not the rider of steeds 

cha be marc-aych nan steydajn 

A bhuineadh geal reis ort, That would gain the racing bet of 

a vayne' gel reys ort thee, 

Noir is ard do shiuil bhreid-gheal air When thou spreadestihycurch-white* 

nojr 18 ard do hi-nyl vreyd-yd ayr gaiJs over the Sea. — 

saile. — Noir, etc. When, etc. 

sayle 

Noir is ard do shiul bhronnach When high are the bellying sails 

noyr is ard do hi-oyl Tronnaoh 

Air cuan meamnach nan dronng. Over the ridges of the proud ocean, 

ayr co-an memeoach nan dronnag 

'S tuinn uaibhreach a stealladh ma And numerous waves are spouting 

's Uiynn n-aynech a Stella' ma beneath the keeL — 

h-erach. — 'S tiunn, etc. And, eta 

herach 

Gur mor mo chion fein ort Great is my love to thee, 

gar mor mo chi-on feyn ort 

Car an cuirin an ceil e, Though I will not make a display 

car an coyrin an eeyl e of it, 

Mhic an fhir leis an eiridh na Braigh*ich. Son of the man with whom the 

yic an ir leys an eyri' na bny'-ich Breabreans would rise (in ann&) 

Mhic, etc. Son, etc. 

Ceist na*m ban *o Lochtreig u Beloved of the women of Lochtreig 

ceyst nam ban o loch-treyg a 

*S 'o Strath-Oissian nan reidhlean. And Strath-Ossian of pleasant 

's o stra'-oyssi-an nan rey'len meadows, 

Gheibhtebroicagusfeidhairamf-aruinn. Who have badgers and deer in their 

ycyv-te broyc agns fey' ayr am &-niynn p antries. — 

Gheibhte, eta Who, etc. 

Dh-eireadh buidhean 'o Buaidh leat, A band would arise with thee bom 

ycyre' buy' -en o m-ay' let Roy, 

A lubas iudhar mu*n guaillean. With the bent yew on their shoulders, 

a lubas i-u'-ar mun gu-ayUen 

'8 'o bhruighean fuar Cham-narlairge. — And from the cold hills of Cam-na- 

's vniy'-en fn-ar cham-na-layrge lairge. — 

'S 'o, etc. And, eta 

Dream eile dhe d' chinnidh, — Another tribe of the clan, — 

drem eyle ye d* ohinne' 

Clann Iain *o *n Innean, The Glan-Iam fix)m Innin (tlie anvil,) 

dann i-ayn on innen 

* Bee note page 93. 
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'Siadarachadhsa'niomairtDeoBgathach. They are the men that would go into 
fli-ad a rach-a' aan imayrt oe-o sga'-aoh the conflict fearlessly. — 

'S iad, etc. Who, etc. 



'S ioma oganach treubhach, 

a-oma ogan-ach trejv-ach 

'S glac-chrom air cul sgeith air, 

*a glac-chrom ajr cul sgej' ajr 

Thig a stigh ort o shleibh Meal-na-larig. 

hig a 8tr ort o h-leyv mel-oa-larig 

Thig, etc. 
'S iad a fhreagradh an t-eibheidh 

si-ad a h-reg-ra' an tejnrej' 

Gu^n eagal, gu*u eislean, 

gun egal gun eys-len 

Noir a thogaer gu euchd do chroistaraidL 

Dojr a hogar gu eye do chrojs-taray' 

Noir, etc. 



Many a youthful hero, 

With the quiver behind his shield, 

Will come to thee from the wings of 
Mel-na-larig. — 
WiU, etc. 

That would answer thy call 

Without fear, without ailment. 

When thou risest the fiery cross for 
deeds illustrioua — 
When, etc. 



In the following song by Iain Lorn, on the death of the hero, Alisdair 
Dubh of Glengarry, he is bold, fervid, and pathetic. I cannot desecrate this 
song by attempting to render it into English, word for word and line for line, 
because, there being in English no words equivalent to the Graelic words, such a 
translation would not really be a literal one in the proper sense of the 
word ; at the same time, I am satisfied that word for word and line for line, 
notwithstanding the want of equivalent words, will enable the English scholar 
to form a more critical estimate of Gaelic poetry than imitations, but, as I have 
and will give a sufficient number of specimens of the fonner, perhaps I may be 
permitted to imagine myself for a moment Iain Lom, and to address myself to 
the English reader in the same style and spirit in which he addresses the 
Gaelic reader, without any strict adherence to the order of words and lines. 
Peculiar expressions, very striking and beautiful, will be lost in this mode 
of translation, but I trust the reader will feel sufficiently interested by this 
attempt to qualify himself to appreciate the origmaL I merely adopt this plan 
to give a more true idea of the spirit and style of the bard than I could possibly 
give by a rigid adherence to the order of the words and lines. I do Iain Lom 
only one injustice by this treatment, viz., to desecrate or omit the chorus, which 
I regard as among the finest specimens of the chorus to be found in Gaelic 
poetry ; and I regard the choruses as the most wonderful of all the efforts of 
the Celtic Muse, from their great variety and the felicity with which words or 
simulating sounds are so blended and modulated into measured lines and 
cadences, so strikingly accordant with the subject and the melody, as to heighten 
and intensify the effect of both. The chorus here, as indeed in every song, 
may be regarded as a solemn amen to the feeling and the sentiment of every 
verse of the song, bursting spontaneously from the heart of hearts of the 
audience, who always joined in singing the chorus. I will quote the chorus in 
Gaelic, but will not attempt to render it into English. 
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'Nam eridh sa mhaduinn, 

nam eri' sa yad-ajnn 

Gur beg m-aites 's mo shugradh, 

gor beg m-aytes 'a mo . hugra' 

Bho'n dh-fhalbh Uaclidaran fearael, 

▼on yalv a-ach-aran ferel 

Ghlinne-garraidh air ghiulan ; 

ylmne-garray' ajr ji-nlan 

'S ami am flaitheas na slainte, 

saim am flay'-es oa daynte 

Tha ceannart aillidh na dathchadh, 

ha oemiart aylli' na da'-cha' 

Sar Choimealair soilleir, 

sar diojniel-ayr sojUejr 

Nach robh foilleal do'n chnm u. 

nacfa rov fbyllel don dinm a 

Fann: — 

'S cianael trom agos fada, 
'0 d-an-el trom agos fiida 

'S ciamiel fada mo bhron, 

*0 d-ao-el ftda mo vran 
0*n la charadh gu h-io8al, 

OD la chara' ga hi-o-aai 

Do phersa phriesail fo*n fhoid, 

do fena firi-seyl fi>n ojd 

Tha mo chridhsa ciuirte, 

ha mo cri'-sa ci-ayrt^ 

Cha dean mi sugradh ri'm bheo, 

dia de-ao mi sn-gra' rim ve-o 

O'd dh-fhalbh ceannart nan uaislean 

on ytkv eennart nan a-ayiico 

Oighre dualchais na Troim. 

oyre dn-al-ohajs na trojm 

'S mairg a tharladh roi d' dhaoine, 
• majrg a haria' toy d jK-ojui 

Noir thagte iraoch ri do bhartaich, 

nqyr hag-te fra-och ri do yra-taydi 

Dh-eireadh stoadh an clar t-aodainn, 

yeji^ 8ta-a' an dar t-aod-ajn 

Le neart feirge is gaisge ; 

le nert feyn^ is gayag^ 

Sad a phearsa neo iBgathach, 
sod a fena neo aga'-aoh 

A ghnois ba bhlaithidh gu'n taise, 

a ynajB bn vlay'-i' gon tajse 



When in the morning I arose, 
Pleasure was not my aim. 
Is there no end to Albin's woes, 
To deaths 'moug men of fame? 
The manly leader of the race 
Who own the Garrian-glen, 
Is off to his last resting-place, 
Borne high by sorrowing men,— 
The chieftain lofty, true, and bold, 
Who never his allegiance sold. 



Not safe were they who rashly met 
Thy warriors stem and true, 
When the proud heather-badge was 

set 
In all their bonnets blue ; 
When thy brave banner waved on 

high, 
And thou thyself wert seen, 
With battle kindling in thine eye. 
To draw thy broad-sword keen ; — 
Then, then 'twas time for Albin's 

foes 
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bi maoim air do naimhdean, 

bi ma-ojm ayr do nayy-deo 

i u 'n spainteach a ghlachadL 

i a n spayn-teoh a jlaBO-a' 

0, etc. 
u 'u cliu sin o' thoiseach, 

a ^n di-u nn a hoysech 

'n olc e ri innseadh, 

1 dc ( ri iniiBe' 

I a ooBgairt sa bhlair u, 

a ooegairt sa ylajr u 

;athadh sga roi lac phicean ; 
gava' sga X07 loo fio-en 

'ahaighdearean deargadh, 

haj'-deren de-arg-a' 
b'armailtean righ iad, 

bar-maylten ri' i-ad 

^annardan fuileach, 

sennardan Aiylaoh 

gonnaichean cinnteach. — Ho, etc. 

gnnna-ohan oiimtech 

imeul do shinnsridh, 

namel do hinns-ri' 

idh 's ri shiainneadh, 

le' s ri h-loynna' 

ighre an larl Isleaich, 

y're an i-arl i-lich 

Dgadh CIS an cuis flioilleil, 

toga' 018 an cnys oyllejl 

ch ard nan steud lughmhar, 

oh ard nan steyd In'-var 

krd shuinn nan lann soilleir, 

1 hnjnn nan lann sojDeyr 

ich threinn an cruaidh-ghabhadh, 

foh hrejnn an cni-aj'-yava 

^annsa stail na ainn-theine. 

bannsa stayl na ayrm-heyn^ 
D, etc. 

:; an t-earcal a thachair, 

; an tercal a haoh-ayr 

iidh an iomairt bo tuadhal, 

Ay' an i-o-mayrt bo tn-a'-al 



To fly their fierce, their deadly 
blow& 



That praise, that early praise was 

thine, 
And spread thy well-known fame afar, 
Thou didst on all occasions shine, 
The wisest leader in the war. 
No serried red-coats daunted thee, 
Although their well-aimed voUies 

rolled 
Upon thy ranks, from musketry 
That oft in deadly slaughter told : 
Thy just distinctions ever were 
The wise to lead, the bold to dare. 



Thy lineage is for blood and length 

In Albin's annals unexcelled, 

And formed of chieftains famed for 

strength. 
Who in the deadly charge compelled 
Steeds fierce and fleet, that harnessed 

shone 
Like meteors coursing through the 

sky; 
While in their sells, as on a throne. 
They towered in their war panoply ; 
And none of them has been con- 
strained 
To deeds that have that lineage 
stained. 



Since some in battle* have forgot 
How their brave fathers plied their 

steel. 
No refuge has our country got 



* Bhireflf-muir. 
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0' latha blar sliabh an t-Shiarradh, 

la'-a blar ali-ay aa hirra' 

Chail air cinneadh an uaidean, 
cha/l ajr ctirne' an n-ayslen 

Gred a sheasaibh Clanndomhnuill, 
ged a hes-ayr dann-doy-najll 

Mar bu choir dhaoibh sa chruadal, 

mar Im chojr yoyv sa chm-a-dal 
Chail sinn roghainn nan cairdean, 

cfaayl sum ro'-iaon nan oajr-den 

An fheul ard 's i gun truailleadh. — Ho, 

an njl ard s i gun tm-aylle' 



From mthleflB Fortane'scmahing wheel, 
Although Clanndonnill on that day, 
As ever, clothed them wiUi reoewn ; 
Our heroes have been toede away, 
In fruitless battles one by one ; 
And now we've lost the worthiest lord 
That in these battles drew his swtxrd. 



etc. 



Nise dh-fhalbh an triuir bhraithrean, 

nise yalT an tri-nyr yray-ren 

A chleachd mar abhaist an uailse, 
a chlechd mar aT-ayst an u-aylse 

Triadh Ghlinn-garraidh nam bradan, 

tri-a' ylinn-garray' nam bradan 

'S caibtein smachdail na busudhean, 

s oayb-teyn smaohd-ayl na bn-ay-en 

Domhnul morchuiseach Shleibhte, 

doynnl mor-chnysech leyv-te' 

Fear na ceile *s na suairce, 

fer na oeyle s na sn-ayroe 
Chabhith gu brath aig Clanu-dhomhnuill, 

cha vi' ga bra' ayg dann-yov-nnyll 

Triuir chonn-spunn cho cruaidh riu. — Ho, etc. 

tri-nyr chonn-spnnn cbo croaidh rin 



It was our country's destiny 
To lose three pillars of the throne,— 
Heroes who, in adversity, 
For daring, proudly, greatly shone : 
Sir Donald, our leader, when com- 
bined, 
Clanronald, captain of our men, 
Alisdair, generous, good, and kind, 
Chief of the Grarry's far-famed glen; 
Clanndonnill's ranks no more v^ll 

see 
Leaders illustrious as the three. 



Noir threig each an cuid fearainn, 

noyr h-reyg each an ooyd fer-aynn 

'S nach d-f ban iad san rioghachd, 
s naob d-an i-ad san ri-oc 

Sheas iadsan gu daingean, 
hes i-ad-san ga dayn-gen 

*S cha b-ann le sgainneal a shin iad, 

a oha b-ann le sgaynnel a bin i-ad 

Chuir iad fuaradh na froyse, 

ohnyr i-ad fu-a-ra' na froys^ 

Seach air dorsaibh gar dianadh ; 

seoh ayr dor-sayy gar di-an-a' 

Na flaith bu chiunne na maighdeann, 

na flay bn chi-nyn^ na may-denn 

'S bu ghairge nan lasair. — Ho, etc. 
8 bn yajprg-e nan ias-ayr 



When other chiefs fled from their 

lands, 
Our heroes, stern and unsubdued, 
Ballied their bold, their kindred bands, 
And for their king and country stood ; 
Aye stood prepared in arms to die, 
When War should his fierce tocsin 

sound. 
Or to achieve a victory 
That should their treacherous foes 

confound ; 
Such were our chiefs, than maidens 

mild. 
But, roused to war, than beacons wHd. 
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Archibald, better known by his poetic name of Ciaran Mabach, was brother 
to Sir James Macdonald, and stood high in his confidence. When Iain Lorn 
obtained from him a party to execute the warrant from the Privy Council against 
the murderers of Eeppoch, Archibald was appointed to the command. He left 
his reridence in Uist on Wednesday, travelled on foot over the mountains, then 
eovered with snow, at the head of his party ; stormed and set fire to the block- 
house, and slew the murderers at Inverlair in Braelochaber on Sunday ; and 
dispatched messengers bom Invergarry to Edinburgh with the heads, the same 
day, — a feat not even surpassed by Montrose's march from Fort-Augustus by 
Glenbuick, Glenroy, Dahiabi, and Lianachan, to Inverlochy, in one day. The 
defenders of the blockhouse consisted only of the uncle and six nephews ; yet 
they killed and wounded sixty of the besiegers before being conquered. Iain 
Lom, who was the guide of the party, says that there was not one of the seven 
who, '' in an equal fight, was not a match for ten.*' Some incidents of the 
storming are very romantic, and one of them in particular highly characteristic 
of the stem sense of honour found united with the most deadly passions, in the 
warriors of the olden time ; but it were an episode here, and would intrude on my 
space. Iain Lom, in his verses commemorative of the achievement, gives great 
praise to the Ciaran Mabach for the skill and hardihood with which he conducted 
the expedition. A verse or two of this song may perhaps be acceptable to the 
reader. 



Slan fo d' thrial, a Chiarain Mhabaich, 

ilaa fo d' ri-all a ebi-aren vab-ajoh 
Shiubhlas sliabh gu'n bhiadh gu'n chadal, 

hi-avUB di-av gun yi-a' gnn oha-dal 

Fraoch fo d' shin, gu'n bhosd, gu'n 

fraodi fod bin gun votd gun 

bhagradh. 
▼agra' 

Chuir u ceo fo'n roisheal ladam\ 

diajr a oe-o fon royael la-dam 

Diciadain chai e na uidheam 

^-d-a-den chaj e na nj'em 

Le bhrataich ard do ghillean dubha. 

le vratjch aid do yillen dava 

Sgriob Ohilleaspuig ruaidh a Uist 

igri-ob yilleapeyg ni-aj' a njti 

Bhuail e meal an ceann na h-uidhe. 

Tu-ajl e mel an oenn na hoj' 

Cha d' iar e bata na long dharaich 
oha di-ar e yaX& na 15ng yar-ajoh 

Bi am geamhraidh an tus na gaillean. 

ri am ge-av-ri' an tns na gajUen 

An triubheas teann feadh bheann is 
an tri-n-yet tenn fe-a' venn is 

bhealach, 
▼elach 



Hail to thy course, Ciaran Mabach, 

Who travellest over the wolds, without 
food or sleep. 

Heather thy bed ; nor vaunt nor threat 
(was Uiine.) 



Thou hast wasted the stronghold of 
the bad and daring. 

On Wednesday was equipped 

Thy lofty banner of black-haired 
gilliea 

The expedition of red Archibald from 

Uist, 
Struck a blow at the end of its rout 

Neither a boat nor a ship of oak didst 

thou ask, 
In winter, when storms began. 

In tight trews through mountains and 
defiles. 
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'S tu b-eatrom bonn ge trom do mheallag. 

8ta b-e-trom bonn ge trom do vellag 

A Sheumais nan tur 's na'm baideal, 

a he^rmajsh nan tor 's nam bajdel 
Gheibh Inchd muirae cuirm a t-aitreabh ; 

jejY lac mnjrn^ onjrm a taTtrev 

Ged do rinn u 'n daiseal cadail, 

ged do rinn a 'n dnj-sel cadajl 

'S eibhinn loom do dbusgadh maiduinn. 

'b ejvinn le-om do josga' majdnynn 



Light were thy footsteps though great 
thy might. 

James of towers and battlements, 

Thy tuneful race will in the hall find 
a festive welcome ; 

Though thou didst doze for a time, 
Joyful to me was thy morning vigil. 



John the bare was certainly not less distinguished as a political poet amoDg 
those who understood his language than Dryden. The following is a iree 
imitation of one specimen of his poems on political subjects. The imitation is 
so free as not to pay the least attention to the order of words and lines ; but it 
is true to his thoughts and feelings, and makes him express them in the same 
style and spirit in English as in the Ghielia I cannot afford space for the 
original, but versions of it, less or more correct, will be found in every coUectioD 
of Gaelic poetry. 

'S MI so AIR m' UILLIN. — ON CROWNINQ OHARLBS THE SECOND. 

Upon my elbow calmly leaning. Which, through the royal bard im- 

Within the lovely mountain glen, parted, 

My mind indulged itself in dreaming Should warn him to respect the 

Of the strange deeds and lives of men ! laws ; 



And wherefore should my voice be silent. 
While my heart bounds with pride 
and joy, 

Nor tell the Whigs, the base and violent. 
Their greedy, rampant reign is bye ? 

Their reign who falsely tried and 
murdered 

The true, the loyal, and the brave ; 
Who, with their sophistry, bewildered 

The people whom they would enslave. 

With staff in hand, the while I hasten 
To welcome home my native king. 

Why should I doubt that he will listen 
To the leal counsel I may bring ? — 

Counsel from clans and chiefs true- 
hearted. 
Who suffered in their coim try's cause. 



But not the men whose conduct 
baneful. 
Has scattered ruin o*er the land, 
And answered but with taunts dis- 
dainful. 
Those whom they robbed of wealth 
and land. 

Bemember, Charles Stuart, ever. 
The lesson taught thee by the past, 

Forgetting truth and justice never, 
If thou wouldst that thy reign may 
last 

Think, since the throne thou hast 
ascended. 
Without the aid of spear or sword, 
How thy own rights may be defended, 
And, eke, thy people's rights re- 
stored. 
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No Machiavel has yet propounded 
The means to make the throne secure, 

Save when the people's rights are founded 
On a just basis, broad and sure. 

But leniency is not now wanted ; 

A wise severity were just : 
Let those who are already sainted, 

E'en go where they have placed their 
trust 

Why should we grudge these men to 

Heaven 

That have their treasure hoarded 

there? 

Since they have made their road so even, 

Dismiss them while accounts are 



square 



? 



That will with many a sago petition, 
Crave boons, and laud thy right 
divine : 

But right divine did not defend thee, 
When thou and Cromwell were at 
blows ; 
Then try what force wise rule may 
lend thee. 
And make thy people friends — not 
foes. 

No doubt, thy nobles would defend 
thee. 
At cost of all their lands and lives, 
But, och ! it would not do, to 'tend 
thee. 
And leave their children and their 
wives ! 



Thou subjects hast of high condition, 
Whose hearts are not more true than 
mine, 

But I must stop. The royal bard, as stated elsewhere, believed that the 
feudal nobility only wanted to limit the power of the king, that they might lord 
it over the people. Hence a severity which I think they do not as an order 
deserve, and which I will not repeat. Iain Lom kept a poetical journal of 
Dundee's route from Keppoch to Killiecrankie, of which the following is an 
imitation — a true imitation, in so far as the royal Celtic bard's thoughts, feelings, 
style, and spirit is concerned, but without any regard to the order of the words 
and lines even of the version I took down of it from an old Lochaber man, many 
years ago, and which is essentially different from and superior to the versions 
of it published by the common collectors. I have the less regret that I cannot 
submit this version, from having learned that my old friend and school-fellow, 
Mr James Munro, than whom no man living is better qualified, is engaged in 
preparing for publication the interesting poems of this eminent modem bard, 
with a memoir of the bard himself, which will, if possible be still more 
interesting even than his poems. 

'S MITHICH DHUIN MAIiSA. — IT IS TIME TO MARCH. 



'Tis time to march, 'tis time indeed, 
For we have ate our beeves and 
marts! 
Necessity will sometimes breed 

Thoughts that touch the coldest 
hearts. 



But would Fionn of glorious fame 
For six weeks lie upon his oars, 
While Lochlin's plundering war-chiefs 
came, 
And poured their hordes upon his 
shores? 
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Would Ualan fierce, or royal Bruce, 

Find pastime among woods and wolds. 
And yield the base usurper truce 
That seized, and still their country 
holds ? 
Would great Mac-Colla or Montrose 
Fish, hunt, and feast, and sleep, and 
rest. 
While saints, mis-named, cant through 
the nose, 
And trample on the country's crest ? 

Fye, Clavers, wake ! wake leaders all ! 

Your country feels her deep disgrace. 
Her clans have answered to her call. 

And armed, as well becomes her race. 
To aid the right, subdue the wrong, 

And earn hereditary fame. 
Regardless whether weak or strong. 

The foes who urge a wrongous claim. 



Now, now the army, true and bold. 

From their encampments march away I 
Heavens ! how glorious to behold 

A people in their war array I — 
From mouth to mouth the high command, 

That makes the columns, halt or lead, 
Is heard, as they march, band by band, 

And earth resounds beneath their 
tread ! 

Nor rugged hill, nor marshy plain, 

Nor mossy moor, nor rivers deep. 
Can disarray the martial train 

That onward, onward, sternly sweep ; 
They flag not, halt not, till they gain 

The chosen camp at evening's close, 
Where watchful picquets, with a chain 

Of sentries, guard their brief repose — 

Sentries of keen and piercing eyes. 
Unmatched for vigilance and zeal, 

That foemen never might surprise, 
Unwitting of the trenchant steeL 



Nor long, nor deep, their hoursof rest— 
Their pipes anticipate the dawD, 

And, serried on the mountain crest, 
The clans, in marshalled lines, are 
drawn. 

Lochlochy's camp we leave behind, 

Where high to Heaven we raised 
our hands, 
And vowed our country's wounds to 
bind, 

And never to dissolve our bands, 
Till vict'ry, on the battle field, 

O'er men of foreign laws and creed, 
Should to the land assurance yield, 

The king will be restored with speed. 

Then said the Graham of modest mien 

And daring heart, — " Sons of the 
Gael, 
Unless disunions intervene 

Among your ranks, you m ust prevail 
Your arms are strong, your hearts are 
true. 

Your mode of warfare unsurpassed^ 
No living foeman can subdue 

Your party, should your union last 

" If, as a leader, me you trust, 

Your confidence must be entire ; 
My life, you know, from last to first — 

I never changed my cloak for hire : 
My country and my King I love — 

Love as I love my God and creed, 
And if you trust me, I will prove 

Worthy your trust in word and deed. 

" March, then, my heroes, for the foe 

Has dared to cross the sacred line 
To which your fathers, long ago, 

Made every foe his raids confine." 
He gave the word, and 'gainst the hill 

Urged on his proud and mettled steed; 
But, though in ranks, the clansmen still 

Defied its vaunted power and speed. 
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Before he reached Glenturret's crest, 

Nor strength nor speed had he tospare ; 
But stood all foaming and distressed, 

And gasping for the mountain air. 
Then laughed the gay, the gallant 
Graham, 

As lightly on his feet he sprung, 
** Come, Fm a Gael in blood and name, 

Let's try who is most swift and strong/* 

Glenturret we leave far behind, 

Leac-Conners plain, and Garvamore, 
Nor halting-place we seek nor find. 

Until we gain Drumuachar's core. 
There for the night a camp we form. 

And spread our sentinels around. 
Though wind and rain— a perfect storm — 

Made hills and vales and rocks rei^und. 

Again we form, at break of day, 

Again in well-knit sections move. 
With dauntless tread, in proud array, 

The men of Athole's zeal to prove. 
Their zeal to prove ? It soon was proved ! 

Each mother's son, like shadows, fled. 
Leaving their women — fair and loved — 

To tell why we must lack their aid ! 

Alas, that warriors, true and brave. 

Who love their country and their king. 
Should a base feudal leader have. 

To lead them as if on a string ! 
But little do we reck or care 

For Athole and its trimming lord ; 
Our cause is just, our claymores bare, — 

Such paltry loss we can afford. 

Onward, still onward, boldly sweep 

The race unmatched yet with the sword. 
The well-knit section form they keep 

On hill or plain, through moss or ford. 
Their weapons gleam, their tartans wave. 

Their towering crests invade the skies; 
The dews of toil their foreheads lave. 

But courage flashes from their eyes. 



While breasting steep Sliavana s side, 

A horseman comes with fiery speed. 
And says the Whigs, in pomp and pride. 

Have boldly crossed the pass of 
dread. 
Led by the stem and stout Mackay — 

A veteran trained to war abroad — 
From whom the Orange gold might 
buy 

His King, his Country, and his God. 

The shout of joy our columns gave 
When their stern battle met our 
view. 
Might wake the Romans from their 
grave, 
Whom here of old our fathers slew. 
Stripped to our bonnets, brogues, and 
kilt, 
We cast all useless weeds away, 
Loosed our steel pistols in the belt. 
And fiercely claimed the deadly fray. 

Clavers arranged each daring clan 

In its precise and proper place. 
Took his proud station in the van. 

And onward moved with daimtless 
pace. 
When, front to front, we met the foe, 

With missiles the slow work began. 
And many a shot and shaft they tlu-ow 

Away, that should have found its 
man! 

Thus did we waste a precious hour — 
That brave men's patience sorely 
tried. 
Then forth we drew the stem clay- 
more. 
And rushed upon them, like the tide 
Of wild Coire Vrecken, when the 
waves 
Of the Atlantic's boundless main 
Assail the rocks, till clifis and caves. 
And hills and glens, resound again ! 
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Then, oh then was felt and seen 

The potence of our dear claymores, 
When heads, legs, arms, cut off as clean 

As shorn gram, were strew'd m scores 
Along the field. Ere minutes two 

Could wing their flight, the trenchant 
brand 
Laid every sprawling whigling low 

Who dared the deadly charge to stand. 

Nor had they better hap who fled 

In terror, and in disarray ; 
For, in the gorge were hundreds sped. 

Who shrieked in panic and dismay. 



But, ah, the vict'ry dear was bought— 
The chief that could our cause sastain, 

When, in the hour of triumph, sought, 
Was found among a heap of slain! 

The chief whose prestige and whose 
power 

Were only equalled by his mind. 
And who, alas, in danger's hour, 

Has no successor left behind ! 
His eric would not be complete, 

Though all who thrive by Albin's woe 
On a funereal pile were set, 

Or hung suspended from a taw. 



The Ciaran Mabach, for some cause which I have never heard explained, 
was put in ward in Edinburgh, where he met with extreme kindness and 
courtesy from the aristocracy, especially the ladies. Nevertheless, he pined for 
his native hills, and breathed his longing in verses, which I am unwilling to 
subject to a line for line translation. Indeed, I think that I shall kave given 
as many translations of that kind as my object requires, and that a few, more 
free, more regardful of the style and spirit than of the words and literal sense 
of the original, may now be here and there introduced, with as much satisfaction 
to the reader as to myself, I regret the necessity of giving fewer verses of the 
original than are imitated. 



6e socair mo leabadh 

ge 80C-ayr mo leba' 

B'annsa cadal air fraoch, 

bannsa cadal ayr fraoch 

Ann an lagan beag uaigneach, 

aim an lagan beg n-ajg-nech 

Is bad do'n luachair ri*m thaobh, 

18 bad don In-a-chayr rim haov 

'S noir a dh-eirinn sa mhaduinn, 
'a noyr a yey-rinn sa va-dnynn 

Bhi siubhal ghlacagan caol, 

vi ai-val jlac-ag-an caol 

Na bi trial thun na h-Abaid, 

na bi tri-al hnn na ha-bajd 

A dh-eisdeachd glagraich na saor. 
a jejBd-ec glag-rajch na saor 

Cha'n 'eil agam cu gleusda, 

cha'n ell agam cu gleysda 

'S cha'n 'oil feum agam dha, 
's cha^u ell feym agam ja 



Though soft and easy is my bed, 

Magnificent my room, 
I'd rather sleep in Uigni's glade, 

'Mong heather in full bloom ; 
Where I could rise at break of day. 

With Oscar by my side, 
To seek, 'mong glens and mountains 

grey. 
The stag of dark-brown hide. 



But my loved forest is afar ; 

Though here I may behold 
A forest huge, where mast and spar 

The shipwright's craft unfold ; 
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Cha snidh mi air bachdan, 
cha VDLj' mi ayr bao-an 

Bi fedre fada o chach, 

ri CiyT^ iada o chaoh 

Cha leig mi mo ghaothar, 
dia leyg mi mo yaor 

Ad aghaidh do Mam, 

an a'-ay' no mam 

*S cha loisgear learn fudar, 

'8 cha loysgar le-am fbdar 

Ad GleaDD-RuthaiD ga brath. 

an glenn-ni-aynn ga bra' 



But I encouDter sights and smells, 
That almost stop my breath : — 

Would that I were on ButhaD's fells, 
UpoD my own sweet heath. 



Oraigh mo ghraidhsa a ghraigh ullach, 

graj' mo yraj'-sa a yray' u-allach 

Thogadh suas ris na h-aird, 
hoga' ra-as ris na hajid 

Dh-itheadh biolair aa fhuarain, 

yith-a' bilajr an n-ar-ayn 

'S le'm ba shuarach ao cal, 

*a lem bn ha-arach an call 

'S trie bha mise mu'n cuairt dhuibh, 

strio ytk mis^ mun ca-ayrt jnjv 

Dh-aineoD fuarachd aD la, 

jajn-enn fb-arao an la 

*S trie a dh-fhuilig mi cruadal, 

Btiio a jnjl-ig mi crn-ad-al 

A tialadh chruach air ur sgath. 

a ti-a-la' chru-ach ajr or sga' 



Where I could see the clean-limbed 
herd, 

Of airy form and crest. 
Stretching against thy side Melard, 

By my fierce greyhounds pressed ; 
Press'd by my hounds that oever fiedl, 

When slipped at deer or roe, 
Whether in corrie, wold, or vale, 

To lay the quarry low. 



Fear mo ghraidh a'm fear buidhe, 

fer mo yra-i' am fer boy' 

Nach dean suidhe aig bord, 

nach de-an say' eg bord 

Nach iarradh ri cheannach, 

nach i-a-ra' ri chenn-aoh 

Pinnt leanna na beoir, 

pinnt le-anna na be-oyr 

Uisge-beatha math dubailt, 

nysgey-be'-k ma' du-baylt 

Cha'n fhiu leat ri ol, 

cha'n i-n let ri oil 

B'fhearr leat sugh glan an fhuarain, 

b'err let an' glan an u-areu 

An cluain na'm beann mor. 
an dn-ayn nam benn mor 



But here I have no mettled hound 

Unmatched for strength and speed. 
No wold with rocks and woodlands 
crown'd. 

To test their blood and speed, 
And laugh his showy pace to scorn, 

Who leads in galliards gay, 
And answer with a tauDt his horn 

Who rides the gallant gray. 
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Bean mo ghraidh a bhcan uasal, 

ben mo yraj' a ven u-a-sal 

Dha nach d'fhuaradh riamh lochd, 

ya nach da-a-ra' ri-av loo 

Nach iarradh mar chlua8aig, 

nach i-a-ra' mar chlu-a-sayg 

Ach lom-ghuallain nan cnoc, 

ach lom-jQ-alajn nan cooo 

'S nach fuiligeadh an t-sradag, 

^s nach fu-il-ge' an trad-ag 

A lasadh ri corp — 
a las-a' ri corp 

Och a Mhoire mo chruaidh-chas, 
och a vojre mo chru-ay'-olias 

Nach dh-fhuair mi u nochd. 

nach ^-a-ayr mi u noo 



The one would scarce excel in speed, 

Nor would the other ride 
Upon his proud and vaunted steed, 

Against Glenmaran's side ; 
Where, on the eve of parting day, 

Among the meadows green, 
The milky kine list to the lay 

Of maids in tartan sheen : 



Bean a b-aig antach ceile, 
ben a bajg antach cejl^ 

'Nam eiridh fo dhriuchd, 
nam eyri' fo yruyc 

Cha'n fhaigheadh tu beud dha, 

ohan ay'-e' ta beyd ya 

'S cha bu leir leis ach u, 

's cha bu leyr leys ach a 

Sibh an glacaibh a cheilc, 

Ay an glac-ayy a cheyl^ 

A fior eadeann nan stuc, 

a fi-or ed-enn nan stuc 

'S an am eiridh na greine, 

san am eyri' na greyne 

Bu gheur leirsinn air sul. 

bo yeyr leyrunn ayr sol 



Aye, list, and yield with dreamy joy 
Their treasures to the hand 

Of maidens fair and kind, though coy, 
In streamlets white and bland ; 

While, clear and high, each artless 
voice 

Wakes hills and rocks around, 
And leglena* to their hearts rejoice, 

And chime with hollow sound. 



Nuair a thigeadh a foghar, 

nn-a-ir a hig-e' a fo'-ar 

Bu bhinn leom torrunn do chleibh, 
ba vinn le-ome tomin do chleyv 

Toirt dulan na comhstri, 

toyrt dnlan na cov-stri 

Air a mhointich chaoin reidb, 

ayr a voyntich chaoyn rey' 



And while they sing, their hunters gay, 

Peering through glen and grove. 
With pleasure listen to the lay 

That speaks of faithful love ; 
Then bounding forward, proud and tight. 

Each youth lays down his spoil 
Before his sweetheart fond and bright, 

And feels her conscious smile. 



Hilk-paiL 



OF THE HIGHLAND CLANS. 



175 



Na dol an coinneamh do leannan, 

na dol an oojnnev do lennan 

Ge bheil sneachda mar cheir, 

ge yeyl snechda mar chejr 

Bi sin a bbana-cheilidh bhoidheacb, 
bi nn a vana-chejli' voj'ech 

Is etrom moralacb ceum. 

is e-trom mor-alach oeym 



Sweet is the converse of the hart 

With his unsullied mate, 
Nor would he from her side depart, 

To plunge where clubs debate ; 
To swill at porter or at ale, 

Or whisky fierce and blue, 
Where Lowland greed and craft prevail, 

And Highland hearts are true. 

No ! he would rather slake his thirst 

Ere Sol ascends the sky, 
Where virgin streams in crystal burst 

From corries wild and high ; 
Where the cold cress in clusters green 

A frugal meal supplies, 
And lichens decked in silver sheen 

Afford a juicy prize. 

With joy he roams the mountains blue, 

And valleys fair and wide, 
'Mong heather bathed in pearly dew, 

With his fond faithful bride. 
She sees but him, him only loves, 

No other fills her eyes ; 
Him watches, moving as he moves, 

And in his bosom lies. 



Oh, how I love the free-bom race, 

Of beauteous gait and form, 
When after them, in headlong chase, 

My Oscar and my Storme 
Strain every nerve, andmake them strain 

Each nerve and sinew too. 
If, in their fearful strait, they'd gain 

Benard, thy corries blue. 



They traverse each romantic glen. 

Browse on each secret lee, 
Make love in every cozy den. 

And wander far and free : 
While here I pine in hopeless ward. 

Nor mark my herd of deer. 
Fleeting across thy brow, Melard, 

And on thy wolds career. 

Oh little do I love to trace 

Edina*s streets and lanes. 
Or breathe lip-love with courtly grace 

In palaces or fanes ; 
Give me the forest wide and high. 

The mountain and the vale, 
Where dwell the herds of piercing eye. 

Whose speed outstrips the gale. 

Ah, me, 'tis hard to wither here, 

And smoke and fumes inhale 
From dusky lanes and vennels drear. 

And gutters dark and stale ; 
And bid sweet Skye of bays and dells. 

Wild glens, and mountains blue. 
Where all I love in comfort dwells, 

A long, a sad adieu. 



The fulling, like the boat songs of the Gael, had an air of extemporaneous- 
Doss and simplicity, combined with a prancing caracoling peculiarity in the style 
md measure of the verses, which made them very attractive and pleasing, 
ilthough they disclaimed all pretensions to poetry. The mode of procedure 
waa thus : — Some romantic recess by the side of a bum was selected, where a 
platform of plaited wattles was erected, on the centre of which the cloth to 
36 fulled was placed. The neighbourhood being always put under requisi- 
;ion on these occasions, a band of maidens, consisting usually of all the more 
ree-hearted, gay, and jolly young women of the locality, assembled, giving 
;heir services gratuitously. So many of them, bare armed and bare legged. 
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seated themselves around the cloth on the platform, and the others, forming a 
relay of generally an equal number, took their position in attendance, supplying 
water to sock the cloth, and changing places at intervals with their friends on 
the platform. The verse was sung in a hilarious off-hand style, by the best 
singer, the others striking in alternately with the chorus. The cloth in the 
meantime was rolled about, tossed backward and forward, and from side to side, 
in magical gyrations that would utterly confound the table-turning of our 
Yankee cousins, but all the while under regular mechanical principles of manipu- 
lation, strictly adhered to, however "fast and furious" the mirth sometimes 
grew, there being always method in the mad movements. The sight of so 
many merry girls, turning labour into mirth, was exceedingly outre and pic- 
turesque, and the opportunity of getting a sly peep at them was eagerly sought 
by such Highland Tam O'Shanters as **knew what was what;" but woe to the 
luckless wight who was detected by the fair amazons unlawfully in the espial of 
their mysterious orgies ! 

The following fulling song, by the royal Celtic bard, Alexander Macdonald, 
is an allegory, in which he represents the Prince under the similitude of a 
young maiden, Morag, with flowing locks of yellow hair floating over her 
shoulders. The bard describes his attachment to her, and says that he had 
followed her faithfully in lands known and unknown to him ; and, if she would 
come again, that he and all her former friends and admirers would embark 
unhesitatingly in any enterprise calculated to vindicate her rights. My inability 
to afford space for the whole of the verses, renders this brief explanation 
necessary. I am indebted to Mrs Hulton, Glasgow, for the version of this air, 
which is submitted to the reader. 

A MHORAG CHIATACH. — MORAG BEAUTIFUL. 

A Mhorag cheataich a chuil dhualaich. Graceful Morag of the curling ringlets, 

a vorag chet-ajch a ohnjl ya-al-aych 

Gur h-e do luaigh a th'air m'aire. Thy love is the cause of my solicitude. 

gur he do lu-aj' a hayr mayre 

Fonn, — Beir mi ho Mhorag, Cftorus. — Beyr mi ho vorag, 

bejr me bo vorag 

Ho ro na horo gheallaidh. Ho ro na horo yellay, 

ho ro na horo jell-ay' 

Beir mi ho Mhorag, Beyr mi ho vorag. 

bejr me ho vorag 

Mo dh-imich u nun thair chuain oim. If thou art gone from us over the sea, 

mo yimich a nan hayre ohu-ayn ojm 

6u 'm bu luadh a thig u dhachaidh. May thy return be speedy. 

ga m ba la-a' a big a jaob-ay' 

Beir, etc. Beyr, etc. 

'S cuimnich thoir leat bannal ghruagach, Remember to bring with thee a band 
8 cQjm-ich bojr let bamial yru-a-gach of maidens 

Luaigheas an clo ruadh gu daingean. Who will tightly fuller the red cloth. 

lu-ay'-ea an clo ruadh gii dayngen 

Beir, etc. Beyr, etc. 
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Gar h-i Morag ghrinn mo ghuamag, 

gnr hi morag yrinn mo yn-a-mag 

Aig a bheil an cuailean barr-f hionn. 

ajg a T^l an ca-ayllen barr-i-onn 

Beir, etc. 



Morag is the tidy one, 
Whose hair is a pale-yellow. 
Beyr, etc. 



Do chnl bachlagach na dhualabh, 
de dml baoh-lag-ach na jn-al-av 

Dhalladh e *n sliiagh le lannir. 

yaUa' en ala-a' le lajnair 

Beir, eta 



Thy hair is in curly clusters, 
That dazzle with their brightness. 
Beyr, etc. 



'S ge nach iarr mi u ri phusadh, 

age naoh i-arr mi a ri fb-ta' 

Oa *m be mo run a bhi mar riut 

gun be mo ran a vi mar ri-at 

Beir, etc. 



Although I will not ask thee in mar- 
riage. 

It were my delight to be near thee. 
Beyr, etc. 



'S ma thig u rithist am lubaibh, 
ama hig n ri'-isi am lob-ayv' 

Se an t-eug a ruin ni air sgarradh 

ae an Uyg a rayn ni ajr sgarr-a' 

Beir, etc. 
Leannaidh mi cho dluth ri d' shailean, 

lenn-aj' mi cho dla' ri d hajleo 

'S ni baimeach ri sgeir-mara. 

I ni Tayrnech ri ageyr-mara 

Beir, etc. 
Shinbhail mi cian leat air m-eolas, 

hi-oj-ajl mi oi-an let ajr me-o-laa 

Agus astar mor air 'm aineal. 

agna astar mor ayr m ajnd 

Beir, etc. 
6u 'n leanainn u feadh an t-shaoghail, 

gn n lenn-aynn n fe' an t-ao'-ayl 

Na'n d' thigidh tu ghaoil ga m' f harrai A 

nan dige' ta jaoyl ga m arr-ayd 

Beir, etc. 

Mhorag nan iomadh ciatadh, 
Torag nan i-oma' oi-a-ta' 

'S glan a fiaradh thair do mhalaidh. 

I glan a fi-a-ra' hajr do Talaj 

Beir, etc. 



And shouldst thou come again to my 
country, 

Death alone will separate us, my love. 
Beyr, etc. 

a 

I will adhere to thee as closely 
As the limpet to the sea rock. 
Beyr, etc. 

I travelled far with thee in the land I 
knew. 

And a considerable distance in a land 
unknown to me. 

Beyr, etc. 

I would follow thee to the extremity 

of the world, 
Should thou come, my love, to invite 

me. 

Beyr, etc. 

Morag of many attractions. 

Beautiful is the inclination of thy 
eye-brows. 

Beyr, etc. 

z 
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Do shuil shiulbhir, shochdrach, mhodhar, 

do hayl hnyl-vir hoo-rach vo'-ar 

Mhireagach, chomhnard, *s i ineallacL — 

▼ir-eg-ach chov-nard 's i mellach 

Beir, etc. 



Thy eye is cheerful^ slow, kindly, 

Merry, well-shaped, and large. — 
Beyr, etc. 



Deud cailce shnasda na ribhinn, 

dejd cayl-oe hnasda n^ ri-vinn 

Mar dhisinean air an gearradh. — 

yidnen ajr an gerra' 



mar 



Beir, etc. 



The chalk- white teeth of the qaeenly 
maiden 

Are like dice (skilfully) carved. — 
Beyr, eta 



A mhaighdeann bhoidheach na'm bas 

a yaj'-denn voy'-ech nam bas 

caoine, 
caoyne 

'S iad cho maoth ri cloimh na h-eala, — 
*8 i-ad oho mao' ri doyv na hela 

Beir, etc. 
'S iomadh oigear a tha*n toir ort 

d-o-ma' oyger a han toyr ort 

Eadar Morthir agus Mannuinn. — 

edar mor-hir agns mann-nynn 

Beir, etc. 



Beautifiil maiden of the polished 
hands. 



(That are) as smooth as the down of 
the swan, — 
Beyr, etc. 

Many are the youths who are after 
thee 

Between Morir and Mannuynn. — 
Beyr, etc. 



'S iomadh gaisgeach uasal daicheil, 

'a i-o-ma' gaysgeoh n-asal day-cheyl 

Nach obadh le'm ghradhsa tarruinn. — 
nach oba' lem yra'-sa tarmynn 

Beir, etc. 



Many are the warriors high-blooded 
and stately 

That would not hesitate to draw (their 
swords) for my love. — 
Beyr, etc. 



A rachadh le sgiath 's le claidheamh, 
a rach-a' le sgi-a' ale day^-ev 

Air bheag sgath gu bial nan cannan.- 

ayr veg sga' ga bi-al nan cannan 

Beir, etc. 
Nach biodh mall a dol an ordugh 

nach bi' mall a dol an ordn' 



That would advance with sword and 
target. 

Without fear, to the muzzle of the 
cannon. — 
Beyr, etc. 

That would not be slow to fall in. 



A thoirt a mach do choir a dh-aindeoin. — And vindicate thy right, defyingly. — 

a hoyrt a mach do choyr a yayn-de-oyn 

Beir, etc. Beyr, etc. 



'S iomadh armunn lasdail treubhach, 

'a i-o-ma' armonn las-dayl treyrach 

Ann an Duneidean, am barrail. — 
ann an dnn-eyden am barr-ayl 

Beir, etc. 



Many are the warriors, fiery and 
strong, 

In Dunedin, who think, — 
Beyr, etc. 
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Na'n d-thigeadh tu rithist le d' eiridh, 

nin dig-a' to ri'-ist le dey-ri' 

Gu'n dubladh na treun mu d* bhratich. — 

gnn dobla' na treyn ma d* vra-tich 

Beir, etc. 



Shouldst thou come again with thy 
rising, 

That double the number of heroes 
would surround thy standard. — 
Beyr, etc. 



Thigeadh da mhile a Sleibhte, 

hig-e' da Yile a sleyyte 

'S reisiamaid a Gleanne-garraidh. — 

'• reys-i-majd a gleanna-garr-ay' 

Beir, etc. 



Two thousand would come from Sleat, 

And a regiment from Glengarry. — 
Beyr, etc. 



'S dheanadh gu'n taise leat eiridh, 

'a yena' gnn tajBe let ejri' 

Do chaibtein fhein, Mac-mhic-Aillean. — 

do ohajb-teyn heyn mao-nc-ayll-en 

Beir, etc. 



With thee would rise, without timidity, 

Thy own captain, Mac-vic-Aillein. — 
Beyr, etc. 



Thdnig e an tus roi' chach leat, 

hajnig e an toa roj ohaoh let 

*S cha*n fhailnich e ma thig u thcdria- 

'a cha'n ajl-nich e ma big n hay-ria 

Beir, etc. 



He was the first to join thee before. 

And will not fail thee, shouldst thou 
come across — 
Beir, etc. 



Le suinn XJidhist agus Mhuideart, 

le soynn nj-Ut agna Toj-dert 

'S Arasaig dhu-ghorm a bharraicL — 

*8 ara-sajg yn-jorm a varr-ajch 

Beir, etc. 



With the warriors of Uist and Moidart, 

And green Arisaig of leafy branches. — 
Beyr, etc. 



Ghana, Eige, is Mhorthir — 

channa ejge is yor-bir 

Do ghaisgeaich chorr do shiol-Aillein.- 

do yayag-ajoh oborr do hi-ol-ayll-eyn 

Beir, etc. 



Of Cana, Eig, and Morir — 

All the surpassing heroes of the race 
of Allan. — 
Beyr, etc. 



'Nam Shir Alisdair *s Mhontros, 

nam hir alis-dajr 's vontroe 

Bu bhocain iad do na gallaibh. — 

bo voc-ayn i-ad do na gall-ajT 

Beir, etc. 



In the time of Sir Alexander and 
Montrose, 

They were the terror of the strangers. 
Beyr, etc. 



Dh-fhiach iad latha Inverlochaidh 

yi-acb i-ad la'-a inver-lo-chay' 

Gu'n robh iad eolach air lannaibh.- 

gon rov i-ad e-o-lach ayr lannayv 

Beir, etc. 



They showed on the day of Inver- 
lochy 

That they knew how to wield their 
swords. — 
Beyr, etc. 
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Am Peairt, Cill-Soidb, is Alt-Eireami, 

am pe-ajrt cill-soy' is alt-eyriim 

Dh-fhag iad reubalaich gu'a anam. — 

jag i-ad reb-al-ajch gun anam 

Beir, etc. 



Id Perth, Eilsythe, and Auldeani, 

They left the rebels soulless. — 
Beyr, etc. 



Eiridh leat a Ghlinne-chomhan, 

epV le-at a gUnne-covan 

Bratach choimheach nan geur-IannaibL 

bratach chojvech nan gejr-lannajv 

Beir, etc. 



With thee will rise the Gleocoe men, 

The fierce standard of sharp swords. — 
Beyr, etc 



'S eiridh leat a nail Rudha 

'a ejri' le-at a nail ni'-a 

Antrim lu-chleasach nan seang-eacL — 

antrim la-cfaleeach nan aeng-ecfa 

Beir, etc. 



And will rise with thee in Radha 

Antrim of dexterous swordsmen and 
shapely steeda — 
Beyr, etc. 



Druideadh na Gaidheil gu leir nut, 

drnyd-e' na ga/-el ga lejr ri-nt 

Ge b*e dh-eiridh leat na dh-f hannadL — 

go b'e yejr-i' le-at na yanna' 

Beir, eta 



The Gael will all close around thee. 

Let who will come or remain away.— 
Beyr, etc. 



Shuidh deich mile air cle dhiu 

hay deyeh mile ajr de yi-n 

An cogadh righ Seumas, nach maireann. 

an ooga' ri' seym-as naoh mayrenn 

Beir, eta 



Ten thousand of them sat on the 
wattle platform 

In the days of king James, who is no 
more. — 
Beyr, eta 



'S iomadh clo air an tug iad Caiten 

'a i-o-ma' do ayr an tog i-ad oayten 

Eadar Cat-aobh agus Anuin. — 

edar cat-aov agna anayn 

Beir, etc. 



On many cloths did they bring a 
ruffled surface 

Between Caithness and Anuyn. — 
Beyr, etc. 



Ge d' dhiult cacha dol a luagh leis, 

ge d* yi-olt ca-cha dol a la-a' lea 
Cha robh gruaman air a bhannal. — 

cha roT grn-a-man ayr a vannal 

Beir, etc. 



And although others refused to go 
with thee. 

Nor doom nor hesitation did they 

MIOW. — 

Beyr, etc. 



Kgh ! bu mhaith a luagh a chlo iad, 

ri' bn ▼ay' a la-a' a chlo i-ad 

'S ga dheannadh comhnard le*n lannan. 

'i ga yeyna' ooT-nard len lannan 

Beir, eta 



Ri ! but they were good at fullering 
cloth. 

And shaping it with their blades. — 
Beyr, etc. 
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clo a luaigh iad riamh dhut 
do a lu-ay i-ad ri-av jnt 

ig iad e na stiallan mearradL — 

i-ad e na sii-all-an merra' 

eir, etc. 

, tiugh, daingean, fite, luaighte, 
ti-a' dajng-en fi-te lu-aj'-te 

raadh le suaicht' fala. — 
ra-a' Id su-ajoht fida 

eir, etc. 



Every cloth they ever fullered for 
thee 

They left in (measured) webs. — 
Beyr, etc. 

Clean, thick, firmly woven, and ful- 
lered, 

Dyed red, of the complexion of 
blood. — 
Beyr, etc. 



be following verses by the same bard were also sung by the fiillers. The 
1 of this air submitted to the reader, is from my daughter, Mrs Lang, 
ilasgow. 



rr learn breacan uallach, 

Id-am brecan a-all-ach 



HO AN CLO DUBH. 

I prefer the plaid airy 



ghuaillean 's ga chuir fo'm achlais, Bound my shoulders, or under my arm, 

jn-ajllen sga ohnjr fom aohlaia 

1 gheibhein cota To a coat of the best cloth 

I y^v-eyn oota 

chlo is fearr a thig a Sassunn. 
chlo 18 ferr a hig a saisimn 



That ever came from England. 

Chorus. 
Hey the black cloth, ho the black cloth. 



Fann. 
clo-dubh, ho an clo-dubh, 

do-dav ho an do-duT 

clo-dubh ; b'-fhearr leam breacan ; Hey the black cloth ; give me the plaid ; 

do-dav berr le-am bre-ac-an 

clo-dubh, ho an clo-dubh, , Hey the black cloth, ho the black cloth, 

do-dav ho an do-dav 

clo-dubh ; b'-fhear leam breacaa Hey the black cloth; give me the plaid, 
do-dav berr le-am bre-ao-an 



Kshan fein am feile, 

Hcban fejn am feyl^ 

feumadh ach crios ga ghlasadh, 

fejma' adi oris ga jlaa-a' 

leanach, deis, eatrom, 
)hen-adi dejs e-trom 

eiridh gu del air astar. — 

tjnf ga dol ajr astar 

[e, etc. 

linn *san dol sios u, 

-inn Ban dol ai-oe a 

^obair a truail an claidheamh, 
igrib-aTr a tra-ajl an day'-ev 



My little hero is the kilt, 

That requires but a belt to fasten. 

Plaited, ready, tight, 

In the time of rising to travel — 
Hey, etc. 

Thou art my joy at the time of 
charging, -^ 

When from the sheath the blade is 
snatched, 
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A chasgairt nan naimhdean, 

a chas-gayrt nan nayv-den 

Fo shrannt phiob is stairn nam bratach. — 
fo h-raoDt fi-ob is Btaym nam bratach 

He, etc. 
Ba mhath gu sealg an fheidh u, 

ba va' ga aelg an tj' n 

'Nam eiridh do'n ghrein air creachan ; 
nam ejri' don yreyn ajr oreoh-an 

'S dh'fhalabhain leat ga lothar, 

'fl yalv-ajn let ga lo^-ar 

Di-domhnaich a dol do'n chlachan. — 

di-doT-naych a dol don chlaohan 

He, etc. 
Laidhinn leat gu h-earbsail, 

lay' -inn let ga h-erb-sayl 

'S mar earba gu'n eiridh 'n grad leat, 

'fl mar erb-a gnn ejri'-n grad let 

Na beallamh am armachd 
na beU-av am arm-ao 

Na dearganach 's masgaidh ghlagach. — 

na deraganach 'a musga' ylagaoh 

He, etc. 
Air t-aachdar gur sgiamhach 

ajr tn-achd-ar gar sgiav-ach 

A laidheas sgiath na'm ball breacadh, 
a lay'-es sgi-a' nam ball breo-a' 

Claidheamh air crios sniamhain 

day'-ev ayr oHb sni-a-vayn 

A'm fiaradh oscion do phleatan. — 
am fi-a-ra' os-ei-on do flet-an 

He, etc. 
Laidhean air an fhraoch leat, 

lay'-en ayr an raoch let 

Gu gaolach mar aodach-leapa ; 
ga gaol-ach mar aod-ach-lepa 

'Sa dh-aindeoin uisge, is urchaid, 

sa yayn-de-oyn nysg^ b nr-chayd 

Na tuil-bheum gu'm biodh orm fasgadh. 

na tnyl-veym gam bi-o' orm fiug-a' 

He, etc. 
'S baganta, grinn, boidheach, 

8 bag-an-ta grinn b^-eoh 

Air bannais *8 air mod am breacan. 

ayr bann-ays 'a ayr mod am bree-ao 



To conquer the enemy. 

Under the resounding war-pipes and 
rustling banners, 
Hey, etc. 

Suitable art thou for deer-stalking, 

When the sun rises over the mountain 
peaks ; 

And modest is thy appearance, 

Travelling to church on Sunday.— 
Hey, etc. 

I would sleep in thee snugly, 

And start with the quickness of the 
roe, 

More ready in arms 

Than a red-coat with his clumsy 
musket — 
Hey, etc. 

On thee gracefully 

Lies the spotted target, 

The sword, on a winding belt 

Aslant across thy plaits. — 
Hey, etc. 

I would lie on the heather in thee. 

My choice of bed-clothes ; 

In spite of rain, and storm. 

And water-spouts, thou wouldst me 
shelter. — 
Hey, etc. 

Sonsiej tight, and bonny. 

At a wedding or court is the plaid. 
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m feile cuaichean, 

m hj\6 cn-aychen 

g-gualainn a cuir air iastaidh ! — 

g-ga-al-ajnm a cajr ajr fast-aj' 

!e, etc. 



Up with the eDcircIing feyle, (belted 
plaid) 

With the shoulder skewer to Suten it 
(on higL) — 
Hey, etc. 



h a la 's a dh-oich u : 
a la sa yoyoh a 

nn ort am beinn 's an cladach ; — 
nui ort am bejim 'san dad-ach 

h am feachd *8 an sith u. — 

am feo san si' a 

^h am fear a chair as u. — 

I' am fer a obajr as a 

!e, etc. 



Qood is it day and night : 

It is becoming on the mountain or 
the beach ; 

Grood in peace or in war. — 

He is no king who suppressed it — 
Hey, etc. 



leo gun do mhaolaich-so 

k-o gon do yaol-ajch-80 

ur nan Gaidheal tapaidh, 

nan gay' -el tap-ay' 

ann a chuir e*n gleus iad, 

ann a ohuyr e'n gleys i-ad 

^uraidh mar fhaobhar ealtain. — 

geyr-ay' mar aovar elt-ajn 

!e, etc. 



He expected to have blunted 

The zeal of the noble Gael, 

But, instead of doing so, he put them 
on their mettle, 

And made them keen as the razor's 
edge. — 
Hey, etc. 



leireadh sibh an cridh' asainn, 

YtjT-ef riv an cri' aa-aynn 

broillechean sios a shracadh, 

broyll-ech-en si-oa a h-rac-a' 

ir sibh asainn Tearlach 

yr »Y as-aynn ter-laoh 

a bhios an deo nar pearsa. — 

la via an de-o oar peraa 

e, etc. 



Although they should tear open our 
bosoms, 

And drag our hearts out of us. 

They will not extract Charles 

While the vital spark remains. — 
Hey, etc. 



iuir sibh oime buarach,* 

inyr nv oyrae bu-ar-aoh 

duaichnidh gur falbh a bhacadh, 

da*aych-ni' gnr fidv a yao-a' 

udh sin cho luadh e 

y' Bin cho In-a' e 

buain ri feidh air a ghlasraidh. — 
bn-ayn ri fey' ayr a ylas-ray' 

etc. 



Although they have put a shackle* 
on us. 

Dark, ugly, to trammel our motions, 

We will follow and stick to him as 

closely 
And enduringly as the deer to his 
mountains, — 

Hey, etc. 



A hail Bhackle put on the hind !ega of reetiff cows when being milked in the open field*. 



THE MUSIC 



184 

Tha sIdd san t-sheann nadar, 

ha Binn san tenn nadar 

San t-fhas sinn ro am an Ada, 

san tas sinn ro am an aoa 

Nar pearsanan nar 'n inntinn, 

nar persanan nam inn-tinn 

'S nar rioghalachd cha teid taise. — And in our loyalty there is no softness. 

'fl nar ri'jal-ao cha teyd tayse 

He, eta 



We are of the hereditary nature, 

In which we grew before the Act was 
passed, 

In our persons and minds, 



Hey, etc. 



The blood in the pulse of our ancest(»8. 
And the instinct of their minds, 



Si an fhuil bha'n cuisle air sinnsir, 

si an nyl va^n oujsl^ ayr sinn-sir 

*S an innsginn bha nan aigne, 

san inn-sgin va nan ajgne 

A dh-fhagadh dhuinn mar dhileab, — Left us as a bequest, — 

a jag-a* jnynn mar jil-eb 

Bhi rioghail — sin air paidir ! — 

ri-yayl o sin ayr pay-dur 



Loyalty — oh, that is our creed ! — 



▼1 



He, etc. 



Gre d' f huair sibh lamh an uachdar, 
ged hu-ajr siv lav an n-ao-ar 

Aon uair oim le seorsa tapaig, 

aon n-ajr ojm le se-or-sa tap-ayg 

Blar eile fhad sa 's beo e 

blar ejle ad sas be*o e 

Cha choisin feoladair do Shassunn. — 

cha choysin fe-ol-a-dayr do hass-nnn 

He, eta 



Hey, etc. 

Although they got the upper hand 
for once. 

By a mixture of treachery and chance, 

Never, while he lives, will the Butcher 

Over us gain another battle for 
England. 
Hey, eta 



When substituting the feudal for the patriarchal system, the kings of 
Scotland and their feudal creatures, as the last resort, used the most subtie 
means for drawing such clans as proved obstinately determined on holding their 
lands by the free hereditary Cleachda, into a quarrel with some powerful feudal 
neighbour, who could, either by his own strength or by means of alliances with 
other feudal magnates, defeat them in battle, and thus reduce them into the 
condition described in feudal statutes as " broken clana" To be denounced 
as a broken clan was tantamount to being outlawed, and left to the mercy of 
all and sundry who were able and willing to take their lives and estates. The 
Clan-Gregor was drawn into a quarrel of this kind ; but being a high-minded 
and a powerful clan, of royal lineage, and of the most illustrious character, 
unusual pains were taken to make the Country believe that they had provoked 
their doom, by acting with great treachery and cruelty toward their opponents. 
It was alleged, that during the battle of Glenfruin, from a diabolical spirit of re- 
venge, they had set fire to a school-house or college over the heads of the children 
of the opposing clan ; and, to confirm the statement, a procession was formed of 
women, to wait on the king at Stirling, and expose before him the bloody shirts 
of their slain husbands. The so called wives were loose women, hired for 
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payment in Glasgow, &c. ; and the bloody shirts were shirts dipped in the blood 
of sheep or cattle. But the solemn farce afforded the just and tender-hearted 
king a glorious opportunity of displaying his great generosity and inflexible 
justice, and at the same time of putting a very large part of the lawless 
Highlands under the feudal yoke. The whole clan Gregor, of whom only a 
small minority were in the engagement, were accordingly outlawed and pros- 
cribed, and their very name, — one of the oldest and noblest in Scotland, — put 
down by law. They were hunted with blood-hounds, and all but exterminated, 
and their extensive clan districts divided among their powerful feudal neighbours. 
The crime which brought on them this cruel treatment was simply their 
conservatism. They obstinately reused to consent to such a change in the 
free land-tenures of their fathers as would put their lives and estates under 
the despotic will and pleasure of their kings. 

This cruel persecution, and the unflinching endurance of the Macgregors 
in adversity, occupy a great space in the poetry and traditions of the Highlands. 
** Macgreagair o Ruadhro*' seems to have been a favourite air with those who 
wrote songs on the subject, for there are several elegiacs composed to that air, 
all of them sweet and beautiful, and little calculated to countenance belief in 
the vengeful spirit ascribed to the Macgregors; but even the generous and 
kindly Sir Walter Scott, from his perverted feudal education and ignorance of 
Gaelic poetry, believed these slanders, and, in consequence was incapable of 
doing justice to the Macgregors. We have from twenty to thirty volumes 
containing specimens of Gaelic poetry from the days of Fingal to tiie present 
day, and no one will find in the whole mass a single verse breathing the ferocious 
spirit of vengeance inspired into the '^ Macgregor's Gathering" by the amiable 
Sir Walter Scott; so much more humane and magnanimous were the old 
Highlanders for the last two thousand years than the best representative-speci- 
men of feudalism even in the nineteenth century. The words and melody of 
" Macgreagair o Rudhro'* breathe a very different spirit, though not less heroic. 
The fact is, that there never were a people less addicted to revenge than the 
Highland clans. We have, in Gaelic, names descriptive and distinct for every 
passion, excepting revenge. But revenge was as alien to the genius of our clans 
and country as feudalism. We have therefore no words in GJaelic whereby 
to express either revenge or feudal titles. Even our prolific dictionary-makers 
have failed to find in Gaelic a word descriptive of or distinct for revenge. For 
it ifl shown in many of our hilarious drinking songs, that ** dioF' (which is their 
only word for revenge) means," to pay the lavnng : " Ge be dh-olas 's tu dhtolaa,'' 
(whoever drinks, you pay) '^ge be brandai, beoir, na fion e, dian an stopsa dhomhsa 
liona ; *s mis am fear nae sor' a dhioladh ge *d chosta fhiach an dhomh suim,** 
(let it be brandy, beer, or wine, fill me this stoup ; I am the man that will not 
grudge to pat/j though its price would cost a sum.) Now, let the reader 
consult the Rev. Drs Macleod and Dewar*s Dictionary, and he will find that the 
only word available to these eminent Gaelic scholars to describe this (according 
to feudal writers) deadly and inflexible trait in the native Highland character, 
revenge, is diol! — a word bo flexible as to be thus translated by the Reverend 

Aa 
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Doctors : — " Did, avenge, revenge ; pay ; render ; fill ; satisfy ; reason. Dial, 
recompence, satisfaction, retribution ; reward, hire ; satiety ; an object, an end 
proposed ; fate, destiny ; the act of weamng as of a child.** I have shown in 
my Lectore on the Caledonians and Scots, that the very language of the Qael 
thus furnishes the means of refuting all the ignorant and ill-natured misstatementB 
as to the social condition and character of the Highland clans ; and, when to 
these is added the evidence of refined tastes and generous feelings and 
sentiments furnished by their poetry and music, it must, indeed, indicate utter 
degeneracy on the part of modem Highlanders, unless they vindicate that 
character against the cruel and unjust charge of lawless barbarity. Even 
assuming, in accordance with the vulgar (but most erroneous) impression, that 
the people of the British Empire are of two different races, surely each of these 
races, if honest, will feel it a duty to do justice to its fellow race. 

Two lines of every verse in the following measure, and all similar songs, were 
sung as a chorus by the audience, which had a most pleasing and pathetic effect ; 
hence their repetition in the succeeding verse of two lines of the former verse. 



MAC-GBEAGAIB BUAOHBO. 



Tha mulad, tha mulad, 
ha mnlad ha mulad 

Tha mulad am lionadh ; 

ha mulad am li-o-na' 

Lion mulad bochd truagh mi, 

li-on mnlad boo tra-a' mi 

*S cha dual dhomh dheth direadh ; 

'a cha da-al jov ye' dir-e' 



Oh sorrow, oh sorrow. 

Deep sorrow has seized me ; 

My soul is filled with a sorrow 

From which I am not destined to 
find relief; 



Lion mulad bochd truagh mi, 

li-on mnlad boo trn-a' mi 

Cha dual dhomh dheth direadh, 

cha du-al yov j& dir-e' 

Mu Mhac-Greagair o Buadhro, 

mn yac-gre-gajr o rn-a-ro 

Ckt'm bu dual bhi *n Gleannlion ; 

gam ba dn-al vi'n glenn-li-on 



My soul is filled with a sorrow 

From which I am not destined to 
find relief. 

About Macgregor of Buadhro, 
Whose right is Glenlyon ; 



Mu Mhac-Greagair o Buadhro, 

mn vao-gre-gayr o rn-a-ro 

Ga*m bu dual bhi *n Gleannlion ; 

gam bn dn-al Ti'n gknn-li-on 

Macgreogair na'n gaisgeach, 

mao-gre-gajr nan gaya-gech 

Na'm bratach, *s na'm pjiobain ; 
nam brat-ach 'a nam pi-ob-ayn 



About Macgregor of Buadhro, 
Whose right is Glenlyon ; 
Macgregor of the warriors, 
The banners, and war-pipes ; 
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Macgreagair na'n gaisgeach, 

mao-gre-gajr nan gajra-geoh 

Na'm bratach, 's Da'm piobain, 

nam brat-ach 's nam pi-ob-ajn 

G(a'm ba shuadbcheantas giubhas, 

gam ba ha-a-ohen-tas gi-n-yas 

Ri bradbach ga dbireadh ; 

bni'-aoh ga yir-e' 



n 



G(a'm ba shuadhcheanteas giabbas, 

gam ba ho-a-chentas gi-n-yas 

Bi bradbach ga dhireadb ; 

ri bro'-aoh ga jir-e' 

Siugbdean caol air an deagh lochdradh, 
say-den caol ayr an de-a' loch-ra' 

Is itean dosrach an f hirean ; 
18 it-en do6-rach an ir-en 



Macgregor of the warriors, 
The banners, and war-pipes, 
Whose badge was the fir, 
When ascending the mountains ; 

Whose badge was the fir, 

When ascending the moantains ; 

Who loved the slender arrows, well 
plained, 

Tipped with the feathers of the eagle ; 



Saighdean caol air an deagh lochradh, 
say-den oad ayr an de-a' looh-ra' 

'S itean dosrach an fhirean ; 

*s U-en dos-raoh an ir-en 

Saighdean caol air an deagh shnaigheadh 

say-den caol ayr an de-a' nay-e' 

'B-ann do dh-aigher mhic righ e. 

b'ann do yeyer vio ri' e 



Who loved the slender arrows, well 
plained, 

Tipped with the feathers of the eagle ; 

Slender arrows well polished (waxed) 

Was part of the delight of the 
descendant of kings. 



Gred a bhnaileadh mi 'm balach 

ged a Yoayl-e' mim bal-ach 

6a ghearran cha bhi mi ; 

ga ye-arran cha ri mi 

'S lachd a ghabhail mo leith-sgeulf 
's Inc a ya-vayl mo le'-sgeyl 

Ann san t-cheapal nan sineadh ; 

ann san tep-al nan sin-e' 



Though a boor should strike me 
I will not complain ; 
(For) those that would take my partf 
Are stretched in the chapel ; 



Lachd a ghabhail mo leithsgeul 

Ino a ya-vayl mo le'-sgeyl 

Ann san t-cheapal nan sineadh ; 

ann san tep-al nan sin-e' 



Those that would take my part 
Are stretched in the chapel ; 



* The above f tan do not mean that the venes are lost. The ballad has three parts, but I can a£ford 
space only for a few of the first verses of each. They bear me out, however, in showing that, although 
on the subject of the persecution, they breathe anything but a ferocious and vengefU spirit 

t Leith-sgeul, literally, ex parti statement. That is, they would take her own word for the truth of her 
grievance, and address themselves, off-hand, to doing her justice. Query : Were the people so truthful 
as to leave no doubt on the minds of their friends as to the truth of their statements ? Or were the clans 
so regardless of truth and justice as to be equaUy ready to take the part of their own members, right or 
wrong? The above mode of expression, which means espousing ones cause on their ex parti statement, 
implies either the one or the other, if the idiom of a language i> capable of throwing light on the mode 
of thinking and character of a people. 
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Luchd a sheasaibh mo chorach, 

loo ^a hefl-aTY mo chor-aoh 
'S mor mo leon iad bhi dbith orm ; 

'8 mor mo le-on i-ad vi yi' orm 

Luchd a sheasaibh mo chorach, 

luo a hee-ayv mo ohor-aoh 
'S mor mo leon iad bhi dhith orm ; 

'b mor mo le-on i-ad vi y\' orm 

Gred a nitear orm eacoir, 

ged a ni-ter orm e-coyr 

Co ni m' eiric a dhioladh ? 

00 ni mejric a yi-ol-a' 

****** 

DeaD do leabadh 's na creagan, 

den do leba' *b na creg-an 

'S na caidil ach eatrom ; 

'fl na oayd-fl ach e-trom 

Gred is ainmic an fheorag 

ged is ayn-mic an e-o-rag 

Gheabhar seol air a faotain ; 

yevar se-ol ayr a faotajn 



Those that would stand by my rights, 
Great is my wound deprived of them ; 

Those that would stand by my rights, 
Great is my wound deprived of ihem; 
Though evil be done to me, 



Who will exact my erid^ (compensa- 
tion.) 

* * * * * * » 

Make thy bed in the rocks. 
And sleep but lightly ; 
Though the squirrel is rare 
There is a way to find her ; 



Gred is ainmic an fheorag 

ged IB ayn-mic an e-o-rag 

Gheabhar seol air a faotain ; 

jevar se-ol ayr a &otayn 

'S ged is uaibhreach an seobhag, 
'fl ged ifl n-ay-yrech an Be-o-vag 

'S trie a ghlacar le foil e, &c. 

'fl trio a ylao-ar le foyl e 



Though the squirrel is rare 

There is a way to find her ; 

Though proud is the hawk, 

He has been often taken treacherously, 
&c. 



William Boss, whose romantic love, disappointment, and early death, 
attaches more interest to his poetry than it of itself is capable of inspiring, 
wrote one of his love songs to the air of " Lochaber no more," which has been 
changed in the Lowlands into various versions, none of them to be compared 
to the original melody, excepting the version called '^ Lord Ronald my Son.*' 
I have only the first two lines of the original words, which, however, are well 
known in Benderloch. The verses begin : — 

Mu'n cuairt do Lochcrearain cha teid mi Around Lochcrerain I will go never, 

gu brath, 

Gu'n bhogadh gu'n saighead gu'n Without a bow, an arrow, and a two- 

chlaidheamh da laimh. handed sword. 

* I hare itated elsewhere that there wm no capital poniehments among the patriaidial daiifl, 
excepting for crimee treacheroof or infamooa, which placed the criminal beyond the power of the Brehan 
court, and under the exolusiTe jnriidiction of the Dmida. How coold rerenge be a chaiaeteriatie d a 
people who were trained and brought up for thousanda of yean under a law and a religion utterly 
incompatible with fuch a ipirit ? 
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The only verses of this song I can find room for is song to the air of 
** Ma'n cuairt do Lochcrearain.'' 



CHUHHADH A BHAIRD AN DEIGH A LEANNAI^. — THE BABD'S LAMENT AFTER 

HIS LOVE. 



Gar gille mo leannan nan eal* air an 

gar giOe mo len-an nan el ayr an 

t-shnamh, 

t-nay 

Gar binne i nan smeorach *m barraibh 

gnr binn i nan ame-or-ach 'm barr-ayT 

ro-chrann sa inhaigh, 
ro-cfarann aa ya/ 

Tha i pailt ann an centaidh, an ceil, is 

ha i paylt ann an oey-taj' an oeyl is 

an uaill; 
an najl 

*Se chair fiiadach air m* eibhneas, 

ae ohnjr iii-a-daoh ajr meyvnee 

Bhi a t-eagmhais 'san aair. 

▼i a teyg-yaya san a«ayr 



Whiter is my love than a swan when 
swimming, 



Sweeter is her voice than a thrash on 
a gracefiil tree, 



She is rich in beaaty, in wisdom, in 
dignity ; 



It has banished my happiness 
To be without her at this time. 



Fonn :— 
Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn, seinn 

aeynn ejyinn ' seynn eyrinn Mynn 

eibhinn gu*n dail ; 

eyvinn gon dayl 

Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn, seinn 
aeynn eyivaa aeynn eyrinn aeyon 

eibhinn gach la ; 
eyvinn gach la 

Seinn eibhinn, binn eibhinn, seinn 

■eynn ejrrinn binn eyyinn aeynn 

eibhinn a ghnath ; 
eyvinn a yna 

Seinn eibhinn, binn eibhinn, a chuir 

aqrnn eyvinn binn eyvinn a chnyr 

m' eislein ga lar. 
meylenn gn lar 



Chorus: — 

Sing joyoasly, sing joyoasly, sing 
joyously without aelay ; 



Sing joyously, sing joyously, sing 
joyously every day ; 



Sing joyously, sweetly-joyously, sing 
joyously always ; 



Sing joyously, sweefly-joyously, to 
banish my grief. 



Se do mhanran bu mhian leam 's e gun Thy endearments, without fitful ex- 

ae do vanran bn vi-an k-arn *ae gnn dtementsorgloom, are my delight; 

fhiaras gu'n ghruaim ; 

i-a-rae gnn yrn-aym 

'S noir a sheinneas tu oran, 's tu binne And when singing thine is the sweetest 

'fl noyr a heynnes tn oran 'stn binne melody ; 

cheolaireadh fuaim ; 
ohe-o-layre' fu-aym 
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Dh-eireadh m' inntinD ga abhachd, aig 

jeyra' minntinn ga av-ao ajg 

aireamh gach buidh, 

ajrey gaoh ba-ay' 

A tha coilioDte am leannan, baindith, 

a ha ooyli-ont^ am leonan bajrndi' 

farasda suaira 

faraada sa-ayro 



My mind rises with joy when namber- 
ing every virtae 



Combined in my love, who has 
easiness, delicacy, and modesty. 



'S binn cuach agos smeorach an ogain 

'fl binn ca-ach agos sme-o-rach an og-ajn 

nan gleann, 

nan glenn 

Noir bhios ceo tiamhaidh doiler air doire 

noyr tib cc-o ti-av-aj doyler ayr doyre 

na mang ; 
na mang 

Ach *s binne mo leannan, coimhneal, 

acha binne mo lennan ooynel 

farasda, ciuin, 

fiuraflda d-nyn 

Alasadh eibhneis le h-orain,le comhradh, 

a lasa' eyr-nia le hor-ayn le oo?ra' 

's le m' muim. 

ale mayra 



Sweet is the coshet and the thrash od 
the saplings in the glens, 



When mist silent and shadowy winds 
aromid the grove of roes ; 



Bat sweeter is my love, kind, a&ble, 
mild. 



Kindling joy with her songs, her ccm- 
verse, her cheerfulness. 



Qe do bhithinn an eugail, 's an leigh a 

ge do Ti'-inn an eygul 'san ley' a 
toirt duail 

toyrt du-ayl 

Nach bith comhair an dan dhomh ach 

nach bi' covayr an dan yov aoh 

bas an gearr uinn, 

baa an gerr nyn 

Chnireadh sealladh dhe m* ribhinn mo 

chnyre' sella' ye m* ri-vinn mo 

mhigean air chul, 

▼i-gen ayr chnl 

Gblachain binneas na smeoraich *s 

ylac-ayn binnee na ame-o-raych 's 

gheibhinn solas as ur. 

yeyv-inn solas as or 



Though prostrated in sickness, and 
the ooctor should say 



That relief was not possible, and 
death suddenly would be mine, 



A sight of my queenly maiden would 
banish my ailments. 



I would catch the sweetness of the 
thrush, and receive new joy and 
healtL 



Mr A. Carmichael of the Inland Revenue sent me the following verse and 
melody, ascribed to " a leannan sith," or fairy sweetheart, whose human lover 
seems to have given her more of his work than of his company. There are 
many sweet fragments of the same class in my possession, for which I cannot 
make room ; but I insert ** Buain na Rainich," (cutting the ferns,) because it 
aflFords me an opportunity of acknowledging my obligations to this enthusiastic 
Highlander, who has sent me an immense number of songs and melodies, for 
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none of which, excepting the present fragment, can I find use at present ; but 
that does not lessen my sense of his kindness and attention ; and I beg his 
acceptance of my sincere thanks. 

BUAIN NA RAINICH.— CUTTING THE FERNS. 



Tha mi sgith 's mi leam f hin, 

ha mi agi' 'sad le-am hin 

H-uille latha a buain na rainaich ; 
hoylle la'-a a ba-ajn na rajn-ayoh 

Tha mi sgith 's mi leam f hin, 

ha mi agi' *8mi le-am hin 

H-uille latha m' onar ; 

hnylle la'-a monar 
Cul an tomain, braigh an tomain, 

ad an tom-ajn bra/ an tom-ajn 

Cul an tomain bhoidhich ; 
cnl an tom-ayn voy-ioh 

Cul an tomain, braigh an tomain, 

cnl an tom-ajn bray' an tom-ajn 

H-uille latha m* onar. 

hnylle la'-a monar 



I am tired, all by myself, 

Every day cutting ferns ; 

I am tired, all by myself, 

Every day so lonely ; 

On the back of the knoll, the top of 
the knoll. 

On the back of the bonny knoll ; 

On the back of the knoll, the top of 
the knoll. 

Every day so lonely. 



The following song is by Donnach Ban nan Oran, the Glenorchy bard ; but 
I have not succeeded in getting a good set of the air. It is addressed, in 
gratitude, to the foxes, because they killed the sheep. 

OBAN LUAIDH, NA BALGAIBEAN. — THE FOXES, (LITERALLY, PLUNDERERS.) 



Mo bheannachd aig na balgairean 

mo yennao ayg na balg-ayr-en 

A chionn bhi sealg nan caorach. 
a chi-onn vi sealag nan caorach 

Ho hu, ho ho, na balgairean, 

ho hu ho ho na balg-ayr-en 

0*s ainmig iad ri f haotain ; 

08 ajnimig i-ad ri ao-tajn 

Ho hu, ho ho, na balagairean. 

ho hu ho ho na balg-ayr-en 

^S iad na caoraich cheann-riach 

'8 i-ad na caor-ayoh chenn-ri-ach 

Binn aineart feadh an t-shaoghaiL- 
rinn ajn-ert fe' an tao'-ayl 

Ho, etc. 
Am fearann chuir iad fas oirn, 

am fer-ann chnyr i-ad fas ojin 

*Sa mal chuir iad an daoraid. — 

aa mal chnjr i-ad an daor-ajd 

Ho, etc. 



My blessing on the foxes 
That hunt (and kill) the sheep. 
Ho hu, ho ho, the foxes, 
they are (too) rare to be found ; 
Ho hu, ho ho, the foxes. 



It is the grey-faced sheep 
That have oppressed the wold. — 
Ho, etc. 

They have made a desert of the 

country. 
And made the rents dearer. — 

Ho, etc. 
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Cha 'n 'eil ait ga thaanachadh, 

cha nejl ajrt ga ha-an-ach-a' 

Tha chair sa bhuain air claonadh. — 

ha ohnjr sa va-aTn ajr daon-a' 

Ho, etc. 



There is not sach a thing as cultiva- 
tion; 

Sowing and reaping have ceased.— 
Ho, etc. 



'S eigin dhoinn bhi fagail 

^fl eyg-in jnjn ▼! fift-gayl 

Na tir aillidh an robh air daoine. — 

na tir ayli' an rov ajr daoTne 

Ho, eta 



We most of necessity leave 

The beautifol country in which oar 
people were reared. — 
Ho, eta 



*S na sraithean is na h-airidhean, 

na araj'-en is na haj'ri-en 

Am faighte blath ^s is &oiIeachd,- 
am &jte bla' 'sb &ojl-ec 

Ho, etc. 



The strath and shieling, 

In which were found a warm hospi- 
tality, — 
Ho, etc. 



Cha *n 'eil a nis ach laraichean 

cha nejl a nis aoh lar-ajch-en 

'N ait' nan taighean aoidheil. — 

najrt nan taj'-en aoy'-eyl 

Ho, etc. 



Contain only crumbling ruins 

Instead of social dwelling-houses.— 
Ho, eta 



Cha 'n 'eil sunnd air aiteachadh 

cha neyl sonnd ayr ajrt-eoh-a' 

Aig traigh na air na raointean. — 

ayg traj na ajr na raoyn-ten 

Ho, etc. 



There is no vigorous cultivation 

On shore or wold. — 
Ho, eta 



Tha h-uile seol a V abhaist Eveiy custom that was 

ha hujle se-ol a bav-ayst 

Ann sa Ghaidheallachd ah: caochladh. — In the Highlands is changed. — 

ann sa jay'-el-tao ayr caooh-la' 

Ho, etc. Ho, etc. 



Air cinntinn cho mi-nadurra 

ayr dnn-tinn cho mi-na-doira 

'S na h-aitean a bha aoidheal. — 

's na hayt-enn a ya aoy'-d 
Ho, etc. 



The people have become unnatural 

In places that were so hospitabla — 
Ho, eta 



Cha 'n 'eil capul tacarach, 

cha neyl capnl tacara' 

Is serrach aig a taobh ann, — 

is serrach ayg a taov ann 

Ho, etc. 



There is no fruitful brood-mare 

Seen with a foal by her side, — 
Ho, eta 
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Cha 'n *eil boin 's aighean aillidh, 

cha nejl hojn 'a ay'-en ajU-i' 

'G aracb an cuid laogh ann. — 

gar-adi an cayd lao' ann 

Ho, etc. 



Nor cows nor beautiful queys, 

Rearing their calves there. — 
Ho, etc. 



Cha 'n *eil feum air gruagaichean, 

eha neyl feym ayr gra-ag-ayoh-en 

Tha h-uile buail air sgaoileadL — 

ha hoyle ba-ajl ayr sgaoyle' 

Ho, eta 



There is no demand for young women, 

For every fold is dispersed. — 
Ho, etc. 



Cha'n fhaigh giUe tuarasdal 

€ha*n aj' gill^ to-ar-as-dal 

Ach buachaiUe nan caorach. — 

aoh bn-a-cfaaylle nan caorach 
Ho, etc. 



No lad will get employment 

Excepting to herd sheep. — 
Ho, eta 



Dh-fhalbh na gabhair riomhach 

jalT na gav-ayr ri-o-vaoh 

*S bu pherseil is bu shaor iad. — 

'i bn fri-seyl is bn haor i-ad 

Ho, etc. 



The pretty goats are banished. 

That were so valuable and cheap. — 
Ho, etc. 



Earba bheag nan duslain 

eraba yeg nan dos-layn 

Cha duisgear i le blaoghan. — 

cha dnyag-er i le blao'-an 

Ho, etc. 



The little roe of dark coverts 

Will not be waked by the fawn-cry. — 
Ho, etc. 



Cha 'n 'eil fiadh air fuaran, 

cha neyl fi-a' ayrih-a-ran 

O'n thagh na h-uislean caoirich. — 

QSk ha' na hnys-len oaoyrich 

Ho, eta 



No deer are to be found among the 
springs. 

Since gentlemen have given the 

preference to sheep. — 
^Ho, eta 



Tha gach frith' ear fuasgailte, Every forester is dismissed, 

ha gach M' er fo-as-gaylt 

Gu'n duals air son a shaothreach. — Receiving no reward for his troubla — 

gon dn-aysayr son a haoy'-rech 

Ho, eta Ho, eta 



'S diombach air an duine mi 

^s di-om-bach ayr an dnyne mi 

Ni na sionnaich aoireadh, — 

ni na si-onn-aych aoyr-e' 

Ho, etc. 



My displeasure to the man 

That would cry down the foxes, — 



Ho, etc. 



Bb 
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Cbuireas cu ga'n niagadh, 

chajr-es cu gao ni-a-ga' 

Na thilgea8 Inaidhe chaol oit\- 

hilg-ee la-ay' chaol orr 



na 



Ho, etc. 



Who would send a dog to chase them. 

Or would fire at them with small shot 
Ho, etc. 



6u'm bu slan na cuileanan 

gam ba slan iia cayl-en-en 

Tha fuireach an san t-shaobhaidh. — 

ba fuyr-ecb an san taov-ay' 

Ho, etc. 



Health be to the cubs 

That dwell in their rocky nursery.— 
Ho, etc. 



Na'm fEUjgheadh iad mo dhurachd, 

nam Sy-t^ i-ad mo ynr-ao 

Cha churam dhoibh cion saoghail. — 

oha cbnram yoyy cin sao'-ayl 

Ho, etc. 



If they receive my desire^ 

There is no danger but they will loDg 
live. — 

Ho, eta 



Bhiodh piseach air an oigridh, They will have good luck, 

▼i-o' pis-eoli ayr ao oyg-ri' 

Is bhiodh beo gus a marbh aois iad. — And live till age kills them. — 

18 vi-o' be-o gns a manr toys i-ad 

Ho, etc. Ho, etc. 



Having been imable to get a good set of the air of the above duanag^ I 
give a verse or two of another oran luaidh, by the same gifted bard, a pretty 
good set of which I can submit 



CHUKNAIC MI'N DAMH DONN 's 'n H-EILDEN. — ^I HAVE SEEN THE BBOWK 

8TA0 AND THE HINDS. 



Gred tha bacadh eir na h-armaibh, 
ged ha baca' ayr na har-mayy 

Ghleidh mi Spainteach thun na seil^ ; 

yley' mi Bpayn-tech hnn na Bejfgi 

Ge do rinn i orm cho cearbach, 

ge do rinn i onn cho cerb-aoh 

'S nach do mharbh i mac na h-eilde. 

'fl naofa do ywrr i mao na heyl-d^ 



Though arms have been put down, 

I have retained a Spanish piece for 
stalking; 

But it has used me shabbily, 

In not killing the son of the hind. 



Fann. 
Chunnaic mi 'n damh donn 's na h-eilden, 

ohnnn-ayo mi^n day donn *aia heyl-den 

A direadh a bhealaich le cheile ; 
a dir-e' a yel-ayoh le cheyl^ 

Chunnaic mi *n damh donnas na h-eilden. 
chonn-aye mi'n day donn 'ma hej^-den 



Chorus. 
I saw the brown stag and the hinds 

Together ascending the defile ; 

I saw the brown stag and the hinds. 
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'Noair a dh-eirich mi sa mhaduin, 

Da-ftjrr a y^-ich mi sa vad-nyn 

Chair mi innte fudar Ghlascho, 
cfaojrr mi imi-te ftidar jlas-^ho 

Peiller tenn, is tri puist Shass'nach, 
pejll-er tenn is tri pnjrst hass-naoh 

'S cnifein asgairt air a dheidh sin. — 

*8 ouyf-en as-gayit ayr a yej' 

Chmmaic, etc. 



sm 



When I got up in the morning, 

I put in her a charge of Glasgow 
powder, 

A tight hullet, three Sassanach slugs, 

And a colfin of tow after them. — 
I saw, etc. 



Bha'n spor ur an deigh a breacadh, 

▼an spor or an dej' a brec-a' 

Chuir mi uille ris an acuin, 

ohoyr mi njll^ ris an ao-ojn 

*S eagal driachd bha mudan craicin 

's ^-al dri-ncbd ya mo-dan orayc-in 

Cnmail fasgaidh air mo cheile. — 

enm-ayl fiu-gay' ayr mo cbey-1^ 

Chunn'aic, etc. 
Laidh an eillid air an fhuaran ; 

lay' an eyll-id ayr an n-a-ran 

Choed mi rithe mo choid laaidhe ; 

ohosd mi ri'-i' mo chuyd lu-ay'-^ 

'S noir a shaoil mi i bhi buailte, 

's noyr a haoyl mi i vi bu-ayltd 

Sin an uair a b-aird' a leum i. — 

sin an n-ayr a bayrd a leym i 

Chunnaic, etc. 
Bi sinn beo an dochas ro-mhath 

bi sinn be-o an do-chas ro-ya' 

Gu'm bi chuis ni 's fhear a t-ath la ; 

gam bi ohnys ni's er a ta' la 

Gu'm bi gaoth is grian is talamh, 

gam bi gao' is gri-an is talav 

Mar is maith linn air na sleibhtein. — 

mar is may' linn ayr na * slyy-teyn 
Chunnaic, etc. 

Bithidh an luaidh ghlas na deannaibh, 

bi'-i' an la-ay' ylas na denn-ayv 

Siubhal reith aig gaothair sheangadh, 

si-n-yal rey' ayg gao'-ayr heng-a' 
Na daimh dhonn a site faladh, 

na dayy yonn a sil-^ &-la' 

'S abhachd aig na fearaibh gleusda. — 
's av-ac ayg na fer-ayv gleys-da 

I saw, etc. 



The new flint was chipped. 

There was oil applied to the lock, 

And, to ward off dew, a skin mantle 

Afforded shelter to my spouse. — 
I saw, etc. 

The hind lay on the meadow ; 

■ 

I expended my shot on her ; 

But when I thought she was struck, 

lliat was the time at which her 
bounds were highest — 
I saw, etc. 

But we must live in the good hope 

That the case next day will be better ; 

That the Jay of the ground, the wind 
and the sun, 

Will be as we would have them on 
the wolda — 
I saw, etc. 

The grey lead will then speed (on its 

errand,) 
The hounds have a free course. 

The brown stags bleeding, 

And the hunters merry. — 
Chunnaic, etc. 
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GUB FAOIN MO LUAIDH AlB CHADAL. — ^VAIN IS MT THOUGHT OF SLEEP. 

Yain is my hope of sleep, 



Gar faoin mo luaidh air cadal, 

gar faojn mo la-ay' ajrr oadal 

*S mi sior acain na bheil bh-uam, — 

'fl mi si-or ao-ayn na yejl Ta-am 

Comann is deo-choimhneas 

oo-mami is de-o-choyv-nes 

Na te dh-fhag mi'n raoir fo ghmaim : 



na te 



jag mm royr fo yra-aym 

Tha mi ami an aisling leat, 

ha mi ami an ajaiing let 

G^h uair a ni mi suain, 

gach a-ayr a ni mi sa-ayn 

'8 trom m' oenadh noir a dhuisgeas mi, 

Strom mo8-na' noyr a ynysg-es mi 

Air bhi dhomh d' iondrain nam. 

ayr Ti yoT d' i-on-drayn a-am 



While continually yearning for that 
which is afar, — 

The companionship and blist kindoeas 

Of her whom I left yesterday insoirow: 

« 

I am in dreams with thee, 
Whenever slmnber takes me, 
And deep are my sighs when I wake 
On missing thy presence. 



Ach coim* mo Inaidh air osnadh, 

aoh coym mo In-ay' ayr os-na' 

O* na choisinn mi do dheoin, 

o na choysinn mi do ye-oyn 

'S an gaol a thug sin aontachail, 

san gaol a hag sin aontach-ayl 

Nach caochail e ri'r beo ? 

naoh caoch-ayl e ri'r be-o 

*S ioma latha aonarach 

m-oma la'-a aonar-aoh 

A shaor u mi o^ bhron, 

a haor a mi o vron 

Lead mhanran baigheal maighdeannael,- 

led vanrann bay'-el maydennel 

Mo roghainn thair gach ceol. 

mo nZ-inn hayr gach ce-oi 



But why do I mention sighs. 

Since I have gained thy consent, 

And the love we have mutually con- 
ceived. 

Will not die while we live ? 

Many a lonely day 

Hast thou freed me from sorrow, 

With thy minstrelsy tender (and) 
maidenly, — 

My choice above all musia 



Thug mise gaol da riridh dhut, 

hag mi-se gaol da ri-ri' ynt 

Noir bha u d' nionaig og, 

noyr va a d' ni-on-ayg og 

'S air mo laimh cha dhibrinn e, 

'aayr mo lay oha yib-rion e 

Air ionmhas na Boinn-Eorp' ; 

ayr i-on-vas na royn-e-orp 

Gred a dhiante a chuntas dhomh, 

ged a yi-an-te a chantas yov 

6u dubailt air a bhord, 

ga da-baylt ayr a vord 



I have given thee my love truly. 

When thou wert a young lassie. 

And, on my hand, I would not re- 
nounce it. 

For the treasures of Europe ; 

Although they should be counted down 

to me. 
Doubled upon the table, 
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la threiginn gaol na ribhinue 

m trejg-iiin gaol na ri-vione 

ha^n He ghlas an f heoir. 
um i-le ylas an e-ojr 



I would not forsake the love of the 
queenly maiden 

Of gray and grassy Islay. 



I have not been able to procure a copy of the beautiful verses I have 
sard sung to the air of ^* Oich mar tha mi." The fragment here patched up is 
bmitted merely for the melody. We have none to do for Gaelic what the 
imortal Bums did for the Lowland Scotch poetry, otherwise many a highly 
teresting volume might soon be made up. 



OCH MAR THA HI FO PHBAMH 's FO EI8LEIN. 

ich, mar tha mi fo phramh 's fo eislein ; Alas ! I am ailing and sorrowful ; 

reh mar ha mi fo frav 'b fo ejslejn 

hxmi mi sgeuladh a leir 's a leon mi, — I have news that has me pained and 
o-ayr mi egeyla' a leyr 'b a le-on mi wounded, — 

o chreach 's mo dhiobhail nach ro' 'Tis my ruin irremediable that I am 



chrech 'smo yivayl nach ro 

mi'n He, 

mi'n i'U 



not in Islay, 



mochruinneagdhileasadolaphosadh. And my beloved maiden going to be 

no chmynneg yi-les a dol a fosa' married. 



ar aiteal ceitein an doire geugach, 

ar aytel cejtejn an doyre gey-gach 

da eibhneas diomhair a t-aite comh- 

a 6jT-n68 di-o-vayr a tayt^ cov- 

nuidh : 
nuy' 

1 dreach, an aillidh, an cliu, 's an 

I drech an aylli' an di-a 'b an 

ceutabh : 
oey-tav 

la d' fhuair mi leirsin air te thug corr ort. 

a da-ayr mi leyr-sin ayr te hug oorr ort 



As the breath of May in a leafy grove, 

Thy presence breathes a secret joy 
tnrough thy dwelling : 



Thou art symmetrical, beautiful, of 
fair repute, and fiiscinating : 



My eyes have not seen one who sur- 
passed thee. 



la i aoigheal, cridheil, baigheil ; 

a i ao^-el cri'-el bay'-el 

h-inntinn saibheir le tur 's le foghlum ; 

binn-tinn sayveyr le tor 'ale fo'-lam 

caint mar cheol tigh'n o inneal 

caynt mar che-ol ti'n o innel 

neamhaidh, 

ne-vay' 

'n cridhe a thalladh 's mulad fhogradh. 

*n ori'-c a halla' *b mulad ogra' 



Thou art comely, merry, compassion- 
ate; 

Thy mind rich with good sense and 
accomplishments ; 

Thy words like music from a heavenly 
instrument, 



Warming the heart, and banishing 
grief. 
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'S traagh a' d' dheigh mi le bron 's le 

8tra-a' ad yef mi le bron sle 

eislein ; 
cys-leyii 

Mo shuilean deurach, 's mo chridhe 

mo hujl-en dej-rach *8mo chri'-e 

leointe ; 

le-oynt^ 

Cha'u fhiugh leam ionmhas, cha'n fhiugh 

chaD i-u' lem i-on-vas chan i-u' 

leam eibhneas, 

lem eyy-nee 

A tha fo'n ghrein acb u fein a d' onar. 
a ha foo yreyn ach a fejn ad ODar 



Miserable am I after thee, with sorrow 
and pain; 



Mine eyes tearful, my heart wounded ; 



I value no wealth, no joy 



Under the sun, but thyself alone. 



The following verses were written by a namesake of my own, who was in 
the humble capacity of a church-officer with Lord Macauley's grandfather. Let 
it bear testimony of the rudeness and barbarity which gave his tmUifiil aiMi 
philosophic lordship such a detestation of the revengeful and filthy Highlanders! 

GU'm BU SLAN a CHI MI. — HAPPY MAT I SEE THEE. 

Happy may I see thee, 



6u ma slan a chi mi, 

g^ ma slan a ohi mi 

Mo chailin dhilis dhonn, — 

mo chayllio yilia yonn 

• 

Ben a chuailein reidh, 
ben a cha-ajUin rey' 

Air a deise a dh-eireas fonn ; 
ayr a deyae a yejree fonn 

Se caint do bhoil is binn leam ; 

se caynt do voyl is binn lem 

Nair bhios m' inntinn trom, 
najrr vis minn-tinn tiom 

'S tu thogadh suas mo chridh', 

8ta hoga' SD-as mo chri' 

Noir a bhiodh tu bruidhinn rium. 
Doyr a yi' tn bray' -inn ri-om 

Gur miiladach a tha mi 

gar mnladach a ha mi 

'S mi nochd air aird a chuain ; 

'b mi noo ayr ayrd a cha-ayn 

'S neoHshunndach mo chadal 

's ne-o-hondach mo ohadal 

Is do chaidribh fada uam ; 

ia do chayd-riv fada n-am 

'S trie mi ort a smaointeach, — 

Btric mi ort a smaoyntech 

As t-aogais tha mi truagh ; — 
as taogays ha mi tru-a' 



My faithful brown-haired maid, — 

Maid of the flowing ringlets, 

Who is most easily excited to merri- 
ment; 

Thy words to me are the sweetest 
music; 

When depressed in mind, 
Thou dost exalt my heart. 
When in converse with me. 



Sorrowful am I 

This night on the height (^ the sea ; 

Unsound is my sleep 

Away from thy companionship ; 

Often do I think of thee, — 

Without thee 1 am miserable ;— 
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'S mar dean mi t-fhaotaiDo, 

'a mar di-an mi taotayn 
Gha bhi mo scaoghal buain. 

cha vi mo hao'-al bn-ajn 

Do &hiiil mar an dearcag, 

do hiiyi mar an dero-ag 

Fo'n rosg a db-iadhas diu, 

ha roflg a yi-a'-as din 

Do gbmaidbean mar cbaoran, 
do jra-ay'-en mar chaoran 

Fo'n aodan bhoidbeach cbiuia 

ton aodan voy'-eoh chi-ujn 

Aidicheam le eibhneas 
ayd-ech-em le eyy-nes 

Ga'n d-tbng mi fein dbuit nm, 

gnn dag mi fe^rn ynjt mn 

'S gur bliadhna leam gach la 
Bgiir bli-a'-na le-am gach la 

O'n uair a db-fbag mi u. 

on a-ayr a jag mi a 

Tacan mu'n do sbeol sinn, 

tac-an man do be-ol sinn 

*S anu tboisicb Incbd mi-gbraidb, 
■ann hojiiGh loo mi-yn^' 

Bi innseadb do'm cbruineigbsa, 

ri inn-se' dom obrayn-eyg-Ba 

Nacb tillinsa ga bracb ; 
nadh tillinn ga brach 

Na cnireadb sid ort gruaman ; 

na cayre' aid ort gra-a-man 

A Inaidb ; ma bbios mi slan, 

a lo-ay' ma vis mi slan 

Cha Cham dad idir oat mi 

cha cham dad ictir a-at mi 

Acb saigbead cbruaidb a bbais. 

ach say'-ed chni-ay' a vays 



Unless tbou art mine, 
My life will not be long. 

Tby blue eye is like a berry, 

*Neatb lasbes tbat wind closely, 

Tby cbeeks like tbe ripe fruit of tbe 
mountain asb, 

Under a face comely and mild. 
Confess I do witb joy 
That I bave given tbee my love, 
And tbat every day is a year to me 
Since tbe bour we parted. 



Sbortly before we sailed, 

Ill-disposed persons began 

Telling to my maiden 

Tbat I would never return ; 

But let not tbat sadden tbee, my love ; 

If I remain alive, 

Notbing sball detain me from tbee 

But tbe relentless arrow of deatb. 



I bave remarked elsewbere, tbat tbe general cbaractei^of tbe songs sung 
to cbeer labour, (and every kind of labour bad its appropriate song) was tbe 
absence of every tbing calculated to work on tbe feebngs and passions. Tbe 
cboms usually consisted of sounds accordant with tbe employment, and rendered 
significant and connected by a meaning line or catcb-word ; and tbe verses, 
though frequently arrayed in pleasing imagery, aimed only at calling up in tbe 
minds of tbe singers thoughts and scenes associated with tbe tender, attractive, 
or lofty and pleasing clan traditions. But although sucb was tbe general 
character of these '' songs of labour,*' there were exceptions ; and tbe boat song 
of DombnuU Buadh Gaolacb, as I bave beard it sung by an old seaman when 
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I was a boy, was one of these. Unfortanately, however, although I remember 
the subject of the song,— (an expedition of loyal Highlanders on their way 
from the Isle of Skye to join the army of Montrose,) — I have forgot the verses, 
and have been unable after much exertion, to meet with a single individual 
that could even sing the melody, much less remember the words, in a manner 
at all to realise the impresnon the song made on my feelings in youth. When 
sung by the old seaman, the listener could not help fiEuicying that he heard a voice 
slowly ridng from behind a sea, until it attained the crest of a mountain billow, 
and burst on his ear in a regular bravura of seamanlike exultation ; it then gra- 
dually receded and sunk, until he felt apprehensive that the singer was struggliog 
among the capricious waves ; then, after a seeming silence, and to his great 
relief, it began to grow perceptibly on his ear, until the exulting chorus burst 
upon him afresh, in a gush of melody that made his heart swell in sympathy 
with the triumphant pluck and stamina of the strong armed rowers. It was 
intended to be sung in the same style with Macgreagair o Buadhro, the whole 
crew joining in singing the chorus. 



A Dhomhnuil ruaidh ghaolaich, 

a yovnajl ni-aj yaol-aTch 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 

horin ova lo bavo 

Sheases dur ri stiuir dharaich, 

hesea dor ri ati-njr yar-aych 

Horin eile, ova hi, 

horin eyl6 ova hi 

Hi ri oiri, nan hi ri u. 

hi ri oyri nao hi ri n 



DOMHNUL BUADH GAOLACH. 

Donald red-haired and beloved, 



Horin ova, ro huvo, 
Who standest firmly by an oak hehD, 
Horin eyle, ova hi, 
Hi ri oyri, nan hi ri u. 



Sheasas dur ri stiuir dharaich, 

heaea dor ri ati-nyr yar-aych 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 

'S uaibhreach astar do bhata, 
*a o-ayv-rech aatar do vata 

Horin eile, ova hi, 
Hi ri oiri, nan hi ri u. 



Who standest firmly by an oak helm, 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 
Wild is the course of thy boat, 

Horin eyle, ova hi, 
Hi ri oyri, nan hi ri u. 



'S uaibhreach astar do bhata, 

'a Q-ayv-rech aatar do vata 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 
Ni mhuir ghairreach a sgarradh, 

yuyr yajrech a sgar-ra' 

Horin eile, ova hi. 
Hi ri oiri, nan hi ri u. 



m 



Wild is the course of thy boat, 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 
Cleaving the roaring sea, 

Horin eyle, ova hi, 
Hi ri oyri, nan hi ri u. 
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Ni mhoir ghairreach a sgarradh, 

ni Tayr jajrech a sgar-ra' 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 
Cum suil gheur air sgeir Bharu, 

earn snjl jeyr ayr agejr va-ru 

Horin eUe, ova hi, 
Hi ri oiri, nan hi ri n. 

Com suil gkeur air sgeir Bhan^ 

earn snyl jeyr ajr flgeyr va-ru 

Horin ova, ro huvo, 
Seol air aird nan tonn lannair, 

■e-ol ayr ayrd nan tonn lann-ajr 

Horin, eile, ova hi. 

Hi ri oiri, nan hi ri u, &c. 



Cleaving the roaring sea, 

Horin ova, ru huvo, 
Keep a sharp eye on the sea-rock Baru, 

Horin eyle, ova hi, 
Hi ri oyri, nan hi ri u. 

Keep a sharp eye on the sea-rock Baru, 

Horin ova, ro huvo. 

Sail on the crest of the phosphoric 
waves, 

Horin eyle, ova hi. 

Hi ri oyri, nan hi ri u, &c. 



The following song by Alexander Macdonald, the royal Celtic bard of 
Prince Charles, is also an '* oran iomraidh," or rowing song, the air of which 
is equally spirit-stirring ; but I have not been able to get such a version of it 
as I should like. As this song is published and accessible, I quote only two or 
three verses of it here. 

MOGH SA MHADAINN. 

Early as I awaked in the morning, 



Moch sa mhadamn 's mi dusgadh, 

moofa aa vadaynn 'a mi dnaga' 

*S mor mo shunnd 's mo cheol gaire, 

'a mor mo bonnda mo die-ol gayr^ 

O'n na chualadh mi'n Prionnsa 

on na ohn-a-la' min pri-onaa 

Thighinn do dhuthaich Chlann-Ba'ill. 

bi-hm do yn'-aych ohlann ra'-ill 



Elated I was and full of hilarity, 

On hearing that the Prince 

Had landed in the country of Clan- 
ronald. 



Chorus. 

Hug ho layll o ho, 
Hug o ho ro nayll liv ; 
Hug ho layll o ho, 
Seynn o ho ro nayll liv. 



Noir a chairair an crun ort, 

nojrr a chayrer an crun ort 

Bi muim air do chairdean, 

bi mnym ajrr do chayr-den 

'S Lochiel mar bu choir dha, 

'a loch-i-al mar ba ohqyr ya 

Cuir an ordugh nan Gael. — 



When thou art crowned. 
Joyful will thy friends be, 
With Lochiel, as is right, 
Marshalling the Highlanders. — 



cayr an or-du' 

Hug, etc. 



nan ga-el 



Hug, etc. 



cc 
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Thig Clandomhnuill a chraadail, 

hig oUn-dov-nayll a chrn-a-dayl 

Choisinn buaidh ann 's na blandbh, 

choy-fliim ba-ay' ann ana blar-ajv 

A chumail cniaidh cho'-strigh 

a ohom-ajl cra-ay' cho-stri' 

Bi luchd chotaichean madair. — 

loo oho-tayohen madayr 

Hug, etc. 



n 



Come will Clandonell the hardy. 

Who gamed victory in battles. 

To meet in conflict 

The race of the red coats. — 
Hug, etc. 



Sud a chuideachd bhios foirmeil, 
and a ohnyd-ee' vis foyr-mejl 

Boineid ghorm is coc ard or, 

boyned jonn is coo ard or 

Le'm breacanan maiseach, 

lem breo-anan mayaech 

'S le'n gartanan scarlaid. — 

*s len gartanan scarlayd 

Hug, etc. 



They are the sprightly dan, 

Of blue bonnets and cockades, 

With showy plaids, 

And scarlet garters. — 
Hug, etc. 



GRAN DO'N MHI8Q. — ON DBUNUSimBSS. 

LB AILBAH DALL. 



Noir a shuidh sinn san tigh-osda, 

noyr a hay' sinn san ti'-oada 

Chaidh na stoip thair cuntas, 
obay' na atoyp hayr eontas 



When we sat in the public-house. 
The stoups went beyond counting, 



Gu trie a ti^hinn, cha bu ruighinn. Quickly, not lingeringly coming, 

en trio a U'-inn oha ba ri'-inn 



lad nan ruith am ionnsuidh. 
i-ad nan my' am i-on-tay' 

Gun irraidh dalach, a sior phaigheadh, 

gnn i-a-ray^ dalach a ai-or fity-e' 

'G ol deoch-slainte a Phrionnsa, 

gd de-och-alaynte a fri-on-aa 

'S mo chridhe leam le aites ard, 

'a mo chri'-e lem le aytea ard 
Chion BaonuU bhi toirt cliu dhomh. 

ohi-on raonoU vi toyrt cli-a yov 



They raced towards us. 

No thought had I of (asking) dday, 
but constantly paying. 

And drinking the health of the Prince, 
(Charlie) 

My heart wiUi pleasure leaping higb, 
Because Bonald was ^ving me praise. 



Ach noir ghluais mi gu dol dhachaidh, 

ach noyr yln-aya mi ga dol ya-ohay' 

Lagaich mu na gluinn mi, 

lag-ayoh mn na glnynn mi 

Nunn 's an nail gun leirsinn cheart, 
nnnn aan nail gon leyr-amn chert 

Le iomadh beachd am shuillean. 
le i-oma' bee am hayllen 



But when I arose to go home, 

I became weak at the knees, 

I tacked thither and hither, without 
seeing rightly. 

From the numerous conceits that were 
in my eye& 
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I na h-oidhche 's mi gan soilseauD, 

na hoy'-obe 's mi gon sojlsen 

flhloic a dabladh, 

9 bje a dubla' 

all loom gun droin mi arrosg, 

1 le-om gon droynn mi arr-nsg 

10 chardain dimnbach. 

10 ohar-dajn di-ambadi 



Pushing along through the night, 
with scarcely a blmk of light, 

I made prostrations which doubled me 
up, 

And, I fear, indecent exposures, 
For my friends were much dissatisfied. 



i dh-eirich mi sa mhadainn, 

I yej-rich mi sa va-daymi 

)bh m' aigneadh sundach, 
!0T mayg-oe' Bondaoh 

sann gun sgoin, ma chom na lasair, 

aon gmi sgojn ma ohom na las-ajr 

lidh dearg mo shuilleaa 

•li' de-aig mo hoylleo 

c-na-bracbadh rinn mo leagadh 

lo-oa-brach-a^ rinn mo leg-a' 

n leabaidh dhiombaidh — * 
n bb-ay* yi-om-bay* 

1 ghleachdair thug fo smachd mi, 

1 gieo-ayr bog fo smao mi 

-fhag mi lag is bruite. 

fag mi lag 18 bniyt^ 



When I arose next morning, 

My mind was little disposed to merri- 
ment, 

My head was without efficacy, my 
bosom on fire. 

My eyes polluted and red. 

The son of the malt it was that put 
me down 

In a bed uncomfortable — 

That wrestler subdued, 

And left me bruised and weak. 



an ealaidh rainn is caithream, 

ao el-ay' raymi is cay' -rem 

ddeach an turn, a bhi 

-dedi an torn a vi 

aig bord a glaodhaich ol, 
ayg bord a glao'-aych qyl 

phocannan ga'n tiondadh, 
foo-annan gan ti-onda' 

Mkdh storais le meadmhoir, 

pa' stor-ays le me-ad-voyr 
iarraidh phog 's na cuiltean ; 

-arr-ay' fog sna cnyl-ten 

1 sa mhsdreadh mo chuid oir, 

sa ▼ayre' mo ofaojd oyr 

luireadh osdair cul rium. 

)bnyT-e' osd-ayr ool ri-nm 



Bad trades are rhyming and blethering, 
(idle talking) ; 

A foolish afiGur it is 

To be sitting at a table calling for 
drink, 

And turning pockets inside out. 

Scattering money vain-gloriously. 

And stealing kisses in sly neuks 
(recesses ;) 

But while the money lasted, 

No landlord turned his back on me. 



dhomh nis a thoirt fos near, 

yoT nis a boyrt fos ner 

ithreachas a dhubladh, 
ijrr'-e-ohas a ynb-la' 



But time it is to reflect. 
And doubly to repent, 
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Mo bhoid gu gramail thoirt do'n eala * And vow by the swan,* 

mo YQjd gu granuiyl hoyrt don ella 

Dh-f heucb an lean mo chlia rium, So as my reputation may adhere to me, 

jrejch an len mo chli-a ri-un 

Cha teid deur a sti^h fo m' dbeudaich. That not a drop shall pass my teeth. 

cba teyd dejr a sU' fom jrejd-ayofa 

'S f hendar tighinn as iunais, Of necessity I most eschew drink, 

's ej-dar ti'-inn sa i-n-najs 

Cha'n fhaigh fear falamh seol air aran For a moneyless man can only make 

chan ay fer fiilav se-ol ajrr aran bis bread 

Ach le fallas gnnise. By the sweat of his brow. 

acfa le fiillas gnujse 

The following song was written by Captain Duncan Campbell, better known 
as " Fear Marg-na-ha," when from home doing duty with the Black- Watch or 
" Freiceadan-dubh" of which he was pay-master, before they enlisted into the 
army, when he retired, being a thorough Jacobin. It is beyond my space and 
object to notice all the writers of the poems quoted in this treatise ; but I 
make this an exception, Marg-na-ha being my father's father, and because Mr 
Mackenzie in his Beauties of Gkielic Poetry, has, with his usual carelessness, 
given the credit of the song to Aillean MacthearlaicL The song itself, 
fortunately contradicts this statement, for it says in the opening verse, '' Na 
faighinn cead," (if I could get leave of absence ;) and in another verse, ^^ Ge &d 
air chuairt mi," (though long on my rounds) — ^visiting and paying the 
companies at their different detached station: — words entirely military, and 
which could not be used by a country proprietor, who was hb own master, 
like Aillean Macthearlaich. The disinherited Duncan, Lord Ormalie, was 
the great-great-grandfather of Margnaha, whose sloineadh or pedigree was 
Donnachadh Mac Phadruic, mhic Iain, mhiclain oig, mhic Dhonnachaidh^ 
mhic Iain ghlais, Bhraidhealaban. He and his son Iain Og were both at the 
battle of Sheriff-muir with the clan ; in consequence of which they were 
disinherited by the Earl, who was at home, bed-ridden from age, and favourable 
to the Hanoverian succession. Although Lord Ormalie was above sixty years 
of age at the time of the battle, he so led his clan as to make them one of the 
most distinguished in the engagement. They are referred to in the following 
extract of one of the many merry little ditties called forth by a battle which 
was looked on as a burlesque by the Highland bards, although many brave 
men lost their lives there : — 

* Never haying before met with this expression in Gaelic Poetzy, so fir m I can recoOect, I 
begged of my friend Mr Paterson, whose Yolnminons works show so much intimacy with the poetry, 
history, and antiquities of the Lowlands, to favour me with some explanation on the subject ; and I now 
submit his very interesting 

** Note. — The vow was made over a roasted swan. Dunbar refers to it in his verses to the king called 
* Johan Tamson's man.' — 

' I wad gif all that ever I have. That ye had vowit on the swan. 

To that condition, so God me save, Ane year to be Johan Tamson's man.' 

' Johan Tamson's man* seems to be a hen-pecked husband ; and Dunbar stood in such favour with tbs 
queen, that, if she had her way, he could be certain of his long promised benefice." 
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Thogain fonn, thogain fonn, I will raise a tune, 

hog-ayn fonn hog-ayn fonn 

Thogain fonn gu foirmeil, I will raise a tune, 

hog-ajn fonn ga foyr-meyl 

Thogain fonn gu faramach, I will raise a tune merrily, 

hog-ajn fonn gn faram-ach 

Air lasgairean Bhraidealbain. I will raise a rattling tune to the fiery 

ajrr las-gayren vray-dela-ban warriors of Breadalbane. 

Dh-inns' latha Sliabh-an-t-Shiorram, The day of SheriflF-muir told 

jinns la'-a Bli-ay-an-ti-orram 

Nach robh sibh san iomairt cearbach — That you were not awkward in the 

nach rov siv san i-om-a7rt oerabach conflict — 

Gu'n do theich na bleiderean. The mannikins fled, 

gnn do hejoh na blejd-eren 

Ach sheas iad fir Bhraidealbain. But the men of Breadalbane stood. 

aoh hes i-ad fir vray-delaban 

An officer was sent to arrest the Earl of Breadalbane after the battle, on 
the suspicion that he had been privy to, or abetted his son and grandson's 
rebellion. The Earl was in that kind of slumber common to persons dying 
merely of old age; and the officer roused him by touching him on the 
shoulder, and exclaiming **Tou are my prisoner." The old man slowly 
raised himself to his elbow, and regarding the officer with a mingled look of 
pity and contempt, replied, "Your prisoner! I am the prisoner of God 
Almighty, and eighty-eight years of age ! Duncan," (he said to an attendant) 
'* take that poor man out of the country before the clan discover the insult he 
has ofiered to me : I have plenty of blood on my hands already." The fear of 
the forfeiture of the estate made the clan keep very silent on the presence of 
Lord Ormalie in the battle ; but his father, either in the belief that he and his 
son had irretrievably committed themselves with the government, or in real 
displeasure at their joining Mar's army without his knowledge, disinherited 
Lord Ormalie, in favour of his younger brother. Margnaha, though his ancestor 
Lord Ormalie had thus been disinherited, had great influence with the clan, 
and, the Earl of Breadalbane being abroad as ambassador, was drilling them 
for the purpose of joining Prince Charles. Being apprised of this fact at Perth, 
when on his way North in the pursuit of the Highlanders, the Duke of 
Cumberland sent Colonel Campbell of Mammor with a party of dragoons to 
prevent this junction ; and that able officer took Duncan by surprise, in his own 
house at night, and so well arranged his plans as to carry him away privately 
by the south side of Lochtay, without a man of the clan knowing anything 
about the matter. He was put in jail in Stirling, where he was kept secure 
until after the battle of CuUoden, when he was mysteriously released without 
any question being asked. This and many other episodes of the so-called 
rebellion, which have not found their way into history, but are well-known to 
tradition, show that it was Colonel Campbell and President Forbes that put 
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down the rebellion, and not the '* red coats " who were so wretchedly anned, 
comparatively, as to be quite unfit to stand before the clans in battle, excepting 
under the management illustrated in the retreat £rom England, the murderons 
march the night before the battle of Culloden, and the field chosen for that 
battle, &c. &C. The mysterious disappearance of Margnaha prevented the clan 
from joining the Prince, as they had no confidence in his brother '' Iain Borb," 
or John the fierce ; but he joined, and was the warrior who fought and killed 
the dragoon at Inverness, in the manner told by Mr Chambers in his history of 
the rebellion. 



MOGH SA HHADAINN 8 MI LAN AIBTEAL. 



Moch sa mhadainn 's mi Ian airteal, 

moch sa va-dajn 's mi Isn ajrtel 

Cian 'o chaidreamh m' ionndrainn, 

oi-an chayd-rey mi-on-draynn 

Ou'm bu bheg mo luaidh air leabaidh, 

gum bu veg mo In-aj' ayr leb-ay 

Carachadh sa tiondath. 
cara-oha' sa ti-on-da' 

Na faighinn cead gu'n rachainn grad, 

na fity'-um ced gon laoh-ajn grad 

Na m' still gun stad gun aon-tamh, 

nam still gon stad gon aon-tay 

A dh-io6 an ait sa bheil mo ghradh, 

a yi-OB an ajt sa vejl mo yra' 

Og mhaighdean ailidh GheambaiL 

og vaj'-den ayli' jem-bajl 

Qe fad air chuairt mi tamull bhuat, 

ge fiul ajr ohn-ajrt mi tamnl va-at 

Si'n aisling uail a dhuisg mi 

si'n ajsliog n-ayl a yosg mi 

Thu bhi agam ann am ghlacaibh, 

,n vi agam aon am ylao-ayv 

Lan do thlachd 's do shugradh. 

Ian do h-lao 's do bng-ra' 

Dh-aindeonbuinig*scianaelm'fhuireach 

yayn*en bi^nig *s d-an*^ mnyreoh 

Ann an iomal duchaidL — 

ann an i-omal dn-oha' 

Ochoin, a chiall gu'm be mo mhiau, 
ooli-oyn a ohi-all gam be mo vi-an 

Bhi 'n diugh a triall a t-ionnsaidh. 
vi'n di-n' a tri-aU a t-onn-sa/ 



Early in the morning, under much 
depression, 

Far away from the companionship for 
which I crave. 

Little was my desire to remain in the 
bed, 

Tossing and turning. 

Could I obtain leave, I would go 
quickly, 

Like a spate (descending the hUl,) 

To the place where dwells my love. 

The young beautiful maiden of Gem- 
baO. 

Though long on my circuit, and away 
from thee, 

The proud dream that awaked me 

Was having thee in my anna, 

Full of delight and sportivenesa 

Despite advantages, pensive is my 
residence 

On the border of the country. 

Oh, my love, it is my desire, 

To travel quickly this day where thoo 
art 



nu 



Atrionnsaidhtheidminuairadh-eireasmi, To thee will I go so soon as permitted, 

a ti-omi-say' heyd mi na-ayr a ycyres "»' 

Gu h-eatrom sunndach. 

gn he-irom sumdach 



Lightly and cheerfully. 



OF THE HIGHLAND CLANS. 



207 



Gach cenm do'n t-shlighe, dol ga d' 

gaoh ceym don Ui'-« dol gad 
raidhinn 

nij'.inn 

Bfdh mo chridhe sugacL 
bt' mo ohri'-e sogadi 

Mo mhiann's mi'n cearter air bheg cadail, 

mo vi-ami 's min oerter ajr veg oadayl 

A bhi na d' chaidridh ghreannair, 

a Ti na d' cliayd-ri' yre-aoajr 

Mo dhuil gn'n chleithy le dnrachd mhath, 

mo yiijl gon chley' le dtur-ao va' 

Gnr h-o mo bheatha teann ort 

gar he mo ve'-a tenn ort 



At every step of the journey 



My heart will be leaping joyously. 

My desire this moment is not {or sleep. 

But to be in thy charming company, 

In the unconcealed hope, with wishes 
good 

That I am welcome near thea 



Oigh na maise is orbhaidh fiedt, 
of na majae la orvuf fith 

'S do ghroaidh air dhreach an neoinein ; 

ado yra-a/ ayr yrech an ne-oyn-eyn 

T-achd corrach min, do dhead-gheal 
toe oonaoh mIn do yed-yel 

ghrinn, 

yrmn 

'S do bhenl o'm binn thig oran, 

'a do veyl om bhm big onm 

Sail mheallach chaoin fo d' mhalaidh 

aayl vellaoh chaoyn fod val-ay' 

chaoil, 
ohaoyl 

Boisg fhada mhaodh ga*n comhdach, 

loyag ada vao' gan cov-daoh 

An t-sheirc tha d'eadainn bheir do'n 
an teyte ha de-dajn yeyr don 

eugmi, 
eyg mi 

Mar &igh mi cheud'-ghraidh ccht ort 

mar fity^ mi oheyd-yray' coyr ort 

Gu'n choir air t-fheatainn oigh na feile, 

gon choyr ayr teytaynn 07' na &jU 

Is naMe bens is ^nlan, 

18 n-ayde beys la gi-n-lan 

A fhnair os-iosal seirc bho Dhiarmad,* 
a hn-ayr oa-i-oaal aero to yi-ar-mad 

A chnir ciad an geall ort 

a oknyr d-ad an gell ort 



Maiden yomig and beautiitd of the 
golden hair. 

Thy cheeks are of the complexion of 
the daisy ; 

Thy bosom smooth and high, thy teeth 
white and neat, 



And thine eye large and mild. 
Covered with long soft eyelashes 



Sweet comes the song from thy lips. 

And the charms of thy face will be 
my death. 



Unless, my first love, I shall obtain a 
right to thee. 

A right to thee, generous maiden. 

Of genUe manners and bearing, 

Who has received, in secret^ a charm 

from Diarmid,* 
That has made hundreds thy captives. 



* There IB much in the TTngenli aboatthe Feinn, toleadtothecondoriontluit they were the inven- 
tion of the monki ; and that the object of them was eo to ■ednce or bewflder the mindi of the people aa 
to make them believe any thing. By mixing the deeds and adventoree of their traditional haroea with 
legends about saints, neoromanoers, dwarfih and giants, th^ inspired and Boarished a kte «f iotkn. 
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Ciochan geala air uchd meallaidh, 

d-och-an gela ayr uc mell-ay' 

Lan de stuaim 's de choimhneas, 

Ian de sta-aym 'a de choyv-nes 

Bhi ga d' aircamh 's gu'n thu lathair, 

▼i ga dayr-ev 'a gun n la'-ajr 

Thug bh-nam cail is oibhneas. 

hng YQ-am cayl is ojy-nes 



Beaatiful are thy white breasts on a 
captivating bosom, 

Full of modesty and kindness. 

To be (thus) recounting thy channs, 
and thou absent, 

Has deprived me of elasticity and 
happiness. 



Tha miann na fear fo d' ghun a falach, — 

ha mi-anD na fer fod 71m a falach 

Seang-chorp fallain sundach ; 

aeng-chorp iall-aTn sundach 

Slios mar eala, cneas mar chana, 

bU-ob mar ela ones mar chana 

Eadainn banail muimeacL 

ed-ajn ban-ayl majrmech 

Noir theid coisir-chiuil an loinn, 

noyr beyd ooyair-chi-ayl an loynn 

'S tu snamh san danns' air urlar, 

8ta anav san danns ajr nrlar 

Gu'm bidh gach cridhe leam air aird', 

gam bi' gach cri'-d lem ayr ayrd 

'S gach suil a dealradh an iongnadh. 

'a gach anyl a delra' an i-ona' 



The delight of man is hid beneath thy 
rob^, — 

A form slender, healthy, lively ; 

Thy side is as the swan, thy throat 
as the down of cana ; 

Thy face womanly, cheerful 

When the musical choir is in harmony, 

And thou art swimming in the mazes 
of the dance. 

Every heart beats high, 

And every eye beams with admiration. 



'S tearc ri aireamh trian de'n ailleachd, 

atero ri ayrev tri-an den ayllec 

Dha 'm bu dhan dhamh geilleadh, 
yam bu yan yav geyle' 



Di£Scult it is to name a third of the 
charms 

That, as fate, made me yield 



and fnbstitated for the oral lore, oontaining the history of peat ages, a system of tuition as oormpting to 
good taste, and unnatural as the mosical education of the present day. In the superstitions thus sub- 
stituted, they laid the foundation of the spiritual despotism that rode like a nightmare over the souls of 
men during the dark ages. The proneness to supeistition resulting from these Ursgeuls continues to in- 
fluence and mentally enslave the more ignorant and unintelligent among the Irish and the Highlanden 
even tiU the present day. 

The Ursgeuls also contain many charming little gossiping episodes, like the above about Diarmid, to 
extenuate or excuse the loving frailties of the £Edr sex. Diarmid was obliged to wear a mask, to hide the 
** baU-seirc** or beauty spot that was in his face from the eyes of the susceptible Fingalian ladies, as no 
woman could behold it without falling in love with him, and showing the firailty of her nature. Grsine 
Is not at all inexcusably dealt with by the monkish author of the Ursgeul about Diannid for deserting 
her aged spouse, and running away with her yonthfU hero. How could she help it ? To see the ** ball- 
seiro** was fate I Nor is the hero himself less leniently treated. He is represented, throughout his many 
romantio wanderings with the enamoured frail one, to escape the pursuit of her husband, as m^wfafciiiiiig 
immaculate chastity with a fimmess worthy even of Joseph himself, until Graine's impulsive exclamation 
about " Spiorad an lobain,** put him in sudi a position as would have made it a reproach to his manhood 
to hold out any longer. In short, the Ursgeuls furnish so many fascinating excuses for these amorous 
peccadilloes as to leave no doubt that they brought a good monitor to a very indulgent oonfeasionaL We 
need feel no wonder, therefore, that the test applied to the virtue of the Fingalian ladies, according to the 
Ursgeuls recently published in Edinburgh, proved that there was only one faitliM wife among the 
married Fingalian ladies f To be ■* a light o* love" was evidently no great reproach in the eyes of the 
monkish authors of the Ursgeuls. 
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Do'n mhaigfadean chiuin, is beasach, 

doD TBj'-den ohi-ajn is be-saoh 

muimeach, 

mayroech 

'S cead fear ur an deigh oir. 

'8 oeyd fer or an dey' oyr 

Bidh cridhe ciurt' aig pairt de'n chontes, 

bt' cri'-e d-mt ajg payrt den chootes 

Bhios air chul ga'n fhaigbneachd ;» 

▼b ayr chnl gun ay'-neo 

Ach oibhneas thig mar cho-sheirm chiuil, 

adi qyv-nes big mar cho-heyrm dii-nyl 

0*n f hear ga'n lab i an coimhneas. 

oo er gan lob i an ooy-nea 



To the maiden mild, virtuous, in- 
teresting, 



After whom a hundred youths arc 
pining. 

Some of them will be sorely distressed 

When left unasked in the background ; 

And joy, like a burst of music from 
the orchestra. 

Will break from his heart to whom 
thou inclinest in kindness. 



I have remarked elsewhere, that by comparing the Gaelic melodies to 
those of the Lowlands, we have some data on which to form a comparison 
between Highland and Lowland taste and refinement. Their songs, especially 
those Oaelic and Scottish songs written on similar subjects and occasions, aflford 
a still better criterion for such a comparison. The following verses, for instance, 
were written by a Highland lady, under the impression that she was deserted 
by her lover from mercenary motives By comparing her feelings and sentiments 
to those of a Lowland lady dmilarly situated, as described even by Bums, the 
difierenoe for dignity, delicacy, and generosity, between the one and the other, 
will be duly illustrated to such as can appreciate the originals of both songs. 

AlB FAILLERIN ILLEBINN, ETC. 

Three events come unsought, 



Thig tri nithean gu'n iarraidh, 

Ug tri oi'-en gnn i-arr-ay' 

An t-eagal, an t^iadach 's an gaol ; 

ao legal an ti-ad-ach Ban gaol 
'S gur lugha chuis mhaslaidh, 

■gar la'-a obnya yaa-lay' 

Ged' a ghlachadh leo mis' air a h-aon ; 

ged a ylao-a' le-o mis ayr a ba-on 

'Sa liughad bean-uasail 
aa fi-n'-ad beii-a-a-«d 

A fhuaradh sa'n laigse a bheil mi, 
a hn-ar-a' san laygae a veyl ml 

A thug a gaol fuadainn, 

a bog a gaol fb-a-daymi 

Air ro bheagan duaise ga chionn. 
ayr ro yegaa da-ayse ga ohi-onn 

Fann :— 
Air faillerinn illerinn, 

ayr fiiyllerinn illerinn 

Uillerinn o ho ro loi' ; 

nyUeriim o bo ro loy 



Fear, jealousy, and love ; 

The less reproachful is it 

That they have caught me ; 

For in many ladies 

Has been found a weakness like mine. 

Letting their love wander unrewarded. 



Chorua: — 
Ayr &yllerinn illerinn, 

Uyllerinn o ho ro loy ; 



Dd 
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Cruaidb ortan gun f hios 

oniy' ortan gun is 

A dh-fhag mise fo chuing a ghaoil. 

a yag mise fo ohajng a yaoyl 



A hard and stealthy chance 
Has made me the captive of loye. 



Fhu: na*n gorm-shuillen meallach, 

ir nan gorm-hnyllen mellach 

O'n gbleannan am bi an smuid, 

ylennan am bi an amajd 



on 



Far an siubhlach ghraigh eugacb, 

far an si-nvlach gnij eng-ach 

Aig ionnaltradb shleibh fo dhriachd, 

ajg i-onnaltradh h-leyv fo ym-ao 

Noir theid u air t-uillinn, 

noyr heyd u ayr tnylAn 

Bith fuil air mac luadb na fuar stuc ; 

bi' fhyl ayr mao In-a' na fh-ar stoo 

Na'm bi tu ghaoil mar rium, 

nam bi tn yaoyl mar ri-nm 

Cha b' an-air an ceile leom u. 

ofaa ban-ayr an ceyle le-om n 



Youth of the iiill blue eyes^ 

Of .the glen of mist, 

Where airy are the herd nimble. 

Grazing on the dewy wolds, 

When thou leanest on thy elbow, 

Blood will be on the swift son of the 
cold cliffs ; 

Wert thou with me, my love, 

An unmeet husband I would not deem 
thee. 



Fhir a dhireas am bealach, 

ir a yires am belaoh 

Sa thearnas an gleann ma thuadh, 

aa heraes an glen ma hn-a' 

Thoir sorruidh gu*m leannan, 

hoyr Bormy' gnm lennan 

Is innis mar thachair 's an uair. 
is inniB mar hach-ayr san u-ajrr 

Fear dile cha ghabh mi, 

fer eyl^ cha yat mi 
'S cha'n fhuillig mi leom a luaidL 

*B chan nyllig mi le-om a lu-ay' 

Gus an dean e fein m' aicheadh, 

gns an den e feyn ma-che' 

Cha chreid mi o chaeh gur fuadh. 

cha chreyd mi o chaoh gar fb-a' 



You, who ascendest the defile 

And goest down the glen to the north, 

Bear my salute to my love. 

And tell him how it stands with me 
at this hour. 

Another I will not have. 

Nor suffer to be named to me. 

Until he himself denies me, 

I will not believe from others that he 
hate& 



Ach ma nith e orm taUceas, 

ach ma ni e orm taylo-CB 

Gur taitneach a tha mo chliu ; 

gar taytnech a ha mo ohli-a 

Cha d* roinn mi riut coinneamh, 

cha droinn mi ri-at coynney 

Cha do thachair sinn riamh ann an cuil. 
cha do hach-ayr sinn ri-av ann an cayl 



But if he will slight me. 

My reputation remains unstained ; 

I never made an appointment witb 
him, 

We never met in a netiX; (recess.) 
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Cha ghabhain riamb masladb I would receive an indignity 

cha jajnjn ri-av mada' 

O fhear a cbuir boinneid air crun ; From no man tbat ever covered bis 

o er a chuyr boynoeyd ayr crun head witb a bonnet ; 

Bha m' inntinn cho beacbdail, My mind was sufficiently self-sustained 

▼a minntmii oho beo-ayl 

*Sgu'n smachdaicbin gaol nacb b-f hiudb. To rebuke (subdue) an unworthy love. 

flgnn fimao-ayohin gad naoh bi-n' 

I bave, I tbink, submitted bistorical reasons elsewbere for coming to tbe 
conclusion, tbat every difference in dialect, character, manners, and customs, 
between tbe Celtic and Gbtbic clans, (under wbicb name I include Scots, Belgs, 
Firbolg, Saxons, &c.) can be accounted for by tbeir institutions, education, and 
circumstances. Tbe writers wbo make tbe Gk)tbic a different and a superior 
race, ougbt to bave shown that they were the subject of a different act of 
creative power, to justify tbeir statements ; but, instead of tbat, those of them 
wbo were historians furnished no evidence of their assumptions, and their fol- 
lowers seem to think that reiteration is the only thing necessary to satisfy tbeir 
readers as to tbe truth of any assertion, however unpbilosopbic or improbable 
in itself At tbe same time, Caesar, Tacitus, Ptolemy, Orasius, &c. show that 
they formed separate families, and were known under separate names, in both 
of tbe British Isles, at a very early period of our history. The learned and 
talented Mr Skene,'*' wbo is not a beaten-track historian, but a man of deep 
research and discrimination, in bis Introduction to the Dean of Lismore's book, 
satisfactorily proves that Ireland was occupied for ages subsequently to the days 
of Ptolemy and Orasius, by two distinct families, the Milesians, or Firbolg, or 
Scots, (for he also classes them as identical,) and tbe Cruithne ; the former 
' occupying the south and west, and the latter tbe north and east of the island ; 
and I contend that, in personal appearance, dialect, poetry, and music, these two 
families may be distinguished from one another in Ireland until this day. 

I have stated in my Lecture on the Caledonian and Scottish Clans, that 
the ancient boundary between tbe Scots and the Caledonians was Lochlinne 

* In a note to his introduction to the Dean <^ LIsmore'B book, this learned and able writer nearly 
agrees with me as to the boundary between the Galdonians and the Scots ; he making it by land, and to 
the north of Lochlinne, which is <^rtainly less natural and satisfactory. His words are, ** In the Island of 
Golonsay there is a cairn called Gam-col-ri-Erin. In Blean's Atlas, the map of the Island of Mull marks, 
on the high mountain which separates the north from the south of the island, two cairns called Cam-cul- 
ri-Erin and Cam-cul-ri-AUabyn. These seem to mark some ancient boundary, but they are exactly on a 
line with lona, which seems to have lain so nearly on the boundary as to be claimed by both races, and also 
with the line which separates the ancient parishes of Killintach and RiDchoIlumkill in Morvem ; and 
Killintach is said, in an old document, to be in Qarromoveran, a district which extended as far north as 
Loch Houm, while KillchoUumkill is said to be in ELinelbadon, which belonged to the ancient kingdom of 
Lorn, — ^there seems much reason to conclude that this may have been the line of the boundary between 
the Dalriad Scots from Erin and the Cruithne of Alban.'* There is no doubt that cairns were ancient land- 
marks between different districts belonging to the same clans or people, but I think they could not have 
been at any time a boundary between two separate and distinct kingdoms, not always at peace with one 
another. Indeed, it is extremely improbable that, with such a boundary as Lochlinne, the Scots could 
have even wished to divide their strength by occupying a narrow stripe of hill and shore at such a distance 
from the main body, at the opposite side of that loch. 
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and Lochetive, and that from LocbetiTe the boondaij nn by a line, kaa dis- 
tinctly marked, between the sources of the waters thai ran in diffeieoi diiectioDB, 
(tfana ^ sheering wind and water," as Dandie Dinmont would ha^e described it,) 
toPenvahl; fromPenvahl toGUashieb; from GUashiels, by ^ GalzaQ or war- 
path, to BerwicL This di£kra slightly from the boondary hid down by Mr 
Skene ; but I am conyinoed, even at this day, there b so deariy perceptible a 
difference in personal ^^earance, dialect, or jRonondatioD, (whidi in eflect is 
mnch the same thing, a difikrent pronmidation bdng the original caose of 
diffisrent dialects,) poetzy, and mnsic, between the people on either side of that 
line, as really to justify my adhering to my own opinion on this sobfect; Cor 
ahhongfa the people of the plains or lowlands of CSaledonia had so mxtdi inter- 
comse, by inter-marriages, &c. with the Gothic fiimiHes both of England and 
Lochlin, they differ fitnn them deddedly ontil this day, eBpecuHj in tibar 
iqppearance. I mention elsewhere that the colony rf Ulster Crmtfane, irho 
settled in Galloway, were also divided firom their neigfalxrars by a catrail or 
war-path, drawn fix>m the head of liochryan, by KempdiiD, Sanqnhar, and 
Carlisle ; and I have been assured, on good authority, that there was a marked 
difference in appearance, dialect, poetry, and music, between the people on 
either ride ci that March when the ** ffigfaland host" were quartered in Ayr- 
shire ; for, strange, as it may appear, I was intimately acquainted with a deigy- 
man, Mr Inglis of Kirkoswold, who when a boy was taiot to the fiunify of 
Maclean of Drimmin, and knew a gentleman (the great-grand&tho' of that 
fiunily,) who had been captain of a company in the Highland host From tiuB 
venerable old man, Mr Inglis received much information in refereix^e to the 
conduct and character of the Loyalists and Covenanters of that day, which had 
the effect of giving lum more modified views of both parties than was usually 
expressed l^ Presbyteriam clergymen of the old school In short, all party- 
writers allow their feelings to point them, and therefore deal in exaggerations. 
This intelligent old gentiemen told Mr Inglis that in the small clachan in 
Galloway they spoke the same Gaelic at that time that was spoken in 
Ardnamurcluuu 

In personal appearance, dialect, poetry, and muaic, tiiere is a strikii^ 
affinity between the people of the north of Ireland and the Caledonians; and I 
believe that a similar resemblance, eq)ecially in personal i^pearanoe, is perfectly 
visible between the Scottish Lowlanders and the people of the south and west 
of Ireland. There is in topographical names and ancient poetry sufficient 
evidence that the ancient Caledonians and Britons spoke the same dialect; 
and as William M. Moxon, Esq., chief Accountant of Inland Bevenue, has 
kindly sent me scnne Welsh poetry and melodies, with phonetic spelling, I 
will now submit these to the r^er, and which, on a careful comparison, im>ve 
without doubt that the poetry and music of Caledonia and Wales have at this 
day a clear affinity the one to the other. 
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CODIAD YB HEDYDD. — ^THB SONG OF THE LARK. 



I, cwyd, ehedydd lion, 

oooid ayhedith thlon 

ddedw^dd nyth ar ael y firon, 
thadwith' oeeth ar ad n vnm 

u yn y nen : 

J no n neo 

3, mwyn, y tdnau m£I, 
1* moQui n tanay mal 

beraidd big a'ih galon ddel, 
beraith beeg ath galon thai 

a*r byd uwch ben : 
Dir beed ynoh ben 

* a ho£fant swyn dy g&n, 
a bofimt sooin dn gan 

tlifo*n ffinvd fiwsig &i : 
thlivon frood a Tewmg free 

m fawl dy galon Ian, 
ia Tawl dn galon laan 

a dfin fy awen i : 

I daan va awen e 

ylaf wyt o'r adar man, 

fflav ooit or adar maan 

bendith Dduw i ti ! 
bendith Thew e te 



Rise, rise, merry lark, 

From thy happy nest on the brow of 
the slope of a hill, 

To sing in the heavens : 

Gentle, gentle, the honied notes. 

From thy sweet beak and heart will 
oome, 

To surprise the world above : 

All will delight in the charm of thy 
song, 

That flows like a stream of free mosic: 
The lively praise of ihy heart clean 
Shall kindle the fire of my muse : 
Dearest art thou of the small birds, 
Be the blessing of (}od to thee ! 



lion, yw'r ddaear lawr, 

tbkm ner thayar laoor 

: haul yn gwenu ar y wawr 

bayl nn gwene ar n waoor 
gwrid y dwyrain der ; 

gwreed n doojrine dur 

5, dring, ehedydd mwyn, 
driog ayhedith mooin 

lla odlau Uawn o swyn 
a odlai thlaoon o aooin 

)e8aw i dy Ner : 

Msaoo e da nair 

rn Eden yn dy gryd 

in Eden nn da greed 

st i'r greadigaeth hardd ; 

tt if greadigaith harth 

I awr, bryd i bryd, 
noor o breed e breed. 

Eiidd don o'th big a dardd ; 
ith doan oth beeg a darth 



Pleasant, pleasant, is the earth below, 
The sun smiles on the dawn (of day) 
In the blush of the transparent east ; 
Mount, mount, gentle lark. 
Distil thy charming song 
Of welcome to thy Maker : 
A song in Eden in thy nest (cradle) 
Thou gavest to the beautiful creation ; 
To it now from time to time, 

Harmonious tones proceed from thy 
beak ; 
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A chana wnei o hyd o hyd 

a chan-e oond o heed o heed 

Tra haul a byd a bardd. 
in hajl « beed « barth 



THE MUSIC 



And sing ihoa wilt through all time, 

While son, and world, and bard (ex- 
ist) 



BUQEILIO'R QWENITH GWYN. — SHEPHERDING (OB WATCHING) THE WHEAT. 



Mi sydd fachgen ienangc ffol, 
me nth vaobgen jreyano &11 

Yn caru'n ol fy flfansi ; 
on cari*n ole yvl fancy 

Mi yn bageilio'r gwenith gwyn, 

me on begylior gwenith gwyn 

Ac eraill ynei fedi : 
ac erailth nnd yedee 

Pam na ddeui ar fy ol 
pam na thy-e ar yvl ole 

Ryw ddydd ar ol ei gilydd ? 

reew theeth ar ol ei gUith 

Gwaith r'wy'n dy wel'd y feinir fach, 
gwaith r^ooi'n da wel'd n Tynir vach 

! glanach, lanach bennydd ! 

of glanach lanach bynith 



I am a young foolish boy, 

Making love according to my iaDcy ; 

I watching the white wheat, 

And others reaping it : 

WTiy do you not come after me 

Some day or another ? 

Because I see thee, beautiful darling, 

Oh ! lovelier and lovelier daily ! 



Tra fo dwr yn y mot hallt, 

tra YO dwr on n more haltht 

A thra fo ngwallt yn tyfti, 

a thra to ngooaltht on tnvy 

A thra fo calon yn fy mron, 

a thra vo calon on yvl mron 

Mi fydda^n fiyddlon itti: 
me Totha'n futhlon itte 

Dywed imi'r gwir dan gel, 

dnwed imme'r gweer dan gale 

A rho dan sel attebion ; 
a rho dan sale attebyon 

P'un ai myfi neu arall, Gwen, 

p*an aymnvee ny aralth gwen 

Sydd orau gandy galon ! 

seeth orai .gandu galon 



While there is water in the briny sea, 

And while my hair does grow, 

And While there is a heart in my breast, 

I will be faithful to thee : 

Tell me the truth in secret, 

And give under seal (in confidence) 
answers ; 

Whether myself or another, Gwen, 
Is best within thine heart ! 



NOS GALAN, — NEW YEAR S EVE. 



Goreu pleser ar nos galan, — Fa, la, &c. 

gorei plesser ar noe gaUn 

Ty a than a theulu diddan, — Fa, &c. 

tn a thaan a thiley dithan 



The best pleasure on new year's eve, 
— Fa, la, &c. 

Is house and fire and a pleasant family, 
— Fa, la, &c. 
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lion Ian a chwrw melyn, — Fa, &c. 

Joa laan « ohooroo melin 



A pure heart and brown* ale, — Fa, la, 
&c. 



snnill mwyn a llais y delyn, — ^Fa, &c. A gentle song and the voice of the 

Muhh mooio a tUais n ddin harp.— fa, la, &C. 

ryd gweled ar yr aelwjrd, — Fa, &c. It is pleasant to see round the hearth, 

gweled ar ur aylooid _Fa, la, &C. 

dedwyddyd, — Old and young in happiness ; — Fa, la, 

dedwhhid Xu*^ 




en ac leuangc mewn 

lin ao yejrango meoon 

Fa, &c. 
iwb ddymunant o lawenjrdd, — Fa, &c. All wish from joy, — Fa, la, &a 

iwb thmniDant o la-weoith 

roesaw llawn i'r flwyddyn newydd. — A full welcome to the new year. — Fa, 

XMMOo thlaoon ir Tloohhin newith la^ ^, 

Fa,&c. 



MEBCH MEQAN. — MSQAN'S DAUQHTSB. 



sblenydd yw'r haul wrth euro y 

laUenith iooir hayl oorth eiio a 

wawrddydd, 

waoorthith 

glandeg yw gwlith ar feillion a rhos ; 

(^aandeg lOO gooleeth ar veilUiion a rfaose 

yloew yw rhith y Uoer mewn afonydd, 

eeloioo ioo rheeth n Ithoer mewn avonyth 

disglaer yw'r ser yn nyfhder y nos. 

cBsglair ioor sair nn nnTnder n nos 

isgleirfwyn jrw'r hafddydd ei geinion 

Btglairrooin ioor havethith i geinion 
yn burlan, 

nn btrlan 

disglaer y w Uewyrch yr awyr a'r lli ; 

diflc^ ioo Uheoonroh nr awn: a*r Uhe 

isgleiriach i'm serch yw Morvydd 

liaglairiarJi i^m aeroh ioo morvUh 

merch Megan. 

merdi megan 

iwylach ei phryd na mywyd i mi. 
niwoh i freed na mowid e me 



Beautiful is the sun in gilding the 
day dawn, 



And comely fair the dew on clover 
and rose ; 

Transparent is the shadow of the 
moon in rivers. 

And bright are the stars in the depth 
of the night 

Clear and mild is the summer day 
its rays pure and clean. 



And bright is the light of the air and 
Ihe flood; 

Brighter to my affection is Morvydd, 
Megan's daughter, 



Dearer is her countenance than life 
unto me. 



M Morvydd yn Ian a'i gwSn fel yr Morvydd is handsome, and her smile 

11 morvith nn laan .al gooen vd nr Uke the sunshine, 

heulwen, 
heylwen 

chalon yn bur, a dedwydd ei bron ; Her heart is pure and happy in her 

ohalon nn boir a dedwith i bron breast; 



• LitenJlj, "yellow •le," bnt the idea it m abore. 
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Mae miwsig ei Ilais yn fywyd i f 'awen, 

mae mnaig i IthaU on vowtd e y*awen 

Mae cariad yn by w'n ei II vgaid gwi w Hon ; 

mae oariad nn biooa i Ithogaid gireew Ithon 

Mae mwynder a rhinwedd yn puro ei 

mae mooinder a rfainwath un peero i 

dwyfron, 

dooiyron 

A glendid a gwylder yn gloywi ei phryd; 

a glendeed a gwilder nn gloiwee i freed 

Mi garaf ei Hun tra cura fy nghalon, 
me garav i Ithin tra cheera veh ngalon 

Mi garaf fy mnn tra bw^ yn y byd. 
me garav yA mui tra booty mi n heed 



The mumc of her voice is life to my 
muse, 

Love lives in her worthy tnerry eye; 

Meekness and virtue purify ber 
breasts. 



And purity and modesty brighten ber 
countenance ; 

ril love her image while my heart 
shall beat, 

ril love my hands full while I remain 
in the world. 



RHTFELGYRGH GWTB HARLECH. — THE WAB-SONG OF THE MEN OF HABLECH. 

Harlech, raise thy banners ; 



Harlech, cyfod dy faneri ; 

bariech cayod da yaneri 

Gwel y gelyn. Ennyn ynni 

gwafl n geim eimmi mmi 

T Meirionwys oil i waeddi, 

n mjiionwia oltbe waetbe 

Cymru fo am byth ! 

comri yo am byth 

Aed y waedd, ac aed y weddi, 

ayd n wuth ao ayd n wvthe 

I bob cwrr o'n gwlad uchelfn, . 

e bob ooor on goolaad eohelyie 

Nes ad seinia yr Eryri, 

nee ad aiiiea mr erare 
Cymru fo am byth ! 

comri yo am byth 

Arwyr, sawdwyr, sydyn 
anryr saoodwyr tndieii 

Bhuthrwn ar y gelyn ; 
ibythroon ar n gehn 

Gyrrwn ef i flfoi o nant 
gurroOfi ey 6 fti nanl 

A bryn, a phant, a dyfiryn. 

a biyn a fant a dufreeii 

Chwyfiwn faner goruchafiaeth ; 

ohwyyioon yaner gomebayiaeth 

(Jorfoleddwn yn ei alaeth ; 

gonrolethoon on i alayth 

Clywir Ilef ein buddugoliaeth, 

duwir Ithey ine bithigoliaeth 

Cymru fo am byth I 

camri vo am byth 



See the enemy. Kindle the vigour 

Of the Merioneth men, all to cry, 

Wales be for ever ! 

Go the cry, and go the prayer. 

To each comer of our highly honoured 

land, 
'Till Snowden re-echoes, 

Wales be for ever I 



Feasants, soldiers, suddenly 
Let us rush on the enemy ; 
Let us drive him, flying from brook, 
And hill, and glen, and vale. 
Let us wave the banner of victory ; 
Let us rejoice in his wailing ; 
The cry of our victory shall be heard, 
• Wales be for ever ! 
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By'n gwrido y cleddyfau ; 

8u*n goorido a cletbayai 

mawr a thinffcian arfau ; 

maoor a thinkian anrai 

na'r twrw ceir bonllefau, 

oaaV tooroo kier bonltheTai 

7mru fo am byth ! 

Kimri vo am bjth 

n a phicellau wibiant, ^ 

a phekdtbai wibeant 

dganant, meirch weryrant, 

idganant mjerch werurant 

' ruthrant, rhengau floeddiant, 

rnthniDt rbeogai Tloytbyant 

[rmru fo am byth I 

iomri ¥0 am byth 



Blood reddens (causes to blush) the 
swords ; 

Great tumult and clashing of arms ; 

But higher than the tumult is the 
shout, 

Wales be for ever I 
Arrows and darts fly, 
Horns sound loudly, horses neigh, 
Soldiers rush, ranks shout, 

Wales be for ever ! 



d yw calonnau, 

I ya calooai 

8 ydyw breichiaa 

ndiw breichiai 

rn ymladd dros eu gwlad, — 

m nmlath droe d goolad 

)g wlad eu tadau. 
I oolad i tadai 

a fiymig yw'r ymladdfa, 

a firnig eoor nmlaibva 

cus y w y cleddwrth wledda ; 

08 ya a clethoorth wletha 

buddugoliaeth floeddia, 

biihigoliaith vloithea 

mm fo am byth ! 

mnri yo am byth 



Fervent are the hearts, 

Strong are the arms 

Of men fighting for their land, — 

The renowned land of their fathers. 

Savage and fierce is the fight. 

Ravenous is the sword in feasting ; 

The goddess of victory shouts, 



Wales be for ever ! 



MORVA KHUDDLAN. — THE HARSH (OR PLAIN) OF RHUDDLAN. 



odd Caradog, dyryswyd ei fyddin, 

>th caradog dunuooid ei yathin 

odd blaenoriaid a dewrion y gad ; 
•th blaynoryayd a dewiyon n gaad 

Id lesmeiriodd pan gollodd ei 

lesmyrioth pan gothloth ei 

3nin, 
Doin 

dristwch a huliodd y wlad : 
dristooch a hilioth u oolaad 



Fallen is Caradog, his army is con- 
founded, 

Fallen are the leaders and heroes of 
the battle ; 

North Wales fainted when it lost its 
king, 



A cloud of sorrow has covered the 
country : 

Ee 
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Bhelyw anffodos y rhengau wrth gQio 

rhela anfodos n rhengan oorth gfljo 

'Sgubwyd gan angaa i grombil y don ; 

agUmid gan aogfai e grombil n don 

Duodd y cwmwl a thorodd i wylo, 
deoth n ooomool a thoroth e week) 

Congcwest y gelyn a ysodd pob bron. 

oonqnest a gdm a naaotb pobe bron 



The remnant nnfortnnate of the nub 
\vhile retreating 

Were swept by death to the midst of 
the wave ; 

Darkened the cloud and broke into 
tears, 

The victory of the enemy consomed 
eveiyiieast 



Gwae i mi weled y gelyn baddogol, 

gway e me weled n gelin Tithigol 

Bhwysg a gorfoledd yn Uoni ei biyd ; 

rbooug a gonroleth on Ithone i breed 

Llethir fy monwes gan loesaa angenol, 

hbetheer tj monooee gan loiaai angejol 

Gwell i mi farw na byw yn y byd : 

gwelth e me varoo na beoo nn n beed 

Eilia fy nhelyn leddf ddn i*r gyflaftm, 
ile-ya YQ nbelin lethv doan eiV gorlaTan 

CoIIwyd ein breintiao, ein rhyddid, a*n 
cdUhooid ine brindiai ine riiothid a'n 

hedd; 
helh 

Todded fy nghalon i gwyn "Morva 

tokhed yn ngaloo e gooin morra 

Rhuddlan," 

rfanthlan 

Cnddier fy ngofid yn nyfiider y bedd. 

cakhyer vu ngoTid on namder a beth 



Woe me I to see the victmons enemy, 

Pomp and joy cheering his coonten- 
ance; 

My breast is crashed by deathly pangs^ 

Better I should die than live in the 
world : 

Hy harp is in unison with the wail of 
the massacre. 

Lost are our rights, our liberty, oar 
peace; 



Let my heart melt to the wail of 
" Morva Bhuddlan," 



Let my mef be hidden in the depths 
of Vie grave. 



QLAN KEDDWDOD UVnTS. — PURE, KIND DBUNKEMNE88. 



Ein gwydrau gorlenwn mwyn yfwn 

ine gooidrai gorienooo mooin avoon 

mewn hedd, 
mewn heath 

gwrw a gwirod, gwin, neithdar, a 
gooroo a gweerod gween nythdar a 

medd, 
meath 

Nes bo ein calonau dan e£faith y 
nee bo ine calonai dan e&ith n 

swyn, 
aooin 

Tn wresog gan gariad a '^ glan 
on ooreflog gan gariad a glan 

medd'dod mwyn." 
meath^dod mooin 



Our glasses let us overfill, drink 
^dly in peace, 



Of ale and liquor, wine, nectar, and 
mead, 



Until our hearts, under the effect of 
the charm. 



Are fervent with love and pure kind 
drunkenness. 
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Chorus: — 

Anwylaf hen Walia, mwyn noddfa 

anootiaye bane walia mooin nothva 



mooin 

i ni, 
enee 

Yw ceinwlad y dewrion hSnFrython 
100 kine-oolad n dewrioo haoe Tritium 

fri, 
Tree 

Byth bytboedd yn ddedwydd a 

bith bntboeth on thedwitb a 



hylwydd bo hi. 

bulooitb bo be 



Chorus: — 

Dearest old Wales, kind refage 
tons, 



Is the fair country of the valiant 
old Britons of fame, 



For ever and ever happy and 
prosperous may she oe. 



Ceir iechyd i'r galon a cheinion a chan, 
kjre yechid eir gakm a ebainion a obaan 

Wrth rodio'i dyfiiynoedd a'i glynoedd 

oortb rodlo'-i dnftinoetb a*-i glinoetb 

mwyn glan, 
mooin g^ 

Cain flodau awenydd ar gynydd a gawn, 

kahk ylodai awemtb ar gnmth a gaoon 
A diliau y delyn yn dilyn ei dawn. . 

a diliai n deUn nn dmn i daoon 

Anwylaf hen Walia, &c. 



Health to the heart is to be heard the 
best of cheer and song 

Is got by walking her dales and val- 
leys, mild, &ir ; 



Beautiful flowers, poetic genius, in- 
creasingly we shall have, 

And the honied notes of the harp to 
follow its gift. 

Dearest old Wales, &c. &c. 
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The two following specimens of the poetry and mudc of Erin are taken 
from a little gem of a book, with which I have been favoured by Mr Moxon. 
It was published by Mr O'Daly of Dublin, and contains literally a treasure of 
the genuine Celtic strains of Erin, with English imitations by James Clarence 
Magan. I have not selected these specimens for the superior character of the 
music or the poetry, but on account of the subject, for the victims of loyal faith 
must ever be objects of sympathy to the generous and the brave. When will 
kings and statesmen look on political offences, especially those which spring 
from intensely loyal and patriotic feelings, as the offences of the noble and high 
minded, and deal with them in an accordant spirit ? 



A MAIGHDEON, A BHEAN, 8 A BHANTRAEOH. — THE VIBGIN, WIFE, AND WIDOW. 

AiB.— - The HumouTB of Olyn." 

As a maighdion as baintreabhach rin A virgin — a widow — I mourn lone 



Dia go h-ogdhiom, 



and lowly. 



Ni binn liom an chreidhill-si gabhail This mom saw me wedded in God's 



tiomchioll mo nuanchaiu 



temple holy ; 



Ba bhean-phosda as maidean me, o^n And noontide beholds me a lone wi- 



eaglais chomhachtach, 



,dow weeping, 



'S as bain-treabhach niainim ar theachd For my spouse in the dark tomb for 



de'm trath-non& 

Ta smuaintean mo chridhe-si na sgaoil- 

feadh go h-eagde, 
Feadh bheidheadh druchd or na gleann- 

tadh na ceo ar na sleibhte ; 
La coimhnadh da sniomh dhuit go caoin 

deas de'n chaoldain. 
Is e la broin an chruidhill-si* da innsint 

gun egair ! 

Is deas do thiocfadh cloidheam dhuit an 

maneaigheacht an choil-each. 
No ag reide na h-adhine 's do ghadhain- 

binne air raothan, 
Thogfadh an ceo dhe m* intinn 's tu ar 

bheinn-mhaoil an t-steibhe, 
Agus aireochamoid uainn tu la buailte 

Bigh Seumaa 



ever lies sleeping. 

On my heart lies a cloud, and will lie 

there for ever. 
Hark, hark to the death-knell that 

dooms us to sever ! 
Oh, well may my eyes pour fcMrth 

tears as a fountain. 
While dew gems the valley, and mist 

dims the mountain. 

King James mourns a hero, as brave 

as e'er breathed. 
! to see him when mounted, with 

bright blade unsheathed, 
Or high on the hill-side with bugle 

and beagles. 
Where his foot was the deer*8, and 

his eye was the eagle*& 



Is mor mor e m' eagladh go bh-fuil do I shrieked and I cried when his blood 
mhuinntir a bh-fuarain liom, gushed like water ; 

Mar nan lighas 's nar sgreadas nuair But treach'ry and baseness had 
chonarc an fhuil nasal, doom'd him to slaughter ; 

« GreidhUl,-deAth.beU, knell. 
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D^ fheach tu tar ais orm a dhianHsradh 
le txuagh dbam, 

Aclid d' smrigheag an feall an mo ann- 
rachd an uaim ud. 



He glanced at me fondly, to comfort 
and cheer me. 

But his friends love me not, and they 
never come near me. 



Mo mhallachd bfaearfainn d'aoin-bhean 
na m-bidheach hurt fhear da h-ionnadh ; 

Na dian fach a dithchiol gan aon aca 
riaradh, 

Mar is aille^ fir cailec chaill me mo 
chial leis, 

*S fear briaga-deas na grana ni ghaidh- 
fead ad dhiaig-si ! 



Accursed be the maid who can smile 
on two lovers ; 

Around me the shade of my last 
husband hovers, 

And, oh, never more can I think of 
another, 

Or feel for a lover, save as for a 
brother ! 



The following song from the same work is called 



EAMONN A CHKOIC. — ^EDMUND OF THE HILL. 



*' Cia h-6 sin a muith, 
*Na bh-fuil faobhair ar guith, 
Ag raobadh mo dhoruis duntadh ?" 

** 'S mise Eamonn an chooic, 

Ta bdidhte, fuar, fliuch, 

O fhior-ehiubhal sleibhite *s ghleann- 
tadh !" 

" A laoigh ghil 's a chuid ? 

Cread a dhianfainn dhuit ? 
Mur cuirfinn ort beinn da'm ghunadh. 

'8 go bh-friil pughdar go tuigh ; 

Da shior-feide riot, 
'S go m-beadhmaois a raon muchdal" 



'' Tou with the voice shrill and sharp. 

Like the high tones of a harp, 

Why knock vou at my door like a 
warning r ' 

" I am Ned of the hill, 

I am wet, cold, and chill, 

Toiling o'er hill and vale since 
morning ?" 

" Ah, my love, is it you? 

What on earth can I do ? 
My gown cannot yield you a comer. 

Ah, they'll soon find you out ; 

They'll shoot you, never doubt, 
And it's I that will then be a mourner I" 



*' 'S fada mise a muich, 

Faoi shneachda gus faoi shioc, 
'S gan danacht agam ar aon neach ; 

Mo sheisreach gan sgur, 

Mo bhranar gan cur, 
A's gan iad agam ar aon chor. 

Nil caraid agam, 

Is danaid liom san. 
Do ghlacfach me moch na deanach ; 

'S go g-caith feadh me dul. 

Tan £Eunge soin, — 
Os ann nach bh-fuil mo ghaothaltadh !" 



^* Long I'm wandering in woe, 

In frost and in snow, 
No house can I enter boldly ; 

My ploughs lie unyoked. 

My fields weeds have choked, 
And my friends they look on me coldly. 

Forsaken of all. 

My heart is in thrall. 
All withered lies my life's garland ; 

I must look afar 

For a brighter star, — 
Must seek my home in a far-land !" 
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'^ A chuisi aluinn deas^ 

Na bh-faingidh cas, 
Is breagha 'gas as glas do fuile, 

Go bh-fuil chreidhe da shlad, 

Han do shniomthaoi gad, 
Le bliaghin mor fhada ag tnnth leat 

Da bh-fiaghainn-si le ceart, — 

Cead sine sios leat, 
Is eadtrom 's as dear do shiubhal fainn, 

Qo bh-fail mo smoainte a bhean, 

Air ealoghadh leat, 
Faoi choilltibh ag spealadh an druchtadh !" 



'' thou of neck fair, 

And curling hair, 
With blue eyes flashing and sparkling, 

For a year and more 

Has my heart been sore, 
And my soul for thee been darkling. 

could we but both, — 

Ton nothing loth, 
Escape to the wood and forest, 

What light and calm. 

What healing balm. 
Should I have for my sorrow's sorest !'' 



'' A chumainn 's a shearc, 

Bachamaoid-ne seal, 

Foi choilltibh ag spealadh and druch-, 
tadh; 

Mar bh-faghanaoid an breac, 

'S an Ion air a nead, 

An siad 'gus am poc a buistre ; 

Na h-eiginidhe seinneadh, 

'S an chuaichin ar bhann an un-ghlais ; 

Qo brath brath ni thiocfad 

An has air an n-goineadh, 
A lann na coille cubhantha 1'' 



*' My fond one and dear, 

The greenwood is near. 

And the lake where the trout is 
springing ; 

Tou will see the doe, 

The deer and the roe, 
And will hear the sweet birds sing^g ; 

The blackbird and thrash 

In the hawthorn bush, 
And the lone cuckoo from her high nest ; 

And you never need fear 

That death would be near. 
In this bright scenery, dearest !'' 



The following song from Mr O'Daly's book, with the phonetic spelling and 
translation by Mr John Murdoch, the patriotic and spirited writer on the 
Highland and other Clearances, under the name of ^' Finlagan " sufficiently 
exemplifies the relationship between the northern Irish and the Highlanders. 



AN OHXJUi-FHIONN. — THE COOLEEN. 



A bh-facadh tu an chiiil-fhionn 's i ag 
a vaca' too an ohooleen see a 

siubhal ar na boithre, 

shoo-nll ajr na boh-re 

Maidion gheal druchta 's gan smut ar a 

maijin gall droochta a gan 0mo<nta7ra 

broga? 
broga 

Is iomdha oganach sul-ghlas ag tnuth 
is imo oganaoh looil-gfalaa ag tnoooh 

le i phosadh, 
layoe foaa 



Saw you the fair-bair'd a-travelling 
the wolds 



A bright dewy morning, without dust 
on her shoes ? 



Many a blue-eyed youth desires bar 
in marriage, 
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Achd ni bh-feghadh siad mo run-sa ar But they sha'n't have my own love on 
aoD nee voy eheead mo roooae ayr ^^ - - i i .. 



an g-cuDtas is d6ith led 

an goontas is do lo 



then* calcnlatioD. 



A bh-facadh tu mo bhaban la brefigh 

« vaoa to mo vawkMiwD law bryaw 
's i na h-aonar, 

see na h-aynor 

A cul dnalach, dris-Ieanacb, go slinne&n 

a cooU dooallaoh dreesh-layuach ga ahleenawn 

BIOS leithe ? 
aheee le-ha 

MU ar an 6ig-bhean, 's r6s breagh na 

meal ayr nn og-Tan 'b roe brya na 

h-eadan, 

haydin 

^S as d6ith le gach spriosan gur leanan 

flis do lay gach iipreeaawn gorlyannawn 

leas fein i ! 
layeh fiiynee 



Saw you my darling, a fine day by 
herself, 



Her twining hair shimmering down to 
her shoulders ? 



Sweet is the maiden, a fine eye in her 
face, 



And every brat fancies that she b his 
own love ! 



A bh-facadh tu mo speirbhean 's i taobh 

u yaca too mo spayrran lee tayr 
leis an toinn, 

lays an toyn 

Fainnidhe oir ar a m&u:aibh*si reidhtiach 
fiieenye oir ayr a mayriv see raytyach 

a cinn? 
n keen 

Is 6 dubhairt an Paorach bhidh 'na 
is e doort an pa-raoh vee na 

mhaor ar an loing, 

▼a-r ayr an Inyng 

60 m' fhearr leis aige fein i na Eire gan 
gu m*ar layshayge fiiyneena ayre gon 

roinn! 

lyn 



Saw you my splendid woman, by the 
side of the waves. 



Gold rings on her fingers, and she 
smoothing her hair ? 



Said Power, who was captain of the 
ship. 



He would rather possess her than 
undivided Erin ! 



The dance as well as words to the ancient tune of " Gillidh Galium" are 
assumed by a witty bard to have been danced and sung by Father Noah, when 
first hilarious under the inspiring effects of his successful distillation fix>m the 
fiiiits of his newly planted vineyard. GUlidh Galium was the name of Noah's 
piper, and the tune has, with great propriety, continued to be called after him. 
The dance seems originally to have been over two crossed vine plants; 
but, swords being of old more abundant plants in Scotland than vines, the 
Highlanders considered the former good substitutes for the latter; and, indeed, 
the object of the dance being, as the verses imply, to furnish a method whereby 
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a gentleman in his cups may be distinguished from a boor dead drunk, tho 
swords seem to be, if not the more appropriate, at least the sharpest test of 
the two. 



GILLIDH 

Binn mi fion a brigh ghallain, 

rinn mi fi-on a bri' ghallain 

Dh-fhas an lios nan dossain fhallain. 

yas an lifl nan doss-ayn all-ayn 

C'aite a bheil u GhiUidh Challum ? 

oayte a bhejl n illi ohaUnm 

Nuas da chlaidheamh 's seid a phiob ! 
nn-ai da chlay-ey' *8 seyd a fi-ob 

6ed a mhoidheadh Dile eile, 

ged a Toy-e' dil eyie 

Co ach leabadan a theireadh, 

00 aoh lebadan a hejre' 

Nach dian fion is ceol gach eagal 

nach den fi-on is oe-ol gac eg-al 

Bron, is teagabh, chuir do'n chill ! 
bron ia teg-av ohajr don chill 



CALLUM. 

I have made wine from the juice of 
plants 

That grew in the orchard of wholesome 
clusters. 

Where art thou, Gillie Callam ? 

Down with two swords, and blow up 
the pipe ! 

Though another Deluge should threat- 
en, 

Who but a poltroon would assert 
That wine and music cannot send 
Sorrow, fear, and doubt to the cell. 



Fhad sa mhaireas dossain mhearradh,. While the mirth-making clusters last, 

ad ta vajres does-ajn Terra' 

Oladh mid deoch-slaint air leannain ; Let us drink healths to our sweet- 

ola' mid de-och-alajnt ayr lenn-ajn hearts. 

Nuasdachlaidheamhcruaidhledeannaibh, Down quickly with two sharp swords, 

nn-as da obhiy'-ey cni-aj' le den-ajr 

Is seid gu smiorail-suas i phiob. And, with spirit, blow up the pipe I 

18 sejd gn smir-ayl-Bos i fi-ob 



Gleus an fhidhle, sliob am boghadh, 
gleys an i'-'el sleeb am bo' -a' 

Bron is tuireadh cuirem fodhadh ; 

bron is tuyre' ouyr-em fo'-a' 

na rinn mi fion a bhieadhan, 

na rinn mi fi-on a vle-o'-an 

Damhsa is meadhail 's iad mo mhiann ! 
davsa is me-ayl 'b iad mo vi-ann 

Bhuain an diblidh, spideil, aineamh, 

Tn-ayn an dib-li' 8pid-eyl ayn-ev 

Bhitheas air sloic measg oil is aighear ; 

vi'-B ayr sloyo mesg oyl is ay'-er 

Am fear a dhamhsas Gillidh Callam, 

am fer a yay-sas gillie callum 

Se mhain is airidh air an fhion. , 
Be vayn ia ayri' a}T an i-on 



Tune the fiddle, rosin the bow, 

We^ll put down grief and wailing ; 

Since I have distilled wine. 

Dancing and stirring joys are my de- 
light ! 

Hence thou helpless and oontemptiUe 
lump. 

That sprawlest 'mid drink and mer- 
riment; 

He who (when in his cups) can dance 
Gillie Callum, 

Is alone worthy of the wine. 
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AchlannnanGaidheal,fiorH8hllochdNoah, Clans of the Gael, true descendants 

a chknD nan ga-el fior lio no-ah of Noah 

Bithibh dileas, cairdeil, comh'rail, Be faithful, friendly, social, 
bi-er diles cayrd-eyl oov-rajl 

Coimhneil, cridheil, dligheach, ceolar, — Kind, hearty, natural, musical, — 

ooy'-neyl cri'-eyl dli'-ech oe-olar 

Seinnibh orain 's olaibh fion. Singing songs Qnd drinking wine. 

eeynniv or-a/n b ol-ayy fi-on 



THE MARCH OF THE " DIE-HARDS." 

This Caledonian March, believed to be of great antiquity, was a great favourite 
with Duncan Macdonald of Dalnes, Colonel of the 57th Begiment, or '' Die- 
hards." He made it so much the march of that regiment as to be the sure sign 
of its presence or signal of its approach, wherever it was heard in the Peninsula 
or the South of France. A more spirited or a braver oflScer than Colonel Duncan 
M4cdonald never drew his sword in the service of his country ; yet his end was 
very melancholy. He was severely wounded in the battle of the Nivelle, but 
having, like his intimate friends, Sir Thomas Picton and the Honourable Sir 
William Stewart, a passion for battles, he could not be prevailed on to remain 
in the rear. He followed the regiment in its daily march, keeping sufiSciently 
close to make sure of seeing or of joining it in every battle ; but, from his state 
of health, he never found himself in a condition to resume the command. One 
of the companies of the 57th and its captain, who temporarily commanded 
the regiment, being quartered in a deserted chateau at Ayres, on the night after 
the briUiant affair of the second division at that place, some of the men dis- 
covered the plate-room, and carried away the more portable parts of it in their 
knapsacks on the following day. An old and faithful servant, who had been 
left to watch over the chateau, wisely kept sight of these men until they fell 
into the ranks, when she reported the circumstance to the general. The captain 
of the company was called before the Duke of Wellington, and, finding himself 
in a serious scrape, threw the whole blame on the colonel ; stating that, by 
keeping continually in the vicinity of the regiment, and lodging always in the 
same plac-e with them at night, without either taking the command himself, or 
leaving it effectually to him, the discipline had become relaxed, and the regiment 
demoralized. Unfortunately for himself, Colonel Macdonald was a high-minded, 
warm-hearted, generous Highlander, who considered the military as the most 
illustrious of all professions, and regarded flogging as not only barbarous and 
inhuman, but as destructive of the pride and dignity that ought to be inculcated 
in the soldier. As rewards for good conduct had not then been introduced into 
bhe service, he did everything in his power by kindness, encouragement, 
md praise, and (in extreme cases) severe rebukes and fatigue duties, to 
maintain discipline without the lasL This made him obnoxious to all the 
icourge-advocates ; and they took care that a mere delinquency by a private of 
:he 57th was made more of than a crime in regiments trained by the martinet 
md the lasL The coloneFs abhorrence of the lash being known to the great, 

Ff 
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but, in questions of discipline, too inflexible Duke, he the more readily believed in 
the demoralized condition of the regiment, — for the cunning captain stndioody 
concealed from him the fact, that the whole regiment, excepting a few men of his 
own company, were innocent. Macdonald was dismissed the service, without 
having been allowed the benefit of a court of inquiry or a court-martial ! His 
friends the Hon. General Sir William Stewart, General Byng, (afterwards Lord 
Strafford) and others, prevailed on Colonel Macdonald to return to England, to re- 
cover his health, before he knew that he was regarded by the Duke otherwise 
than as one of his most distinguished officers ; but, on his return home, seeing his 
name in the Gazette, along with that of another officer of the same rank dis- 
missed for cowardice, his reason was upset : he flung himself out of the window, 
and was killed on the spot I The Duke discovered that the report on which he 
unfortunately proceeded in this case was substantially false ; and the Colonel's 
surviving brother was conciliated and compensated by the price of Colonel 
Macdonald's commission ; but such was the sad fate of one of the most humane 
and gallant officers of the Peninsular army. 

^ The desperate soubriquet of the 57th Eegiment arose fix)m the following 
circumstance. It occupied the key of the position in the unscientific battle of 
Albuera, under the command of Colonel Inglis, a noble Border man. It being 
of importance that they should firmly keep their ground, the only words uttered 
by the colonel during the whole day was, " Steady men, keep your places." 
Strange to say, he sat in their front on horseback &om the beginning until 
nearly the close of the fierce conflict, without getting a single scratch, although 
every other officer in the regiment, excepting one, was killed or wounded, and 
although, so striking was the line formed by the bodies of the dead, as to cause 
every man to be buried where he fell ! The position occupied by the regiment 
was thus marked by a long green mound, which was the object of pilgrimages to 
all the British officers joining the army of the Peninsula for years afterwards. The 
colonel was at length struck down, just as a strong and fresh column was com- 
ing up to drive the small remnant of his men from their position. But, instead 
of waiting to receive the charge, the brave fellows, freed from restraint by the 
fall of their colonel, gave three exulting cheers, and rushing past him at the 
charge, scattered the advancing column to the winds ! The colonel feebly waved 
his hat as they passed him, and exclaimed, '^ Well done, my lads, you'll die hard 
at any rate." Hence the souln'iquet 

The author of the following poem on the battle of Bjlliecrankie, Ronald, 
son of Allan of Achatriachaden, was the father of Domhnull Mac Baonuill, my 
maternal grandfather. He was a distinguished warrior in the wars of Montrose 
and Dundee, and is known in the traditions relative to these wars as '' Baonull 
na Sgeidh," that is, " Ronald of the Shield," a soubriquet arising from a cir- 
cumstance which is thus related by tradition : — 

An English dragoon who had been taken prisoner, on discovering that the 
Highlanders had not been trained to use the sword without the target, despised 
their swordmanship. He said in Ronald's presence, that, if he had not been a 
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prisoner, he would fight the best Highlander in Montrose's army with the sword 
alone, against sword and target " Man," exclaimed Ronald, indignantly, " do 
you think any Highlander would take such an advantage in fighting you? I 
have not been taught to use the sword without a target, but I will fight you dirk 
and target against your sword, which puts the advantage on your side. Your 
being a prisoner need not deter you, for I pledge my honour, if you beat me, 
that you will not only be held scaithless, but set at liberty." ** Get me a promise 
to that eflFect from the General," said the dragoon, joyously, " and our wager 
of battle is complete." "Montrose is a disciplinarian," said Ronald ; •^but if 
you beat me, there is not a Macdonald now present, or in the royal army, who 
will not feel himself bound in honour to make my pledge good." The English- 
man knew the oneness of clan faith and feeling, and was satisfied. But the 
instant the men stood ready for action, they were interrupted by the sudden 
appearance of Aillein dubh na Jiadk, the celebrated Dalnes deer-stalker, who 
hewing of the duel, hastened to take the place of Ronald, and fight the English- 
man on equal terms. The deer-stalker was, next to Alisdair Mac Colla, 
reputed to be the best swordsman in Montrose's army. Ronald refused to 
allow any man to take his wager of battle out of his own hands ; on which 
AUan said to him, in Gaelic, '' 'S fhear an claidheamh, gu mor na bhiodag 's 
an targaid. Gabh mo chomhairle, oir cha 'n 'eil fios a dh-eires dhuit;" — (the 
sword is much better than the dirk and target. Take my advice, or there is 
no knowing what may happen to you.) ** Cha n-eil," replied Ronald, sternly, 
" fios de a dh-eires dhomhsadh, ach euidh an diol f hein dhasadh ;" — (no, there 
is no knowing what may happen to me, but the very devil will happen to him.) 
The dragoon did not gain his liberty, but Ronald gained his traditionally 
celebrated soubriquet, Raonull na Sgeidh. 

The extraordinary feats of valour ascribed by Mr Napier, in the life of 
Montrose, to a Ronald Maclean of Mull, are ascribed in Glencoe tradition to 
Raonull na ISgeidh. It is not uncommon, however, in tradition to find the deeds 
done by one man, and in one locality, ascribed to another man, and in another 
locality. Hence, although the facts stated in tradition may be depended on, 
persons, localities, and dates are often confounded. I would be very sorry, 
therefore, on merely traditional evidence, to claim credit for my ancestor for 
the warlike deeds ascribed to any of his brave companions in arms ; but I firmly 
believe that the history is wrong and the tradition right, in this case, — for I 
heard every one of the feats ascribed by the historian to Ronald Maclean, 
ascribed to Raonull na Sgeidh, or Ronald of the Shield, by tradition at least, 
fifty years before Mr Napier's history of Montrose was written. With me the 
name of the hero also goes far to prove the tradition to be more reliable, in this 
case, than history, — for Ronald is a very common Macdonald name, but a very 
uncommon one for a Maclean. 

I i-egret giving broken extracts of this poem, but cannot afford space for 

4 l-ft 4^ <Wvl<^4-^l^« 
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LATHA BAOIIRUARI. 



Se lathadh Baonniaridh, 

ae la' -a' raon-ru-a-ri' 

Dh-fhag luaimhDeach mo dhasgadh, 

jag la-ajTV-neoh mo jjug-af 

Mo na thuit do chlann Dhomhnuill, 

mo Da hayt do chlami joy-nnyll 

'S cha b-ann le leonadh nan cul-thaobh, 

8 cha bana le le-on-a' nan cnl-haov 

Thug sinn mach an ratrenta, 

bug dnn maoh an ra*trejta 

Choisin ceitibh le diubhail, 

ohojsia ceyt-iv le di-n-vajl 

'S ged a thearnadh gu leir sinn, 
8 ged a he-ar-na' ga lejrr sinn 

Bha bas Chleibhir ri chunntas. 
▼a bas chlejT-ir ri cbontas 

An leoghan arramach rioghaU, 

an le-o'-an nrram-ach ri-yayl 

Nach d' roinn f hirin a mhuthadh, 

nach drojnn ir-inn a ya'-a' 

Chum daingean a dhilseachd, 

chom dayng-en a jU-seo 

Ga righ is ga dhuthaich ; 

ga ri' i8 ga yu'-ayoh 

Cha d* thug or air na eagal, 

cba d ag or ayr na egal 

Gun seasaibh ri chumhnant, 

gon ses-ayv ri chaynant 

'S ged a thuit e le onair, 

8 ged a hnyt e le on-ayr 

Be mi-shonas na cuis e ! 

be mi-honas na ooys e 
Gaisgeach garg an am cruadail, 

gaysg-eoh garg an am cni-a-dayl 

Ceannard sluaigh ann an teugbhail 

oennard slo-aj' ann an teyg-yayl 

Ge b-f huileach bu bhaigheal e, 

ge bayl-ecb ba vay-yel e 

Toirt tias dhoibh is reidhlein ; 
toyrt Uas yoyv is rey'-leyn 

'Se nach cuireadh ri ball* iad, 

ae naoh cayr-e' ri ball i-ad 

Toirt tacar a' 'n eiginn, 

toyrt tacar a 'n eyg-inn 

Dh-innis latha Dhun-chaillean, 

yinnis la'-a' yon-chayllen 

Nach ro anamsa an creubhaig. 

nach ro anam-sa an orey-vayg 



Cha b-ann leis na claidhean, 

cha bann leyi na clay^-en 
Fhuir air h*armuin an leonadh, 

hayr ayr harm-ayn an le-oo-a' 

Ach gun d'roinne an cumail, 

ach gon droynne an com-ayl 

Gun dol duinneal so choimhraig ; 

gun dol daynnel so choy-rayg 

'S mairg a chunnaic na suighean, 

8 mayrg a chnnayo na sny'-en 

An iorgail na doirin, 

an i-or-gayl na doy-rin 

Ga 'n spada le Inaithe, 

gan spada le lu-ay' 

'S gun tiligeadh buachaille bho i ! 

8 gan til-ge' bo-ach-ayll^ to i 

Gur e mheudaich mo champar, 

gar e yeyd-ayoh mo cham-par 

A liuthad banntrach tha 'm dhutihich, 

a li-n'-ad ban-trach ha m yn'-ioh 

Agus oganach treubhach, 

agos oganach trey-Tach 

Nach teid oibhach am pnsadh, 
nach teyd eyr-aoh am posa' 

Thuit le luaithe san am ad, 

hnyt le la-ay' san am ad 

Bualadh lann mar bu du dhaibh, 

ba-al-a' lann mar ba du yayr 

•Snd an cluicheadh bha cailteach, 

sad an dayohe' va cayltech 

'S iad aig radh gu*m bu bhuaidh e! 
8 i-adayg ra' gu'm ba yu-ay' e 

A thigheam oig Ghlinne-gairidh, 
a hi'-em oyg ^inne-gayri' 

Luidh smal air do shuigradh, 

lay' smal ayr do hog-ra' 

'S mor do chall le righ Seumas, 

8 mor do chall le ri' sejmaa 

'S goirt a leireadh na chuis a ; 

8 goyrt a leyre' na chnys n 

Bha DomhnuU gorm gaolach, 

ya dovnal gorm gaol-aoh 

'S fhnil chraobhach a bruchdadh, 

8 nyl chraoy-ach a brnca' 

'S eigin fhulang na thainig, 

8 eygin olang na haynig 

Dh-fhalbh do bhrathair na ur-fhas. 

yol? do yra'-ajrr na nr-as 
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la e curranta seolta, 

i 6 corranta ae-olta 

I chraobh-chomhraig thair ceud e, 

1 ohraoT-choT-rajg hajrr oejd o 

> fhear-mor bu mhath cama, 

> jer-mor ba va' euma 

i-aig gach daine mar speuclair. 

ajg gach dnyne mar speyo-layr 



QeA thug ro mhiad na h-aireamh, 

ged hag ro yi-ad na hzjitsw 

Brais is Arden le cheile, 

brajB is arden le chejie 

* 

Ort guQ bhi sgathach mud phearsa, 

ort gun vi sga'adi mad fersa 

Oig ghasta na feile. 

oyg jasta na feyl^. 



Instead of a literal translation, in lines parallel with the original, I submit 
faithful an imitation of the few verses from this poem as I can accomplish, 
ading them with a short extract from the '* Memoirs of Dundee/* printed for 
mes Brown, at the Black Swan, without Temple-Bar, 1714 

'' The clans earnestly entreated Dundee not to engage in person, and told his lordship 
It their method of fighting was qoite different from that of regular troops. Aeain, they 
sired him to consider, that should he be killed, King Jameses interest would be lost in 
otland. But no argument would prevail with him, nothing could dissuade him from 
gaging at the head of his troops. General Mackay*s army outwinged Dundee's nearly a 
arter of a mile, which obliged the clans to leave ku^ intervals between each clan, and, by 
dining towards the wings, they wanted troops to charge the centre, where a detachment of 
e Lesley and Hastings English regiments were. The Highlanders threw away their plaids, 
.versacks, and all other incumbrances, and marched resolutely and deliberately, in their 
irts and kilts, with their fusils, swords, pistols, and targets r«idy, down the mil on the 
emy, and received Mackay*s third fire before they pierced his line, in which many of the 
i|^iland army fell, particularly Lord Viscount Dundee, their general, the terror of the 
liigs, the supporter of King James, and the glory of his country. Then the Highlanders 
ed, threw down their fusils, rushed on, dischiamd and threw their pistols in the fiices of 
eir opponents, drew their swords, and fell on ! The enemy did not maintain their ground 
minutes after the Highlanders were amongst them, and I dare be bold to say, there were 
arce ever such strokes given in Europe as were given that day by the Highlanden. 
any of General Mackay's officers and soldiers were cut down through the skull and neck 

the very breast, others had their sculls cut off above their ears Uke nightcaps ; some 
Idiers had both their bodies and cross-belts cut through at one blow. Fikes and small 
rords were cut like willow ?rands. Whoever doubts this, may consult many witnesses of 
e tragedy still living.** 

The aboye account of the battle, by an eye-witness, clearly shows that 
nndee did not understand or appreciate the mode of attack of the Highlanders, 
[J more than it has been understood by the feudal historians or the modem 
ficialB of the British army; who, if they judge by results, instead of by 
ejudiced statements and opinions, need have no doubt of its superiority to any 
her mode of fighting hitherto known. That Clayerhouse did not understand 
eir practice, is seen by the fact, that the Highlanders received three volleys 
be/bre they pierced Mackay's lines ;" that they did not draw their swords until 
undee fell, and that the battle did not last two minutes after they were left to 
jht it out, in their own way, sword in hand. If the reader will keep in view 
le above description of the battle, and peruse the following imitation of the 
mexed poem by Ronald of the Shield, he will see that Claverhouaa did not 
ad his army into the field in accordance with their accustomed tactics. 

ionmari's day has chased away my rest. Full well their trenchant fwords, with 
id rules the mixed emotions of my breast, cleaving blows, 

)r there, alas, my high and noble race. Avenged the iron hail-showers of their 
Ave met a loss the age will not replace. foes ; 
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But, ab, though all had 'scaped, since 

Clavere fell, 
Our much-wroDged kiDg may bid his 

throne farewell. 



Well may we sing his deedis, his peoM 

swell, 
For, when he fell, alas, his coontiy fell ! 



Courteous though fierce, inflexible though 

kind, 
The chief and friend in him were well 

combined. 
No tremors shook his soul, yet he essayed 
To storm no ramparts simply with the 

blade. 
And since his fall, we see that e'en the Gael, 
By tyros led, may fight without avail. 
Alas I while standing at the hero's tomb, 
I feel the cause he loved must share hisdoom. 



In glory's path, with faith unstained he 

moved, 
He spum'd ambition — love of gold he 

proved 
Beneath his thoughts. LTndauDted, though 

alone. 
He faced rebellion, and sustained the 

throne. 
In manhood's calmness, as in fervid youth, 
One path was his — ^the path of loyal truth. 

The foregoing verses bear sufficient evidence of Bonald Mac Ailean^s 
devotion to, and admiration of Claverhonse ; but, while condemning the absurd 
attack on the fortified position of the Camer(»iians, at Dunkeld, by G^neiBl 
Cannin, without either artillery or scaling ladders, (referred to in the above 
verse,) he remarks clearly enough on the injudicious conduct of Claveihouse, 
in marching the clans at a funeral pace, instead of in their usual way, to attack 
the Whigs at Eilliecrankie, by him called Baonruari. He then details the 
heavy loss sustained by the clans in consequence of this mistake, but I overlook 
these verses, as no longer interesting to the general reader. 

'Twas not the gallant play of keen-edged Will boldly aim at him, who, standing 

brands 
That spread destruction through the loyal 

bands. 
From lines outflanked what have the 

clans to fear ? 
Show them the foe, and give them full 

career ! 
To right, to left, like lightning's flash, 

they turn. 
Bushing through volleyed flames, with 

scaithless scorn I — 
Their flashing blades 'mong serried ranks 

they wield. 
Till every foe is slain or fled the field. 



still, 
Presents a stoHd mark against the hill ; 

But when the warrior draws his falohioB 

bright. 
And rushes on him like a flash of light, 
Terror the caitifl^s coward heart o'er- 

powers. 
His arm relaxes, and his spirit cowers ! 



Why should their leaden men like these 

restrain, 
While iron showers come scouring o'er the 

plain? 
The gaping hind who drives his team afield. 
Although the warlike sword he dare not 

wield, 



* * * * * * 

Young chieftain of Glengarry, clouds 

descend 
Deep o'er thy land. Thou scarce art 

left one friend ! — 
Thy Donald gorm is slain — the kind — 

the good — 
And thy great brother welters in his blood. 
Like a tall oak, uprooted by the storm, 
The field he graces with his warlike form. 
He fell not unavenged among the dead — 
But who will fight the battle in his 

stead? 
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udent, yet fervid ; cautious, yet bold, 
3 fired his claDsmen, yet their fire 

controlled ; 
it, ah, the danger that has caused their 

grief 
3 never saw — the danger of their chief I 
Lid as a maid, fierce as a beacon's 

flame, 
ell has he earned, and well sustained 

his fame, 
id must we mourn that thus his bright 

career 
K) Boon was closed — ^because he knew 

not fear? 



Chief of the Camerons, clothed with 

early fame, 
Who can thy deeds record,thy losses name ? 
When others changed their fealty, thou, 

alone. 
Stood by thy country's cause, thy country's 

throne. 
The battles of three kings have seen thy 

steel, 
But who for royal favours saw thee kneel ? 
Thy country's weal, thy clansmen's proud 

regard. 
Were all thou sought'st of glory or 

reward ! 



las, the tumult, and the closing night, 

mcealed the o'er-matched hero from 
the sight 

: many clansmen, swift and strong and 
brave, 

tiat would oppose their hearts his life 
to save! — 

irsed be the wars that clothe them- 
selves in shades ! — 

ans of my love, let daylight see your 
blades 

'^hen to your country's battles you 

descend ; 

ight is the hero's foe, the coward's 
friend. 



Alas! the Stuart chieftains have been 

taught 
The curse of leaders destitute of thought ; 
For, at Dunkeld, 'gainst foes that lurked 

unseen 
Behind stone walls, what 'vailed their 

broadaswords keen ? 
Long stood they, dauntless, 'mid the 

iron blast. 
While round them fell their clansmen 

thick and fast. 
Who will the tale of woe in Appin tell. 
And name the heroes that so vainly 

fell? 



n rushed the clans, who ne'er to foeman 

yield, 
he Whiglings chasing o'er the dark- 
ening field. 
That shrieks of terror, war-cries shouted 

wild, 
tartled the hills as through the pass 

they toil'd I 
Tinged on pale fear, they fled, they fled 

amain, 
nd carnage gloated o'er her thousands 

slain ! 
ut, ah, will carnage quench the widow's 

sigh, 
r wipe the tear from the pale orphan's 

eye? 



And you, my clansmen of the Abrian 

braes, 
Sons of the sword, rehearsers of wild 

lays — 
Tou, too, alas, so long in battle tried, 
Stood boldly forward by your kinsman's 

side. 
And fell in ranks. No more the voice 

of joy 
Shall wake the glens of Spean and of Hoy, 
To meet your steps : no more the chaste 

and fair 
The feast and song, to welcome you, 

prepare : 
For,at Dunkeld,now slumber in the grave. 
The kind,thetrue,the noble, and the brave. 
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These two last verses, and the Terse previously mentioned, refer, to the 
mad attack of General Cannin on the fortified position of the Cameronians at 
Donkeld, without artillery or scaling-ladders. The failure of this ridiculous 
attack of the imbecile Cannin, is largely boasted of by the whigs — which shows 
how hard-up they were 'for a triumph over the Highlanders. 

I regret that I cannot quote a few more verses of the original of this very 
spirited yet exceedingly clannish and feeling poem, as the imitation does not 
take it connectedly even verse for verse ; but as Ronald of the Shield, then 
an old man, was one of the victims of the Massacre of Glencoe,* I think the 
reader may feel more interested in the following imitation of the Isle of Muck 
bard's lament on that subject ? It is a true imitation, and corroborates what has 
elsewhere been stated as to the absence of a vindictive or revengeful spirit from 
all poetry that does anythmg like justice to the deep feeling, but calm dignity 
of the ancient Gael, in his hours of sorrow and indignation. We have here do 
flaming roo& or eagles screaming over the hearts of the atrocious perpetraton 
of the Massacre even of Glencoe. But the very noblest and most generous 
feudalist could not even imagine anything so magnanimous as the Highland 
clans when most deeply suffering under the treachery and cruelty of their 
enemies. The original will be found in every collection of Gaelic poetry. 

THE MASSACRE OF GLENCOE. 



€rod, whose gospel revealeth. 

As thy children may daily behold. 
Truth, benevolence, mercy. 

In lessons affectingly told ; 
In their strait, be Thou aiding 

To the good and the brave of the 
glen. 
Brought to grief and despairing, 

By a treachery rare among men. 

On their orphans look kindly. 

Who have ever been kindly and true, 
Who could not, in baseness, 

E'en traitors and rebels pursue : 
Though unyielding and deadly, 

When their country demanded their 
steel. 
To humanity faithful, 

For the foes they had slain they could 
feeL 



Had they known, when the stranger 

They welcomed, and hailed as a friend, 
That their homes were in danger — 

That among them he came to this end ; 
Had they armed and been watchful. 

Fierce and stem as the conflict might be, 
Their defeat I would question. 

Though their foesmen were twenty to 
three. 

'Twas not by genius and valour 

The band of my heart have been slain, 
But by boors, in aught mental 

More than matched by the team in their 
wain; 
But to bloodshed apprenticed, 

And to treachery and cruelty trained. 
They stole on their victims 

When by sleep all their senses were 
chained. 



* Among the nngnlar esc^ws from the mMMcre, iras that of the two little bojB of Ronald of the 
Shield, Donald and Alexander, who had stolen away a few daya previoiialy, after a servant fram Olenlochy, 
to visit their annt, who was married to Campbell of Achariach. Donald, on his retnin, foond hia fiither 
murdeied, and his home tmmed down and desolate. The succeeding pages will show that he was both 
spirited and poetic ; yet where did he leave behind a line or verse breathing hatred or revenge against 
the English, or even against the perpetrators of this treacherous and inhuman massacre ? Bnt sach will 
be found by the reader of (Helic poetry to have been the nntformly dignified and forbearing character of 
the ancient Gael. 
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From the chosen apartments, 
Assigned for their nightly repose 

By their hosts, in their kindness, 
In the silence of night they arose ' 

And stole on the sleepers, 

Who dreamed not of ,treachefy or strife, 

And deliyered, in safety. 

The volley that robhed them of life. 

How beauteous and shapely 

The forms that have thus been laid low, 
Or left, wounded and bleeding. 

Inhuming themselves in the snow ; 
Men whose joy 'twas to listen 

At eve to the harp and the lay. 
Singing praises of heroes 

Who were courteous, and kindly, and 

Woe, woe to the country 

Whose govemment cruel and blind, 
To her best and bravest 

A sentence like this has assigned, 
And calls to her service. 

And makes her support and her stay 
Of the countryless soldier. 

Whose soul has no thought but his pay ! 

While by these, next to Heaven, 

Their country and king were adored ; 
For their freedom and glory 

They would lay down their lives at a 
word. 
Now Albyn, dear Albyn, 

Thy freedom, thy glory are gone. 
Foreign armies coerce thee — 

A foreigner sits on thy throne. 

Woe, woe to the pastors, 

Whatever their object may be. 

Whose preachings and treasons 
Have produced the dark changes we see. 



Now men who loved mercy, 
In murder God's glory behold. 

And rejoice at the horrors 
War over their country has rolled. 

My heart sinks and sickens 

To see, as they hang on their walls. 
Their trophies and weapons. 

Whose dear presence I miss from their 
haUs— 
Whose voices were music. 

Attuned to their mind's varied tone ; 
Who in mirth and broad humour, 

And in repartee pleasingly shone. 

The dirge* of their greyhounds 

Is solemnly heard through the glen. 
The deer browse and wander, 

The gaunt wolves rejoice in their den ; 
Their fishing gear rusteth. 

While, rivers and lakelets between. 
The salmon are sporting 

With joy in their radient sheen. 

Not vain or conceited 

Were the men who repose in the isle, 
Shunning danger, and boasting 

Their valiant achievements the while. 
No. Modest as daring. 

Their deeds spoke their greatnesb of 
mind; 
So they served their dear country, 

All, all to their worth might be blind ! 

Now our clansmen are gathered 

In the Dun, to consult and devise ; 
But, alas 1 he is absent who was 

Eloquent, daring, and wise. 
The main plume in our pinion. 

In our birlin the helm and the oar, 
In Saint Mun's Isle is sleeping. 

And will shine in our council no more. 



* The old Highland greyhoand was equally remaikable for his sagacity and the strength of his 
attachment to his master. Hit howl is the most solemn and melancholy imaginable. Hence, perhaps, 
the reason why it has long been regarded as ominons and prediedTe of death or some other calamity in 
the Highlands. He laments his master's death by wandering orer his old haonts, stopping at regnlar 
intenrals, and setting up hit dirge-like howl, than which it it diiBcnlt to oonceiTC anything more tonching. 
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By the gifts of the hero, 

And gentleman early endowed, 
He, for wisdom and eloquence, 

Shone 'mong his race like a god ; 
Caustic wit he thought paltry, 

Common sense was his forU and his 
plea, 
And with that for his country 

He enlisted the hrave and the free. 

He was tall, and unequalled 

For fulness and heauty of form, 
And when battle closed round him, 

Seemed growing in height midst its 
storm. 
There his great soul exulted — 

There his arm extended the ring. 
Proudly deeming his broad swords 

Gould right all the wrongs of his 
king. 

On homeward returning. 

The doors were thrown open and wide ; 
In that mansion of plenty 

Twas his joy o'er the feast to preside ; 



There the stranger found welcome. 
There the soul-stirring minstrels were 
prized; 

There the vm$\a\v^ would gather ; 
There none but the base were despised. 

On the chess-board and tailisg, 

Mimic warfare they pla3rfully tried, 
The chieftains kind hearted, 

Who in dexterous moyements took 
pride ; 
Not with views of aggreasion, 

To subjugate, rule, and enthral, 
But to fit them for action 

When their king and their country 
should call. 

Grod, who reignest and mlest 

From Thy throne of pure wisdom aboTe. 
Deign to look on our people 

In the spirit of mercy and loTe, 
To compose their dire factions. 

And grant that our children may see 
Their sovereign restored. 

And his government native and free. 



Ronald of the Shield was with that Highland army who defended Worcester 
against ten times their number ; so gallantly as to make even their enemies, 
according to the Memoirs of Dundee already quoted, regret their safferings, and 
the king himself at length to order them to retreat Ronald was confined to 
the house, sufiering fix)m a severe wound, when the news of the king's execution 
was brought to him' by a friend. On this occasion, he wrote what is called 
" Cumhadh Righ Tearlach," — Lament for King Charles, — which I heard often 
sung when I was a boy ; but I remember only a few words of it. It was in 
the form of a dialogue between Donald, who brought the news, and Ronald, 
whose responses, to the best of my recollection, more resembled bursts of 
patriotic regret and passionate denunciation of '^ the merciless Whigs," than 
lamentations for the decapitated king. It was sung to an air known in the 
Lowlands under the name of "Wha's at the window, wha, wha." The 
repetition of the last line of each verse indicates its pedigree, however, and is 
a pendicle of the evidence on which I lay claim to it as a Highland melody, — 
as such repetitions, in verses of three or four lines, are almost invariable in 



* Descent from the founder of the clan was the only mark of aristocracy among the 
An clansmen, whose pedigree was genuine, were called ** naislain,** or g^Uemen, and wh«n off duty, 
associated with their chiefs and chieftains on equal terms. The distance between them now is of arti- 
ficial feudal descent, the patriarchal being the natural aad God-approving system of goremmeDt. 
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Highland (the repeated line or lines heing song by the audience,) but not in 
Lowland poetry. The following verses to the same air are unworthy of their 
august subject ; but I have seen no demonstration by the Gaelic muse on a death 
which has been universally felt as a national calamity. I unfeignedly repeat, 
that the following verses are unworthy of the subject ; but, to some tfiey may 
perhaps appear at least curious, as written by the great-grandson of Ronald 
of the Shield, thus showing how thoroughly the loyalty of the adherents of the 
House of Stuart has been not only transferred, but, if possible, intensified into 
ardent devotion to the present dynasty. For although I am myself descended 
both maternally and paternally bom Campbells and Macdonalds, who adhered 
to the Stuart {ieanily to the very last extremity, one of my father's brothers, and 
three of my mother's, as well as myself, served in the army of the present 
dynasty. 

LAMENT FOB PRINCE ALBERT. 
AiB.— ** Ciisih*dh Bigfa Tearlach a h-Aon ;"~or, Lament for ChailM the Fint 



An cualadh sibh sgeula an leiridh sa 

ao oo-al-a' av sg^jl^ an lejr-i' sa 

chraigh, 

chray' 

Chuir an rioghachd fo bhron o scuir 

cboyr an ri'-ao fo Tron o sonyr 

mhor-bheann gu traigh? 

Tor-yen ga tray' 

Dh-fhalbh Prionnsa bha saibhir an ealaiu 

jalaT pri-onn-sa va laTV-ir an el-ajn 

's an iuil, 

■an i'UjX 

'S tha Bhan-righ a cumhadh 's an deur 

'a ha Tan-ri' a oo-va'. san ^deyr 

na suit — 'S tha, etc. 

na fajl 

Dh-aom nial air an sugradh, le dubhradh 
yaom ni-al ayr an sn-gra' le day-ra' 

gu'n bhaidh, 

gun vay' 
An talla mor diomhair teaghlach rioghail 

an taUa mor di-vajrr te-lach~ ri-yajl 

air ghraidh ; 

A smal an t-athair, an ceile, 'm flath 
a mal an ta'-ayr an oejl-^ *m fla' 

feile, 's an soidh, 

kyli lan sqj' 

Dh-f hag do'n Bhan-rigb suil-dheuradh, 
jfag don Tan-ri' Buyl-yeyra' 

cridheleireadh,i8 coidh. — Dh-fhag,etc. 

cri'-^ leyr-e' is coy' 



Heard ye the news of grief and pain, 



That has put the country in mourning 
torn the peaks of the mountains 
to the shores ? 

Gone is a Prince that was rich in 
science and various knowledge ; 



And the Queen is lamenting with the 
tear in her eye. — 
And, etc. 



A cloud descended on their happiness, 
with merciless darkness, 



In the sacred mansion of our beloved 
Boyal Family ; 



It has put out the light of the father, 
the husband, the generous chief, 
the worthy, 

And left to the Queen a tearful eye, 
a sore heart, and lamentation. — 

And, etc. 
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Bha BbaD-righ 's am Prionnsa "san 

▼a Tan-ri' 'mid prionn-aa hui 

dathaich mar aigh, 

da'-ajch mar xf 

Nan buaidhean, nan combradh, nan 

nan ba-ay'-en nan oov-ra' nan 

orcheas, nam baigh, — 

or-cbes nam haj' 

Bba sitb, gaol, is eibbneas, le'n cemnaibh 

▼a mf gaol is e/v-net len oeym-ajr 

's gach tiatb, — 

*igacfa tra' 

Bu riogbail Dan giulain paidbir ionraic 

ba ri'-jajl nan gi-n-lajn paj'-tr i-on-rajo 

air graidb ! — Bu, etc. 



Tbe Queen and tbe Prince were tu- 
telary (8[Hrit8)gin their coontiy, 



In tbeir virtueSj^eir ccmyerae,*tfaeir 
bountifulness, tbeir compaarion ; 



Peace, love, and bappineaB, aoccmi- 
panied their steps ; 



Bight royal in their bearing was the 
blameless and beloved pair ! — 
Bight, etc. 



Gabh docbas a'd* eislean, a Bhan-righ 
gaT do-cfaas ad ejsleo a Ta-rinn 

air graidb, 

Dean dheth d' rioghachdan speiseil an 
den jtf dri'-ac-an qMys-ejl an 

t-eibbneas nach traigh. 

tefT-net naoli tray' 

'S iomadh prionnsa ard treubhach a 

B-o-ma' pri-onn-sa aid trejy-ach a 

dh-eireas o d*ail, 

jeyres o dajl 

Bhios nan Albaert am beusan, an ceil, 

▼It nan albert am beyian an oeyl 

is an caiL — Bhios, etc. 
18 an cayl 



Take hope in thy bereavment, oar 
Queen beloved. 



And make thy never-to-be-diminished 
spadouskingdomsthyhappinessL — 



Many a prince lofty and powerful will 
arise of thy posterity, 



That will be an Albert in virtue, in 
wisdom, in disposition. — 
That, eta 



The effect of humourous Gaelic poetry depends so much on idiom as to 
make me feel very reluctant to subject it to so severe a test as what I misname 
a literal translation ; but I must submit some verses in the nearest equivalent 
English words I can find, at any hazard, as I cannot ^ve the English reader a 
general idea of Gaelic poetry, without quoting as fidthfully as possible one or 
two specimens of each kind. 

The act suppressing the Highland dress and arms without any distinction 
between those of the clans who fought for or against Prince Charles, (and the 
latter were more numerous than the former,) was supposed to have been the 
work of some politic and disguised friend of the Stuart family, who found his 
way into the Hanoverian camp. It had the effect of producing universal 
indignation against the new dynasty, and a renewal of sympathies and ties 
among the Highland clans, which leave little doubt, had the Prince landed a 
second time, as was periodically predicted and reported, that they would have 
risen abnost unanimously in his favour ; although their confidence in his heroism 
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and constancy had been sadly shaken by his obstinate refnsal to continue at 
their head on the day after the battle of Culloden, when the jke dans who 
were absent from that engagement, on leave, had joined, and they mastered, at 
Buthven nearly 4000 strong. He was nrged to remain with them, even sup- 
posing he should give up the object of the Bising, that they might conquer 
terms of peace, as they did in the reign of William and Mary ;* but he left 
them to their fate. DomhnuU Mac Baonuil, son of Bonald of the Shield, 
who commanded the Glencoe-men in the '' forty-five," and whose gay wit and 
broad humour kept the men of the glens in continual amusement, on the 
occasion of one of these rumours, called, with his friend Acha Triachaden, on an 
honest weaver yclept Iain Mac-a-Ghibbidh (layn Mac-a-Tippi), whose foppery 
and pretensio]!is presented a somewhat ludicrous contrast to his shabby figure 
and very doubtful reputation for bravery, and gravely asked how they happened 
to find him at home, when, the Prince having arrived, the whole people of the 
glen were gone to church in the Isle of Mun, fully dressed and armed. '' How 
is that," replied John, suspiciously, '' and you absent ?" '' Our arms and dress 
are hid in a cave in the hill, and we are on our way to get them," replied 
Donald. '' Good morning, John ; I thought your loyalty was more zealous and 
less hesitating." No sooner did they disappear than John started on his feet in 
a frenzy of deUght, and, arraying his scraggy person in his showy Highland 
dress and arms, broke in upon the quiet worshippers in the little island, frill of 
his news, and glowing with excitement Next day the glen rung with the 
burlesque of " Claidheamh air Iain san t-shearmain," (the sword on John at 
the sermon,) written by Domhnull Mac RaonuiU 

GLAIDHSAMH AIB IAIN 8AK T-8HSABMAIN. 

Noir chualadh an gaisgeach. When the hero heard 

nojT oha-al-a' an gaTS-gach 

Am prionn's bi fo airsneal. That the Prince was disheartened, 

am pri-oons ▼! fo aTTs-nel 

Chuir e litier, gun taise, a tairgsinn, . He sent a letter, not timid, saying, 

ohn^rr e' litir goo tajae a tajrog-aiim 

Na 'n deuntaedh, le reachd e. That if he were made 

oan den-te' le rac e 

Na dhiuc is na dheachdair, A duke and dictator 

na yi-QO is na yeo-ayr 

Gu'n togadh e Sassunn is Albin. He would raise England and Scotland 

gnn toga' e sais-nnn is ala-bin (in his fevour.) 

Form. Chorus. 

Bha claidheamh air Iain, air Iain,air Iain, There was a sword, a sword, a sword, 

▼a day-er' ayr i-ayn ayr i-ayn ayr i-ayn 

Bha claidheamh air Iain, san t-shear- There was a sword on John at the 

▼a day'-ey ayr i-ayn aan t-ihera- sermon, 

main, 

mayn 

* Treaty of AchaUder between the loyal elaiu and King William, negotiated by the Earl of Breadal- 
bane. This treaty waa ratified bj King William, with what faith it iUuttrated by the maiaacre of 
Glencoe. — See Memoirs of Lochiel. 
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Bha daidheamh eir Iain air dea8-lamh 

va clay'-ev ajr i-ajn 'ajrr deB-laT 

mo chridhe, 

mo ohri'-^ 

Se deanadh an f highe neo-chearbach. 

86 yeo-a' an T-e ne-o-oherabaoh 



Tbere was a sword on John, right- 
handed man of my heart. 



He that can make the weaving not 
awkwardly. 



Bha Iain gun teagaibh 

▼a i-ajn gun teg-av 

Ou faidheadh a freagairt 

ga fiij'-e' a fregayrt 

Mu'n deach e do'n eaglais na armaibh, 

muD dech e do*n eglays na ann-ajv 

Is mhosgail na mnathan le iollach 's le 
is vo8g-ayl na mna'-an le illaofai s le 

aigheur, 

ay'-eyr 

Noir dhealraich a chlaidheamh san 

DOjr jei-raych a chlaj-ev 

t-shearmain ! 

tera-mayn 

Bha, etc. 



John never doubted 



lliat his offer had been accepted. 

So he went to the church in arms^ 

How the women opened their eyes^ 
and shouted with joy. 

When his sword glittered at Uie 
sermon! 

There was, etc. 



Ghaidh lit' richean falaich, 

ohay' lit*-richeo fiU-ayoh 

A nun do Lochaber, 

a Dim do lochaber 

A dh-innseadh gu'n dech* e na armaibh, 

a TuiD-se' gmi deoh e na ann-ayv 

Ghabh an govaemer curam, 

jaT an go-yer-ner ' coram 

Bha gach geard air an dubladh, 

▼a gaoh gerd ayr an da-bla' 

Ag eagal gu*n duisgeadh e Albin. 
ag egal gan dajsg-a' e alabyn 

Bha, etc. 



Letters went privately 

Over to Lochaber, 

Telling of this demonstration dai>- 
gerous ; 

The governor took the alarm. 

Every guard was doubled. 

Lest he should come with all Albin at 
hb back. 

There was, etc. 



Leis na dh-eirich na phorabh, 

leys na yeyrich na foraT 

De dh-ardan Cblann-Domhnuil, 

(e yardan chlann-tor-nyll 

Na 'm bitheadh a phoca Ian argaid, 

nam bi'-e' a foc-a Ian aragayd 

Gu'n tugadh e dhachaidh dhuinn, 

gu'n duga' e yach-ay yuynn 

Bigh fhear na h-Appun, 

ri' fer na happnn 



From the quantity he inherited 

Of the haughty daring of the Mac- 
donalds, 

Had his pockets only been full of 
money, 

He would have brought us home 
The king of the men of Appin, 
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A dJi-aindeoii fir h-Shassunn — ^mar In defiance of the men of England- 

a jajnC-ai fir hMmna 

marbh't e, 

marvH e 

Bha, etc. There was, etc. 



unless killed. 



''S iomadh oganach ullamh, 

u-oma' ogan-ach nllay 

Nach eisdeadh an cnmasg, 

nach epii'»f an oumug 

Bba gu'n chlaidheamh, gu*n ghunna, 

ya gun chlaj'-ey gnn jvnna 

gu'n targaid, 
gun tara-gajd 

Ou'n urad na biodaig, 

gnn urad na bi-dajg 

'M falach fo chrioslaich, 
am fiJaoh fo chris-lajoh 

Ge d* bha mac a Ghiobaich 'n Ian armachd. 

ged va mao a yibaj-ay 'n Ian armao 

Bha, etc 

'S mor an diobhail do d* phersa 

■nor an di-vayl do d* fersa 

Na bh-agad de dh-acuinn, 

na vag-ad de yac-njnn 

Noirchaidheuchospailpeilnatarmaibh — When thou went magnificently under 

noyr ohay' n oho siMjlpejl na tarmayy arms — 

Do 8hli9ngean, do bheirtean. Thy reeds, thy looms, 

do Uinng-en do Tejrten 

Do spalainn, do chear'slean, Thy shuttles, thy dews, 

do ^al-ayn do ohen-len 

Dobhuilgdo chraicean*sdomharachunn.* And thy skin-bags full o{ maraehunn,* 

do ynylig do cteto^ 'ado vaiaohnnn 



Many are the ready youths 

That would not hesitate to respond to 
the gathering call, 

That were without swords, guns, or 
targets, 



Without so much as a dirk 

Concealed beneath their belts. 

When the son of Gibbie went under 
full arms. 

There was, etc. 
Great disparagement to thy person 
Was thy excess of harness, 



JRmn.*' 



Chorus.'^ 



Bha claidheamh air Iain, air Iain, air Iain, A sword was on John, on John, on 



▼a 



John, 



daj'-ey ayr i-ayn a^rr i-ayn ajr i-ayn 

Bha daidheamh air Iain sa'nt-shearmain; A sword was on John at the sermon ; 

▼a day'-ev ayr i-ayn aan tera-mayn 

Bha claidheamh air Iain, air deas-lamh A sword was on John, the right-handed 

day'-ev ayr i-ayn ayr daa-lav 



▼a 



mo chridhe, 

mo ofari'-^ 



man of my heart. 



'S e dheanadh an fhighe-neo-chearbach. Who makes the weaving not awk- 



ae yena' an i^-e ne-o-oherbaoh 



wardly. 



* This word hat no repreaentatiTe in EngUih. It means the wool of sheep that died and were left 
to rot or be consumed with birda and beaata of prey on the hill, after haying been gathered and hoarded 
earefolly. 
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The Graelic scholar wiU agree with me when I say that my tianaladoii has 
taken the soul oat of *' Claidheamh air Iain,** which is all hot oneqaaDed, as a 
burlesque, in the orig^al, but it is reduced to the common place in the 
translation, if I must call that a translation in which the words used are 
anything but equivalent to those of the original But though I am regretfully 
sensible of the injustice to which I am subjecting my grand&ther Bomhnull 
Mac Raonuil, by rendering his humourous poetry into English with such 
severity, I cannot help quoting a few verses of one or two more of his 
humourous burlesques or 8atire& The subject of the foDowing verses was aba 
a Glencoe-man, who had learned the tailoring trade in Glasgow. On re- 
turning home after an absence of several years, the first person the taOor met 
with, at some distance from the clachan, was an old simple-minded aunt of his 
own. The tailor, like many of his trade, was a gay and humourous wag, and 
being ** spike and span new'' in his outlandish Lowland dress, and totally changed 
in his appearance since his aunt had seen him, he thought it a good joke to pan 
himself off on the old woman as a great foreign gentiemaa He told her many 
curious stories, and asked many curious questions, by which her simplicity and 
credulity were drawn forth in a very ludicrous manner. Being an exoeDent 
mimic, the graceless fellow narrated the interview at a merry-meeting of hb 
friends in the evening, with a humour which produced roars of laughter at the 
expense of the aunt Domhnull Mac Baonuil was not pleased with tiie 
** Saxonlzed" tailor for this irreverent eidiibition of his aged relative ; deter- 
mined to turn the tables on him, he caused his ''inexpressibles*' to be abstracted 
after he went to bed, and fixing them like a banner, on a hay fork, sent them, 
with three verses of poetry, to his fiiend Callart, requesting that he would pass 
them in like manner to his next neighbour, as " lame dyvors" used to be passed 
from house to house of old in the Highlands. Callart sent them to Lundavra, 
Lundavra to Glenevis, Glenevis to Letterfinlay, and so on. In short, the unlucky 
'' breeks" travelled from chieftain to chieftain, and clan to clan, through every 
strath, glen, and shieling in the whole north Highlands, on their poetic missioD, 
and the result was hundreds of verses, many of them exceedingly satirical 
and picturesque, for almost all Highlanders of the olden time could clothe 
their thoughts in rhyme, and they never hesitated to satirise one another 
without restraint, according to the humour of the passing moment I can only 
make room for the three introductory verses and chorus, by DomhnuU Mac 
Baonuil, but can assure any one who has leisure and taste for the collection of 
Ghtelic poetry, that the medley of verses on '' Brigis Mhic Ruaridh,** (to be 
found in all parts of the country) are well worthy of his attenticm. 



BBIQIS MHlC BUARAIDH. — ROBTBOM's BBEECHE8. 

A bhrigis a bh-agad an am dol a chadal. The " breeks" he had when he went 

a ▼rigis a vagad an am dol a chad-al to sleep, 

Noir dhuisg usa mhaduinn cha d'fhuair u i, When he awoke in the morning he did 

nojT jnjflg nsa Ta-doTnii cha d n-a/r n i not find ; 
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'6 cha d' fbag iad na h-aite ach seorsa 

■ oha dag i-ad na hajt^ aoh ae-or-aa 

do mhagan,* 

do yagan 

Sa &ighte fear spagach a shuaineadh- 

aa fajte fer spag-ach a ha-ajne'- 

chadh, 
dia' 



They left in its place but a sort of 
magan^ 



In which a splay-shaped man might 
be swathed. 



Fonn : — Chorua : — 

Oh ho, oh ho, oh he, oh he, Oh ho, oh ho, oh he, oh he, 
Ant-fhisrich,ant-fharaid,naDCualadhsibh, Searched ye, asked ye, or heard ye, 

an tis-rioh an tar-ayd nan cn-al-a' aiv 

Oh ho, oh ho, oh he, oh he, Oh ho, oh ho, oh he, oh he, 

Co idir thug brigis mhic Ruaraidh leis ? For the wandering breeks of Borison ? 

00 i-dir bug bri-gia vie ni-a-raj' leys 



'S ioma brachdlachf 's cuil ghabhadh 'n 

brac-lach 's cuyl ya-vay' *n 



u-oma 



robh brigis an taileir 

loy bri-gb an tayl-eyr 

Mu*n d' thainig i *n Charnaich ga fuar- 

mon dajn-ig in char-naych ga fii-ar- 

achadh ; 
aob-a' 

Nan innsinn a h-eachraidh, a slainneadh, 

nan inn-onn a heo-ray' a slaynne' 

*s a cleachda, 

aa deo-a 



Bu ghrad chuirte a Shassun air fuadach i! 

bn yrad diayrt a hassonn ayr fa«a-dadi i 
Oh ho, etc. 

Thoir an nun an trius-balcach do Challart 

hoyr an nan an tnis-balo-aoh do oballart 

a phailteis, 

a fayl-teya 

Is abir ri'm charraid, le suairceadas» 

IB abir rim oharr-ayd le aa-ayro-ed-aa 

Ou bheil i mar bhalcach o stairsnich gu 
gn Teyl i mar Talcach o atayra-nioh ga 

stairsnich, 

atayra-nioh 

A solar ndnn tharsuinn 's na tuadh- 

a Bolar raynn har-anynn ana tu-a' 

chriochann. — Oh, ho, etc. 

diriooh-ann 



Many were the lairs and queer recesses 
that were visited by the breeks 

of the tailor 

Before they came to cool themselves 
at Camach; 



Were I to tell their history, their 
lineage, their habits. 



Quickly would they be banished to 
England. 

Oh ho, etc. 

Carry the splay-shaped trews to 
bountiful Callart, 



And say to my friend modesUy, 

That it is on a foraying expedition 
jBrom door-step to door-step. 



To gather oblique rhymes in the 
north country. — 

Oh, ho, etc. 



* The drawen,— but meaning anything toad-shaped, or ngly. 

f Brachdladi was andently the name of a wolfs laii ; it dov means the cairns in which foxes breed. 

Hh 
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I regret that I cannot repair the injury done to my worthy grandfather in 
these translations, by quoting some of his war and hunting songs; but the quantity 
of matter agreed upon by the publisher is already exceeded. I must, however, 
before parting with Domhnull Mac Raonuill, submit the chorus and a single verse 
of his poem on the battle of Sheriffmuir, which is reputed his best. Indeed, it 
is perhaps the happiest combination of the humourous and satirical to be found 
in the language, though my translation reduces it to a lifeless skeleton. I must, 
therefore, in justice to the author, entreat of those of my readers who understand 
the original, to explain this to such of their friends as do not. What, for 
instance, can be less like the original, in the estimation of the Graelic scholar, 
than the following translation of the chorus ? The first line of the chorus, with the 
exception of two unconnected words, consists of mere sounds ; yet these empty 
sounds and isolated words, by their solemn gravity, and the sounding dignity of 
the air and measure, give such a ludicrous effect to the chorus as involuntarily 
provokes a burst of laughter. Indeed, this chorus is a whole satire in itself! 



Fonn : — 
Ho ro agus ho ! ho ro an teagal ! 
Mile mallachd nar deigh, 
6u leir o'n theich sibh ! 

Fir^, faire, Lochial ! 
*S clisg thair sliabh do bhratach ! 
'M bu chleachda dhith riamh 
Sealtain fiatadh *s sgapadh? 

Ob, ob, na *' fir-mhor" 
Shrath-lochaidh bhradain ! 
Dhoch-an-assaidh chruidh-mhin, 
Luib is ghlinn Locbaircaig ! 



Chorus: — 
Ho ro and ho ! ho ro the panic ! 
(May) a thousand curses pursue, 
Since all of you have fled ! 

Fi-re, fai-re,* Lochiel ! 

How swiftly thy banner (clan) 

Has cleared the heath ! 

Is it always their wont 

Thus to shy and scatter ? 

Ob, ob,* the " big warriors" 

Of Strathlochy of the salmon ! 

Of Doch-an-assay of milky kine. 

And the holms and glens of Locbaircaig! 



This verse is a parody on the corresponding verse of a song then reoent^ 
in which a Cameron, rather fulsomely, perhaps, praises the " fir-mhor" of these 
parts of the clan district The poem on Sheriffmuir has never been published, 
but stray verses of it are to be found in the districts of the clans who distinguished 
themselves by running away, as well as in those of the clans who behaved as 
usual : for, so far from being rude and barbarous was the Highland warrior of 
past ages, as to enable me to state it as a well known trait in his character, that 
he never took offence at anything humourous or satirical, of which he himself or 
his friends or clan were the subject. When Lochaber was occupied by native 
Highlanders, fifty years ago, I was present at many social meetings, in which 
such songs were sung with the utmost good humour and heartiness, by parties 
whose friends and clans (and, in a few instances, who even persoB&Hy) figured 
in them ; and I am very sure that there are many still living who can c(HToborate 
my statement that this was a feature of the Highland character. But I may 

* Moddng and utrcastic ezclamationt which have no equiyalents in EngUsh. 
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also remark that this humourous satire was the less calculated to give ofifence, 
because the retrograde movement of the left wing of the Highlanders was 
palpably caused by mismanagement, — ^ludicrously accelerated by the conduct of 
a nobleman, who, in the novel position in which he found himself, lost his 
presence of mind, and made '^ confusion worse confounded,'* and, especially, 
because the clans that '' ran away" were kept in countenance by the running 
away of at least an equal number on the other side. Hence this singular battle 
was literally regarded as a burlesque by both parties. However, nobody doubted 
or could doubt the patriotism or heroism either of an Erskine, a Gordon, a 
Cameron, or a Mackenzie. The clans could, therefore, afibrd to laugh, and did 
laugh heartily, at Domhnull Mac BaonuilPs humourous description of the blunders 
of *' Latba Sliabh an t-8hirradL*' Bonald of the Shield, Donald's father, speaks 
of Sir Ewen of Lochiel, in his verses on Eilliecrankie, with great admiration, 
and both he and his son had many connexions and relatives among the Cameron& 
The wives of Lundavra and Meoble were the aunts of Domhnull Mac Baonuiirs 
wife, and their sons were present in the battle, along with their fathers. It is 
said that the song above mentioned, written by a Cameron, in which he rather 
violated good taste by a too exaggerated praise of his clan, was the cause of 
Donald's severity. The conduct of the Camerons under their illustrious chief 
in '' the battles of three kings" really justified the family bard in speaking oS 
them with enthusiasm ; but nothing was more distasteful to the plain, honesti 
Highland warrior than self-laudation. In this he was not singular. Brave men 
of all ages and countries abominated self-glorification and gasconade. Than 
that of their Spanish friends, nothing could be more nauseous to Wellington's 
army, who were themselves perfectly contented with the stinted measure of 
praise conceded by their leader, knowing that their deeds spoke for them. I 
have it on good authority, that Donald thought the Camerons made too much of 
their laurels, and hence that he willingly availed himself of their escapade at 
Sherififmuir to rebuke their egotism. Be that as it may, he was more severe on 
the Camerons than on any of the other clans that had been bungled on the 
occasion. Hence Sir Ewen, who was confined to bed from age and infirmity, 
on hearing the song, thought that the Camerons were the first to run away ; 
and, ascribing their supposed degradation to the leading of the young chief, his 
son, he was so indignant as to have determined on putting him to death with 
his own hand. He desired his henchman to send in the young chief, ** as he 
wanted to question him on the above subject." The faithful clansman did as 
he was bid ; but having seen the old man feeling the edge of the sword (which 
usually lay by his bedside) with his hand, before sending him for his son, he 
took the alarm, and cautioned him to keep away from his father's couch. In a 
conversation in reference to this tradition with one of Sir Ewen's gallant 
descendants, General Ross of Glenmoidart, he corroborated this part of it with an 
expression of face which left the impression that he strongly sympathised with 
his illustrious ancestor's feelings on the subject of the flight at Sherifimuir. 
Domhnull Mac Baonuill and Donnacha-ban-nan-oran were great friends, 
alihough the former was a much older man, and they fought on dififereat sides 
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in *' the forty-five." They had a meeting with some Athole-men at Altnafe, 
in which the warrior-bards played-off some humooroos practical jokes oa the 
honest Otsgeanj which they made the subject of two graphic and spirited jtMx 
<f esprit^ bnt I cannot repeat them. On this occasion, they had a bet, which 
lesolted in two of the best descriptive poems in the language, the subject being 
their favourite forests — Coirreachan, Ghlinne-Comhan and Beindorain. The 
former will be found in the first edition of Aillein Dallas works, and the latter 
in every Graelic song book. 

I had told my son, William D. Campbell, author of the " Raid of Albyn," 
since deceased, and a young and talented relative, D. R. Macdonald, that the 
single and double emphatic notes, (see page 144) formed, very generally, a dis- 
tinction between Highland and Lowland melodies, and that in the Highland 
melodies converted into Lowland melodies, the smgle note is usually lengthened 
into a drawl, and the double note into a long sliding note. I crooned to them 
an air to which I had written some verses in Tait's Magazine, in 1849, '^ Begone, 
hope," as showing that English words could be adapted very happily to these 
emphatic notes, and expressed my regret, that by overlooking this characteristic 
of Highland melodies in his Scottish songs, even Bums had totally failed to 
make songs to Highland air^ popular. I begged of them (for both had a taste 
for writing songs to Highland melodies) never to forget to adapt their words to 
these notes when composing songs to such Gaelic airs. I received the follow- 
ing verses from my son in a few days afterwards, as the result of my advica 
They are not an imitation of the Gaelic words sung to the same air ; but they 
fully illustrate this subject, and may perhaps interest the reader, though on a 
subject already abundtmtly celebrated by some of our sweetest and most tender 
lyrical writers. I may remark, as showing that the poetic taste may be 
inherited, that both of the young gentlemen are descended from Ronald of the 
Shield, through a son and daughter of Domhnuill Mac-Raonuill. 



LAMENT FOB PBINCS CHABLES. 

The battle is lost, the clansmen are Foremost, where wildest raged warfare 

scattered, and danger, 

The shield of our country by treachery Fierce rush'd the Ghwl through the 

shattered, ranks of the stranger ; 

Our mirth turned to mourning, our But dark, deadly treason made might 

hopes to bewailing, unavailing, 

For lowly in death sleep the valiant And gory CuUoden has left us bewailing. 

and daring. lUerinn, etc. 

Chorus : — 

nierinn o na ho ro, The daughters of Albyn, distracted 
Illerinn o na ho hi, with sorrow, wail, 

Illerinn o na ho ro, Coranachs echo from Etive to Borro- 
I-uro-vi-o na ho hi. dale ; 
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Olencoe, and Glenmoidart, and distant The red deer lies safe by the lone 



Strathallan, 



moonlit fountain ; 



Bepeat the sad wail, for their bravest But though tempests should rave as 



are fallen. — 
nierinn, etc. 

The eagle finds rest in his eyre on the 
mountain, 



the night round him gathers, 
Our Prince finds no home in the land 
of his fathers. — 
Illerinn, etc. 



The verses to the following tune are commemorative of the surprise of a 
party of English soldiers from the castle of Lochandorb, by the Macdonalds. 
King Edward having in one of his Scottish Raids, placed a garrison in that 
castle, they were necessitated to make an excursion into the surrounding country 
for supplies. One of these parties, which had committed cruel excesses in a 
foraging expedition, were overtaken when at their kale^ {Angled^ dinner,) and 
their conduct in the plundered clachans having been infamous, the pursuers 
determined to make an example of them. They took the ears of all the men, 
and the tails of all the horses, and sent them in this state to join the main army, 
then in full retreat. The tradition is thus adverted to in a Macdonald parody 
on the Gaelic verses to ** The Campbells are coming." — 



to J 



SiadClan-dhonnuillthami'gaireamh, — It is the Macdonalds I am com- 
memorating,— 
Buidheanga'nordughsroilisarmaibh, — The party to whom has been decreed 

banners and arms — 
Buidhean dheas ullamh fhuir urram an The ready, active party that are famed 

Allabin, in Albyn, 

Dh-f hag an trup shallach air cumachd Who left the infamous troop trimmed 
na h-earba. like roes, (without taik) 



" Call a Dhollaidh" is known in the Lowlands as '' The Haughs of Cromdale," 
and the comparison of the two sets illustrates, so far, the above characteristics 
of Highland and Lowland tune& I will also submit, in farther corroboration, 
Captain Carrick*s strathspey, which has been tamed down into '* Dinna think, 
bonnie lassie," to accord with the Scottish taste. I could furnish scores of 
examples, but consider that unnecessary, my object being simply to point out 
what I believe to constitute a general distinction between Caledonian and 
Scottish music. 



SUD MAB CHAIDH AN CAL DHOLAIDH.— SO WAS THB KALE SPOILED. 



Sud mar chaidh an cal a dholaidh, 

and mar ohaj' an cal a yol-aj' 

Sud mar chaidh an cal a dholaidh, 

sad mar obaj' an oal a yol-ay' 



That was the way that the kale was 
spoiled, 

That was the way that the kale was 
spoiled, 



246 



THB IfUSIC 



Sud mar chaidh an cal a dbolaidh, 

Bud mar chaj' an cal a yol-aj' 

Air na bodaich ghalda. 
ayr na bo-daych yalda 



That was the way that the kale was 
spoiled, 

On the boorish strangers. 



The gallant seaman has a somewhat light reputation in Gaelic poetry, more 
perhaps from his wandering life than any inconsistency peculiar to his profession. 
It is impossible to conceive that an open, honest, sterling character, like the 
British seaman, could be inconstant in love ; but if a heartless fickleness is 
really his character, it is not to be wondered at that a simple, honest-hearted 
lassie will not believe so. Be that as it may, however, he has ever been the object 
of ardent love and enduring constancy with the warm-hearted Highland maiden. 
The following is of the duanag class of songs, which are never sung as «oZm, 
the^^n or chorus being always sung by the audience. Although the duanagan 
or lilts are therefore generally of a light, hilarious character, they are not 
necessarily so, and many of them, like *' Fear a Bhata," (literally boatman, the 
usual title of a man sailing his own ship in the Highlands) are strikingly pathetic 
and beautiful, both for sentiment and imagery. 



FHEAB A BHATA. 



*S trie mi sealtinn 'o'n chnoic is airde, 

■trio mi aeldno on onoyc is ayrde 

Dh-f hiach a faic mi fear a bhata ; 

yi-aoh a fiiyo mi fer a vata 

Ach 's ann a tha gach aon ag raitean 

ach sann a ha gaoh aon ag rayten 

6ur mi bha gorach noir thug mi gradh 

gnr mi va gorach noyr hog mi gra' 
dhath. 



Often do I look from the highest hill 

For the man of the boat ; 

But everybody tells me 

That I was foolish in giving him my 
love. 



Fonn : — 
Fbear a bhata, na horo eile, 

er a vata na horo eyl^ 

Fhear a bhata, na horo eile ; 

er a vata na horo eyl^ 

Fhear a bhata, na horo eile, 
er a vata na horo eyl^ 

A ruin 's luaidh gur a truagh na 

a myn 's In-ay' gnr a tm-a' na 

d* dheidh mi 
d' ycy' 



Chorus: — 
Man of the boat, horo eyle, 

Man of the boat, horo eyl6 ; 

Man of the boat, horo eyW, 

My love, my treasure, sad am I 
after thee. 



mi 



Tha mo chairdean gu trie ag innseadh My friends often tell me 

ha mo ohayr-den gu trio ag inn-se' 

Gufeum mi t-aogaisachuir air di-chuinn' ; That I must give thy image to forget- 

gn feym mi taog-ays a ohnyr ayr £-chayn fulness ; 



OF THE HIGHLAND CLANS. 



247 



Ach tha^D comhairle dhomhchodiamhainy But their advice to me ia tmavaiHog 

ich ban co'-ajrle yov oho di-a-vaja 

'S tilleadh mara *s i toirt a lionaidh. — As attempting to turn the tide when 

stille' mara si tojrt a li-o-oaj' flowing. 

Fhear, etc. Man, etc. 



Thug mi gaol dhut 's cha'n fhoad mi 

hng mi gaol yat ^s chan aod mi 

aicheadh ; 
ajoh-a' 

Cha ghaol bliadhnadh, 's cha ghaol raidh, 
cha yaol bli-a'-na 's cha jaol ray' 

Ach gaol a thoiseich noir bha mi am 

acfa gaol a hoy-sioh Dojrr va mi am 
phaisdean, 

*S nach searg a choidh gns an cloidh 

aoaoh aerag a dioy' gos an doy' 

am bas mi. — Fhear, etc. 

am baa mi 



I have given thee mj love, and cannot 
recal it ; 



It was not love for a year, nor love 
for a quarter, 

But love which began when I was a 
child. 



And which will not fade until death 
has conquered. — 
Man, etc. 



Tha mo chridhe briste, bruite, 

ha mo chri'-e briate bmyte 

'S trie na deoir a ruidh o'm shuilean, 

stric na de-oyr a ruy' t)m hny-len 

An tig u nochd nam bi mo dhuil riut? 

an tig a noc nam bi mo ynyl ri-nt 

Na'n duin mi'n dorus le osnadh thursaich? 

nan dnyn min donu le osna' hor-aaych 

Fhear, etc. 

6e do their iad gu bheil u eatrom, 
ge do heyr i-ad gu veyl n e-trom 

Cha do lughdaich sin mo ghaolsa ; 
cha do lu'-daych ain mo yaol-aa 

Bithidh tu 'm aisling ann *s an oiche, 

bi'-i tn'm ayaling ann aan oy-ehs 

'S ann sa mhaduinn bith mi ga d'fhoi- 

aann aa va-dnynn bi' mi ga d oy- 

neachd. — Fhear, etc. 

nee 
Bidhidh mi tuille gu tursacb, deurach, 

bi'-i' mi tnylle ga tnr^aech der-aoh 

Mar eala bhain an deigh a reubadh, 

mar ella vayn an dey' a reyba' 

Guilleag bais aic air lochan feurach, 
gayll-ag baya ayo ayr loohan ftyr-aoh 

Is each uille an deigh a treigeidh. — 

h each nylle an dey' a deygsay' 

Fhear, etc. 



My heart is bruised, broken, 

My tears feil continually, 

Wilt thou come to-night, or need I 
expect thee ? 

Or shall I shut the door with a sob of 
grief? — 
Man, etc. 

Though they say thou art flighty, 

That has not lessened my love to thee ; 

Thou art in my dreams at night, 

And in the morning my inqukies are 
after thee. — 
Man, etc. 



I am henceforth sorrowful, tearful. 
Like a wounded swan, 

Singing her death song on the grassy 

laKe, 
Forsaken by all her compamons.— . 

Man, etc 
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The following verses are of considerable antiquity, and have been alwayi 
admired. 

MARI BHOIDHBACH. — BONNY MABY. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, gur mor mo Bonny Mary, great is my love to thee ; 

a yari voyech gur mor mo 

ghaol ort, 

yaol ort 

'S trie mi cuimhneachadh ort 's mi Often do I think of thee when alone ; 

Btrio mi cajnecha' ort smi 

m' aonar ; 

maonar 

6e do shiubhlainn gach ceam de'n Although I should wander the world 

ge do hi-a-lajno gaoh oejm den over, 

t-saoghal, 
tao'-al 

Bi t-iomhaigh bhoidheach tigh'n beo Thy beautiful image would come alive 
bi tiv-ay' voyech ti'n bc-o on every side. 

gach taobh dhiom. 

gaoh taoy ji-om 

Fonn : — Chorus : — 

A Mhari bhoidheach, 's Mhari ghaolach, Mary beautiful, Mary lovely, 

a Tari voy'-ech *8 van yaol-ach 

A Mhari bhoidheach, gur mor mo Mary beautiful, great is my love to 

a van voy'-ech gur mor mo thee ; 

ghaol ort ; 

yaol ort 

A Mhari bhoidheach, gur tu chloidh mi, Mary beautiful, thou afflict€St 

a van voy'-ech gur to ohloy' mi 

'S dh-fhag mi bronach gun doigh air And makest me sorrowful, since I 

*8 yag mi bron-ach gun doy' ayr know not how to won thee. 

t-fhaotuinn. 

taot-uyn 

'S mor a Vanns' bhi le Mari bhoidheach, Much more would I desire to be with 

smor a banns vi le mari voy'-eoh bonny Mary, 

Ambothanairidhfosgath,namorbheann, In a bothy under the shadow of the 

am bo' -an ayri' fo sga' na mor-Tenn great mountains, 

Na bhith 'm righ ann 's an Roinn-Eorpa, Than to be a king in Europe, 

na id'm ri' ann aan royn-e-orpa 

Gun choir ah: Mari mo ghraidh am Without a right to my beloved Mary. 

gnn choyr ayr mari mo yray' am Mary, £c. 

posadh. — A Mhari, etc. 
po6-a' 

Chithear feidh air sgeith 's na speuran, Deer will be seen on their wings in 

ohi'-er fey' ayr sgey' tna speyran the sky, 

Chithear iasg a falbh nan sleibhtean, Fish will be seen walking on the 

chi'-er i-asg a fidv nan deyyten Wolds, 



OF THB HIGHLAND CLANS. 



249 



Chithear sneachda dubh air gheagaD, 

ohi'-er sneao-t day tjrr yeygan 

Ma faicer caochladh air mo speis dhait.- 

ma fiijo-er caooh-la' ajrr mo ^78 jujt 

A Mhari, etc. 



Snow will be seen black on the trees, 

Before a change is seen in my love to 
tiiee. — 
Mary, &c. 



6ur tu flur is boidhche an garadh, 

giir ta flar is boy'-die an gara' 

'A Mlean allail nach lub le faillinn ; — 
a &yllea allajl naoh lab le fiiyllin 

Mar shoilse greine air sleibhtean arda, 

mar hojiflo grejnd ajr sleTYten arda 

Tha coltas, ceutadh is beusan, Mari. — 

ha ooltaa oeyta' ia beyBan mari 

A Mhari, etc. 



Thou art the flower most beautiful in 
the garden, 

The noble sapling that will not bend 
with a flaw, — 

Like sunshine on the highest wolds, 

In appearance, purity and virtue is 
Mary. — 
Mary^&c. 



Do shuil ghorm mheallach fo d' mhalaidh 

do hajl yorm Tellach fo d* val-ay' 
bhoidhich, 

▼oy'-ayoh 

Do bheulan tana air dhath nan rosain, 

do yeylaa tana ayr ya' nan rofr-ayn 

Do shlios mar chana an gleannan 

do lis mar ohana an glennan 

mointich, 

moyntich 

*S do ghruaidh mar chaoran fo sgiadh 
*■ do yra-ay' mar ohaoran fo .agey 

na morbheann. — ^A Mhari, eta 



Thy eye blue and large, beneath a 
graceful eyebrow. 



Thy lips slender and of the colour of 
the rose, 

Thy bosom like cana in a sequestered 
glen. 



Thy cheeks like the rowan-berry under 
the wing of the high mountain. — 
Mary, &c. 



na 



mor-venn 



Cha dean eala air slios na mor-thonn, 

efaa den ella ayr alia na mor-honn 

Cha dean smeoil ann an doire ceothar ; 

cha den ame^yl ann an doyr^ oe-o'-ar 

Cha dean emit nan theud binn ach 

cha den crnyt nan teyd binn ach 

cronan, 

cronan 

Noir a sheinneas mo Mhari bhoidheach. 

noyr a beynnes mo van Toy^-eoh 

A Mhari, etc. 



The swan makes not over the majestic 

waves. 
The thrush in a mist enveloped grove, 

The harp of sweetest chords, but a 
murmur 



When sings my beautiful Mary — 



Mary, &c. 



A choisir bhega nan oran cianael, 

a choysir Tega nan oran ci-an-el 

Am bar nan geagan nan aird na h-iarmailt, 

am bar nan gegan nan ayrd na hi-ar*mayU 



Little choir of the pensive minstrelsy, 

Whether in the tops of the boughs 
or in the height of the skies, 

II 
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Na biodh lathadh ann sa bhlianadh, Let no day pass during the year, 

na bi' la'-a' ann sa vfi-a-na' 

Nacb seinn sibh ceol do mo Mbari In which you do not sing to comely 

nacii seynn tiy oe-d do mo vari Mary. 

chiataicb. — ^A Mbari, etc. 
du-a-tajoh 

Noir a bbidbis mi gu tursach, tiambaidh, When I am heavy, melancholy, 

Dojr a Ti'-is mi gu tonach ti-a-yay' 

Mo chridb' fo iomagain *8. le curam My heart anxious and full of care, 

mo dui' fo i-o-ma-gayn de coram 

lionteadh, 

linte' 

Ni do gbnuis a tba mar gbrian dbomb, Thy £bu^, which is as the sun to me, 

ni do ymi-is-aa ha mar yri-an joy 

M' eibbneas coimbliont' noir thig u *m Completes my joy when in my 

meTY-oet coyv-lont noyr hig u'm presence. — 

fbianuis. — A Mbari, etc. Mary, etc. 

i-an-oyB 

I happened, many years ago, to be asked by a friend, the editor of a 
provincial newspaper, to attend a concert which be could not attend himself, 
and supply the necessary notice of an opera singer of some eminence from 
London, who was to delight (and assuredly did delight) the natives on the 
occasion. It struck me that the vocalist, by bis voice and attitude, in singing ibe 
'' Death of Nelson," exceedingly resembled an ambitious young clergyman of my 
acquaintance, who was very fond of exhibiting all the attitudes, intonations, and 
graces of elocution from his pulpit, but who was too apt to forget to suit them 
to his subject. Thus, when die subject was a supplication, the voice and 
attitudes were not unfrequently those suited to a remonstrance ; and when the 
subject was remonstrative, the voice and attitudes were often those of supplica- 
tion ; and so on. The opera singer reminded me forcibly of the preacher when 
singing the '' Death of Nelson," and it is possible that my feeling of the 
ridiculous, from the association of the two charlatans, when writing, gave a 
sharper point to my criticism, for the one was preaching and the other singing 
vrith a view to efifect, not from feeling. He made Nelson mewl and cry like a 
whipt weafif because he was dying '' for England, home, and beauty," when there 
is little doubt that the last throb of the hero's heart was a throb of joyful exulta- 
tion at the realization of the dream of his heroic life, that be vxmld die " for 
England, home, and beauty." My paragraph met the eye of Mr John Wilson, 
the delightful illustrator and singer of the songs of Scotland : he v^ intro- 
duced and dined with me, and the subject having turned on the songs of the 
Highlands, I introduced some Highland songs, with the traditions connected 
with them, and, my voice being at that time good, sung them in a style with 
which be was much pleased. As I expressed my regret that we had no Highlander 
to illustrate the songs of the Grael, be begged of me to imitate two or three in 
English, and to send them to him, with copies of the music, and promised to bring 
them out at his concerts in London. I got the muric copied by a precentor, from 
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my own voice ; and, although I was anything but pleased with the melodies 
when played from the copies, I hoped that Mr Wilson's superior voice and 
memory would enable him to make something like the originals out of them. 
Mr Wilson wrote to me expressing himself pleased with the. traditions and 
verses, but declared that '^ the soul was taken out of the melodies." He was 
preparing for his visit to Canada, and said that he would come to see me on 
his return, and learn them *'by heart" from my own voice; but he never 
returned. These are the traditions and verses which I published in Tait*s 
Magazine in May 1849. I beg leave to submit the imitation of one of these 
songs here, rather than a literal translation of the original. The last English 
verse was added by myself. 



CALLUM A OHLINNE. — MALCOLM OF THE GLEN. 



Mo chailinn donn og 's mo ni^hean dubh 

mo chaylin donn og s mo m'-en dnv 

thogarrach, 

hoga-rach 

Thogainn ort fonn 's neo throm gu'n 

hog-ajn ort fonn a ne-o hiom gun 

togainn, 

tog-ajnn 

Mo nighean dubh gu*n fhiaraidh mo 

mo ni'-en dav gnn i-ar-aj' mo 

bhriadhar gu'n togainn, 

Tri'-ar gnn tog-ajnn 

'8 gun innsinn an taobhar nach ealaer 

8 gnn inn-ainn an ta-o-var naoh eler 

gad thogradh, 

gad hog-ra' 

Mo chailinn donn og. 

mo obaylin donn og 



My auburn-haired maid, so fair and 
comely, 



So spri 



rorightly 
lovely, 



c^d gay, so kind and 



Of thee I would sing, the cause re- 
lating 



Why thou art not wooed, when others 
are mating, 



My auburn-haired maid. 



Gu bheil u gu boidheach baindidh 

gn vey] n go boy'-eoh bajn-di' 

bannael, 

ban-nd 

Gun chron ort fo'n ghrein gu'n bheum 

gon diron ort fon T^^jn gon veym 

gu'n sgainnir, 

gnn Bgaynnir 

Gur gili n fo'd leine na eiteag na mara, 

gnr gQ' n foM leyn^ na ey-teg na mara 

'8 tha choir agam fein gu'n cheile bhi 

's ha ohoyr agam feyn gon chqrla t! 

mar riut, 
mar ri-nt 

Mo chailinn donn og. 

mo chaylin donn og 



Thou art pure as the snow on the hill- 
crest swelling, 



In beauty arrayed, in mind excelling. 



But, ah me, thy sire in the shell 
delighted. 

And thou, my young tocherless daugh- 
ter, art slighted. 



• My auburn-haired maid. 
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Noir bhioB mi air feil *s na ceudnan 

noyr vis mi ayr feyl 8 na oey-dan 
mar rium, 

mar ri-un 

Do chuideachadh choir a dh-olas drama, 
do chuyd-ao-a' choyr a yolas drama 

Ga*n suidh mi mu'n bhord 's gun traigh 

gan say mi mmi void 8 gun traj' 

mi mo sherreag, 

mi mo herrag 

*S cha d' thuirt mo bhen riamh rium 
1 cha d hajrt mo Ten ri-av ri-nm 

ach " Dia leat a ChaUum I" 

aoh di-a let a chaUam 

Mo chailinn donn og. 
mo cbaylin domi og 

6ed tba mi gu^n or le ol 's le iomairt, 
ged ha mi gnn or le ol 8 le iomayrt 

'S air bheagan do ni le pris na mine, 

1 ayr vegao do ni le pria na min^ 

Tha 'm ortan aig dia 's e fialaidh uime, 
ha mortan ajg di-a 8 e fi-a-lay' ujmi 

'S ma gheibh mi mo shiainte gu'm paidh 
8 mo jeyr mi mo olajnt^ gmn pay 

mi na shir mi, 

mi na hir mi 

Mo chailinn donn og. 

mo chaylin donn og 



When I meet at the fair with set of 
good fellows, 



My heart it expands, my feelings it 
mellows, 

I drink, laugh, and sing with the glee 
of a cMan^ 



Tet my wife's harshest phrase is but 
''God sain thee, Allan r 



My auburn-haired maid. 



My social profusion, the darg of my 
cranteSf 

Have lessened my folds, and scattered 
my monies ; 

But none values Allan at less than 
he's owing, 

And Fortune, still friendly, her gifts is 
bestowing. 



My aubum-luured maid. 



Ton sour-hearted boor who scorns my 
example. 



Who grubs and who motls^ though his 
means are ample. 



Who spends in the year scarce the 
price of a ffoUan^ 



'S ioma bodachan gnu nach duirig 

8 i-oma bo-dach-an gnn naoh duyrig 

m'aithris, 
may'-ris 

Le thional air spreidh 's iad ga threigsin 

le hi-on-al ayr aprey' ' 8 i-ad ga h-reyg-ain 

san earrach, 
san emch 

Nach ol ann sa bhliadhna trian aghallain, 
naoh ol ann 8a vli-a'-na tri-an a yaU-ayn 

'Schatoirefo'nuirnasmunabheirCallum, Will bring 'neath the mooh no more 
8 cha toyr e fo'n nyr naa ma na beyr callam than Allan, 

Mo chailinn donn og. My auburn-haired maid. 

mo chaylin donn og 

I still for my friends have a cellar and pantry, 
I still have an arm and a sword for my country. 
For the needy and poor Tve a neuk yoni my haUan, 
And I've scorn for the knave who deems slightly of Allan,* 
My auburn-haired maid. 

* This line was luggeated by the tradition introductory to this song in Tait's Magaiine of May 1849. 
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CUMHADH MHIO CBUIHEN.- 

Dh-iadh ceo nan stuc mu aodan Chuilinn, 

ji-a' oe-o nm stoo ma aodan choyliim 

Is sheinn a bhean shith a torgan mulaid ; 

if heynn a Ten hi' a torogan mnlayd 

Tha suil ghorm chiain san dun a sile, 

ha sayl jorm chi-nyn un don a nl^ 

Bhon thriall e bh-oain sa dhiult e tilleadL 

▼OD h-ri-all e vn-aja sa ynjfU e tille' 

Fann: — 

Cha tiDeadh, cha tilleadh, cha tilleadh 
eha tine' cha tille' cha tille' 

Mac-Cruimen ! 

mao craymcn 

chogadh is iomairt cha tilleadh an 

choga' is im-ajrt cha tille' an 

cniridh ! 

cnyr-i' 

Cha tilleadh, cha tilleadh, cha tilleadh 
cha tine' cha tiDe' cha tiUe' 

Mac-Crnimen ! 

mao orn^rmen 

Cha till 6 gu brath, go la na crainneadh ! 
cha till e go bra' go la na crajmne' 

Tha osag an tnshleibh misg gheug a 

ha oeag an deyy miag jejg a 

cumhadh, 
cu-va' 

Oach sruthan is alt a bron ur bruthaich, 

gaoh sni'-an is alt a bron ayr bra'-aToh 

Thafillidhean nangengaseinngadubhach, 

ha filli'-en nan geyg a sejnn go dnrach 

0*n dh-fhalbh e bh-uain'snach till e tuille. 
on yalT e yn-ajn 'snaoh till e tayD§ 

Cha till, etc. 
Tha'n oiche fo neoil, Ian broin is mulaid, 

ban o-i-chefo ne-ojl Ian brojn is mn-lajd 

A bhirlinn fo sheol, 's cha'n fheorich 
a yir-linn fo he-ol *8 chan e-o-rich 

siubhal ; 

n-n-Tal 

Tha gair nan tonn ri fonn neo-shubhach, 
ha gayr nan tonn ri fimn ne-o-huTach 

A coidh gun t-albh 's nach till e tuille. 
a coy' gnn talav *snach till e tnyll^ 

Cha till, etc. 
Cha thionacl luchd ciuil san dun mu 

cha hi-on-ayl luchd ci-uyl san dun mu 

fheasgar, 
esgar 



-MAC CBUIMEN's lament. 

The mountain mist flows deep on 
Cullin, 

The fay sings her elegy sorrowful ; 

Mild blue eyes in the dun are in tears, 

Since he departed, and refused to 
return. 

Chorus: — 

He returns not, returns not, returns 
not Mac-Cruimen ! 



From war and conflict the warrior 
refuses to return ! 



He returns not, returns not, Mac- 
Cruimen would not return ! 



He will return no more, until the day 
of the last gathering ! 

The wind of the wold among the 
boughs is wailing, 



Each streamlet and bum is sad on 
the hills, 

The minstrels of the boughs are sing- 
ing mournfully, 

Since he departed, and will never 
return. — 
Betum, etc. 

The night is clouded, sorrowfuli and 



sad. 



The birlin under wl but reluctant 
to depart; 

The waves of the sea have a sound 
not happy. 

Lamenting that he departed, and will 
never return. — 
Betum, etc. 

Gather will not the tuneful race of 
the dun in the evening. 
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'S mactal1a,fo shard, le muirn ga freagairt ; 

'amac-UlU fo hard le majni ga freg-ajrt 

Gach fleasgach 's gach oigh, gun cheol, 
gaoh flesg-ach 's gach oif gon obe-d 

a tuireadh 

a tayr-€' 

Gun d' fhalbh e bh-oain, 's nach till e tnille. 

gun dalav e vo-ajn 'anach till e tajll^ 

Cha tilleadh, cha tilleadb, cba tilleadh, 
cha tilk' cha tiUe" cha tille' 

Mac-Cruimen, 

mac crajmen 

chogadh is iomairt cha tilleadh an 

o choga' is im-ayrt cha tille' an 

cuiridh ! 

cuyr-i' 

Cha tilleadh, cha tilleadh, cha tilleadh 

cha tille' cha tille' cha till' 

Mao-Cruimen ! 

Diao onijiDeo 

Cha till e ga brath, ga la na cruinneadh! 
eha tin 6 ga bia' ga la na cnijnne' 



answers them ; 

The yoaths and maidens are without 
music, lamenting 



That he departed from as, and will 
never return. — 

He returns not, returns not, retams 
not Mac-Cruimen I* 



From war and conflict the warrior 
refuses to return ! 



He returns not, returns not, Hac- 
Cruimen would not return ! 



He will return no more, until the day 
of the last gathering ! 

The late Archibald Leckie, Esq., Dyer, Paisley, an antiquary of some 
local .distinction, informed me that Shakespere was very fond of Highland lore 
and Highland melody, and that a grand-aunt of his, a Dumbartonshire lady, 
who was a very old woman when he was a boy, used to sing several of the 
ballads he composed to Highland airs. He recollected perfectly well her singing 
his ballad beginning " come with me, and be my love," to the air of Man 
Bhan. I heard this Gaelic song when I was a boy, and my impression is that 
it was very beautiful, but I forget all excepting one verse and the chora& 
These, and the melody, I quote merely for the sake of the above tradition. 
The air was taken down from the voice of a noble and generous enthusiast m 
every thing honourable to the Gael, Colin Campbell, Esq., Collector of Inland 
Bevenue, who entered with spirit into the Volunteer Movement, and is now 
captain of one of the Highland Companies in Sir Michael Shaw Stewart's 
regiment of Benfrewshire Volunteers. 

A KHAIQHDEAN MHODHAR. 



A mhaighdean mhodhar is boidh'che 

a vay'-deo ▼o'-ar is boj'-che 

dealbh, 
de-alv 



Maiden tender of the most beautiful 
(symmetrical) figure, 



Thy cheeks are as rowan red, 



Thy eyes like (blae) berries in morn- 
ing dew, 



Tha do ghruaigh mar an caoran dearg, 

ha do ym-ay mar an oaoran derag 

Do shuil mar dhearcaig fo dhriuchd so 
do hayl mar yero-ayg fo yri-ac so 

mhaduinn, 

Tad-oynn 

Do8hliosmareala,marshneachddolaimh. Thy bosom like the swan, thy hands 

do h-lis mar ella mar neohd do layv snow. 

* The last of this noble race of minttreli if a blind and Tenerable old gentleman liTing at Goorock. 
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Fann : — Chania : — 

Faillill oh ro, air Man bhain, Fayllill oh ro, ayr Man bhain, 

fajUill oh ro ayr mari vajn 

Faillill oh ro, gur tu mo ghradh ; Fayllill oh ro, gur tu mo yra' ; 

fmylUn oh ro gur ta mo yra' 

Faillill oh ro, na hu-ill o ro, Fayllill oh ro, na h-uill o ro, 

fiiyllill oh ro na ha-ill o ro 

Ga'n togain fonn, air mo Mhari bhain. Gun togain fonn, air mo Mari 

gun tog-ajQ fonn ayr mo Tari vayn bhain. 

DUANAO CEITEIN. — MAY LILT. 

Noir chuireas an Ceiten na geugan fo When May clothes the boughs with 

noyr chay-res an oeyten na geyg-an h bloom, 

bhlath, 
vU' 

Biodh na h-eoin a seinn a la *8 db-oiche And the birds smg in them night and 

bP na he-oyn a seynn a la's yoy-ohe day, 

sa la, 
aa la 

Bidh gobhair, bidh caoirich is crodh- There will be goats, sheep, milk cows, 

bi' govayr bi' caoyrich ii cn/- 

loigh le'n al, 
ley' len al 

Aig Mari oig ga'n saodachadh ri aodan And young Mary driving them against 
ayg mari oyg gan saod-a-cha ri aodan the breast of the hills. 

cham. 
cham 

Fonn .— Charua .'— 

Ho, mo Mhari laghach, 's tu mo Mhari Ho, my bonny Mary, ho, my Mary 

ho mo vari la'-ach *ata mo vari trim, 

ghrinn, 

yrinn 

Ho, mo Mhari laghach, 's tu, mo Mhari Ho, my bonny Mary, ho, my Mary 

ho mo Tari la'-aoh 'stn mo vari melodious; 

bhinn ; 

▼inn 

Ho, mo Mhari laghach, 's tu, mo Mhari Ho, my bonny Mary, ho, my Mary 

ho mo Tari la'-aoh 'stn mo vari trim, 

ghrinn, 

yrinn 

Man lurach bhoidheach ga'n comhnuidh My Mary bonny, lively, who dwells 

mari lur-ach voy-ech gan oov-nny' in the glens. 

na glinn. 

na glinn 

Cha'n 'eil inneal ciuil a thuirling riamh No instrument has ever sounded under 

cha-neyl inn-el oi-oyl a hnrUng ri-av the SUn 

fo'n ghrein, 

fon yreyn 
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A dh-airbis air choir gach ceol bhios 
a jajrit-is ajr choyr gach oe-ol ▼» 

again fein, — 
agajn feyn 

Uiseag air gach lonan, smeorach air 

ny-aeg ajr gaoh lo-nm sme-o-ndli ajr 

gach geig, 
g*oh gejg 



That can adequately imitate eveiy 
kind of music we haye, — 



A lark on every meadow, a thrush od 
every branchi 



'S cuag seinn le mnim a loidh do'n chiuin- And the cuckoo singing joyoudy her 



'iCQ-ag sejiin le mnjm a loj' doo chi-njn- 
mhios cheit — Ho, etc. 

Ti-08 chejt 



hymn to the mild month of May. 
Ho,&a 



Tha do sheang shlios &Ilain mar eala 

ha do heog hlia fidlajn mar efla 

air snamh ; 
ajr snaT 

Muineal mar an canach, beul o*m banail 

majDel mar an canacfa bejl om bao-ajl 

faOt, 

fmjU 

Gruaidh air dhath an insihiris, suil-ghorm 

gni-ay' ajr ja' an tir-ii aojl-joim 

mhilis thlath, 
Tilis hla' 

Mala-chaol gu'n ghruaman, gnuis ghlan, 

mala-chaol gui jni-a-man gnajs jlan 

*s cuach-fhalt ban. — ^Ho, eta 

'a OQ-aoh-alt ban 



Thy sound taper waist is graceful as 
a swan when swimming ; 



Thy throat like cana, sweet is a 
welcome from thee, 



Cheeks like cherries, eyes blue, sweet, 
warm, 



A slender eye-brow, without a frown, a 
white forehead, hair curly and fisor. 
Ho, &c. 



Qed bu leamsa Albainn, a h-airgead sa 
ged ba le-am-sa alabin a hajr-ged sa 

maoin, 
maojn 

Cia mar bhithinn sonadh gun do chomunn 

oe mar Ti'-inn sona' gon do cho-monn 

gaoil? 
gaojl 

B* annsa Mari bhoidheach le deo choir 

banoaa mari ▼oj'-eoh le de-o chojr 
dhomh fein, 

jov fejn 

Na ged gheibhinn storas na Boin-Eorp 

na ged jejy-um storas na rojn-eorp 

gu leir. — Ho, etc. 

go l^r 



Although mine were Albin, and her 
wealth and power. 



How could I be happy, withont thy 
loved companioni^p ? 



Bather would I have bonny Mary, 
with a good right, to myself, 



Than a title to Europe with all her 
wealtL — 
Ho, etc. 



The following verses were written by William Boss, to the original of the 
air known in the Lowlands as '' O'er the muir amang the heather." Both sets 
are very beautiful; but the Highland set has certainly more tenderness, 
simplicity, and dignity, at least to my taste. 
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*S CIANEL m' FHUIBEACH AN DUNEIDIN. — PENSIVE IS MT RESIDENCE IN 

DUNEIDIN. 

Pensive is my residence in Duneidin, 



^S cianel m' fhuireach an Duneidin, 

'aci-anel mnjrech an dan-eydm 

Cnmail comunn ri luchd Benrladh ; 

cnmayl oomtmii ri loo heyrW 

Thoir mo shoraidh bhlath gun treigsin, 

hojr mo horaj' yUl' gun tnygshi 

Dh-ionnsaidh 'm eibhneis anns 's na To my joy, among the glens, 
glennaibb. 

glenn-ayT 



Keeping company with English-speak- 
ing men; 

Bear my unchanged salute 



Fann: — 
E ho rOy mo run a chailinn, 

e ho 10 mo ran a chajlin 

E ho ro, mo run a chailinn ; 

e ho 10 mo ran a chaylin 

Bun a chailinn, suairce manran, 

ran a chajlin ra-ajro^ man-ran 

Dh-oich *s la tha tigh'n fo m* aire. 

joydk 'da ha ti'-n fo majrre 



Chorus.' — 
E ho ro, my love the maiden, 

E ho ro, my love the maiden ; 

My love, the maiden of the 
animated converse. 

Who is in my thoughts night 
and day. 



Tha mo cridhe dubhach, ciurte, 

ha mo ohri'-e dn-vadi d-nrte 

'S trie na deoir a ruidh o*m huillean ; 

strio na de-ojr a raj' om hnjDen 
An tig u an diugh na 'm bith mo dhuil riut, 

an tig n fo di-u' nam bi' mo jnjl ri-nt 

Na*n dian mi an t-iul thair nabeannaibh? 

nan di-an mi an ti-nl hajr na bennajv 

E ho ro, etc 



My heart is sad, wounded. 

Tears run frequently from my eyes ; 

Wilt thou come to-day, or may I ex- 
pect thee. 

Or shall I make my way over the 
mountains? — 
E ho ro, etc. 



Tha mo chridhe mar na cuainten, 

ha mo chri'-e mar na cn-ajnten 

Na duilleach nan crann fo luasgain ; 

na dajUeoh nan crann fo In-aagajn 

Na mar fhiadh fo thart an fhuaraen, 

na mar i-a' fo hart an n-a-ren 

'S mo shuillean ruaimleach le faire. — 

amo hajU-en ra-ajm-lech le &jre 

E ho ro, etc. 



My heart is like the sea. 

Or the leaves of the wood in motion ; 

Or like the deer athirst for the spring, 

And my eyes dim for the want of 
sleep. — 
E ho ro, eta 



Gur binne na smeorach ceiten, 

gar binne na ame-or-ach oejten 

Caint do bheoil 's tu comhradh reidh rium, 

cajnt do Te-ojl atu oov-ra' rey' ri-nm 



Sweeter than the thrush in May 

Are the words of thy mouth in kindly 
converse with me, 

Kk 
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*S mo chliabh a lasadh le eibhneas, 

solo cfali-ftT a Uaa' le qrr-Des 

Tabhairt eisdeachd dha d' bbenl tairia 
Uf*ajrt ejrsHlee ya d* vejl Ujria 

E ho ro, etc. 
*S tu mo Ion, mo cheol, mo chlarsacb, 

8ta mo loo mo che-ol mo chlar-sadi 

Mo leng phrieBeil, rimheach, aghmhor, 

mo leng in-mjl rivech agh-vor 

6i an t-shemi a chumadh o'n bhas mi, 

bi an ieyn a choma' on vas mi 

Maighdeann mo ghraidh bhi mar nam. 

maj^-den mo jTMy* vi mar ri-om 

E ho ro, etc. 



My boeom kindling with joy, 

While listening to thy lips eloquent— 
E ho ro, etc. 

Thou art my food, my music, my harp, 

My gem priceless, brilliant, blessed ; 

It were a charm to save me from death 

To have thee always with me. — 
E ho ro, etc. 



Gur h-etrom mo ghleos is m* iompaidh, 

gar hetrom mo jlcys is mi-ompaj' 

'S neo lodail mo cheum o'n fhonnsa, 
's ne-o lo-dayl mo cheTm on onoaa 

Gu tir ard nan sar fhear sundach, 

gn tir aid nan aar er sandaoh 

'S mi treigsin na galltachd nam dheann- 

smi injg-fXD na galltao nam jenn- 

aibh. — E ho ro, etc. 

ajrv 



Light will be my mind and my action. 

Not clumsy my step from this land, 

To the high country of heroes gay. 

Forsaking the country of strangers 
with speed— 
E ho ro, etc. 



Diridh mi ri tulach Armuin, 

diri' mi ri tnlach armayn 

Air leth-taobh strath min na Larig, 

ajr le'-taov sra' min na larig 

'S teamaidh mi gu Innis-bhla-choil, 

atemaj' mi gn innis-Tla-ehoyl 

'S ghibh mi Sine bhan gun smallan. — 

*s jev mi ane van gon smallan 

E ho ro, mo ruin a ehailinn, 

e ho ro mo mn a chaylin 

E ho ro, mo ruin a ehailinn ; 

e ho ro mo mn a chaylin 

Buin a ehailinn, suairoe manran, 

mn a chaylin aa-ayroe man-ran 

Dh-oich 's la tha tigh'n fo m' aire. 

yoych *8la ha ti'-n fo mayre 



I will ascend the hill of Armuin, 

On one side of the vale of Larig, 

Then go down to Innis-yla-choil, 

And find Sedr Jean in her brightness.— 

E ho ro, my love the maiden, 

E ho ro, my love Uie maiden ; 

My love, the maiden of the 
animated converse. 

Who is in my thoughts night 
and day. 



Bums wrote a song to the same air with the following yerses also ; but, like 
the rest of his songs to Bighland airs, (excepting *^ Auld Langsyne,'* '^ A man's 
a man for a' that," '* The Lea-riggs," " Green grow the rashes, o," and a few 
others, the airs of which had scarcely been altered,) the airs were so tamed 
down as to carry the words even of Bums into the land of Nod along with 
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them. The following Gaelic air and verses are so peculiar as to make me feel 
myself justified in assigning the composition of the melody, as well as the verses, 
to a fair lady, who was afterwards married to Cameron of Glenevis, — ^her '' ^lidh 
dubh ciar dubh," or, black-haired swarthy youth. I heard it sung in the true spirit 
by one of her descendants, MissMacdonald of Drimnantorran, who inherits the taste 
of her ancestress, and is so unfashionable as to sing the songs and play the melodies 
of her native mountains in a manner worthy of them, when other young ladies 
consider it quite vulgar to sing or play anything either sweet or natural. 

AN OILLIDH DUBH CLUt DUBH. 



Cha dhirich mi brudhach, 

cha dirioh mi brn'-aoh 

Cha shiubhail mi mointeach, 

cha hi-QTayl mi moyntech 

Dh' fhalbh mo ghuth binn, 

yalT mo ja' bimi 

Cha sheinn mi oran, 
cha hepi mi oran 

Cha chaideal mi uair, 
cha chaydel mi n-ayr 

luain gu domhnach, 

la-ajn ga dovnach 

Ou*n an gillidh dubh ciar dubh thi^hinn 

gon an gilli' da? ciar dav hi -inn 

fo'm uidh. — Gu'n an gillidh, etc. 
Briodal beoil u, gradh bhan og u, 

bridal be-ojl a gra' van og n 

Cruaidh-bhuilleach, fearra-bhuilleach, 

orn-ay^-vojllach ferra-Tnyllach 

Sealgaer air mointich, 

selager ayr mo-in-tich 

Lamh a leagadh nan damh cabarach, 

lav a lega' nan tav oabaraoh 

'S na'm bradan leis a mhorbhadh, 

*8 nam bradan leys a Tonra 

An gillidh dubh ciar tha tighinn fo'm 

an gilli' dav ci-ar ha ti'-inn fom 

uidh. — An gillidh, etc. 

uy' 
B-eibhinn leom coir air a ghillidh dhubh 

beyvinn le-om ooyr ayr a yilli' yuv 

chiar-dubh, 

cbi-ar-duv 

Fhaotain ri phasadh na'n deonaichidh 
aotayn ri fasa' nan de-on-ich-e' 

dia e. 
di-a e 



I ascend not a hill, 

I cross not a heath, 

I tune not my Toice, 

I sing not a song, 

I sleep not an hour. 

From Monday till Sunday, 

Without being conscious (in my heart) 
of tiie black-haired swarthy youth, 
Without, etc. 



Tender are thy words, love of young 
maidens. 

Hardy are thy strokes, and manly : 

A sportsman on the heath, 

A hand for prostrating the branchy 

stags, 
And the salmon with the spear. 

Is the black-haired swarthy youth, of 
whom I am conscious. 

Is the, etc. 

'Twere joy to have a right to the 
black-haired swarthy youth. 



To get him in marriage, should God 
ordain it. 
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Bachain leat do'n t-HoIaint, 

rach-ajn let don t-ol-aynt 

Mo dheo ! be mo mhian e ; 
mo je-o be mo Ti-an e 

'S cha ghabhain fear liadh 'b tu tighinn 
■ cba jtLY'SLjn fer li-a' 8 to ti'-um 

fo'm uidh. — 'S cha, etc 

fom oj' 



I would go with thee to Holland, 

Indeed, it were my delight to do lo ; 

And I will not have a grey-headed 
man, while conscious of thee. 
And I, eta 



The air to which the following verses are sung I received from my daughter, 
Mrs Lang. Logan, in the '' Scottish Grael,'* gives a different set of evidently the 
same melody, under the touching name of '' Ossian*s lament for his father/* The 
following verses, like the song, '' Oich mar tha mi,** at page 197, are re-arranged 
from fragments, excepting the first verse of each, which begin with the same words. 



OICH MAB TEA MI 

Oich mar tha mi 's mi na *m aonar, 
ojch mar ha mi s mi na m aonar 

Cha chadal aobhach a gheabhain ann, 

cha chada aoT-ach a jey-ajn ami 

Aig boidhchead t-aodainn, is miad mo 

ajg hoj-ched t-aod-ajmi ii mi-ad mo 
ghaoil ort ; 

jaoyl ort 

Gu*m b-ait leam fhaotainn dhiot guth 

gam bajt le-am aot-aymi yi-ot go' 

an chaint. 
an chajnt 

Fann : — 
na bith guidhe an gaol a threigsin, 
na hi' ffiy'-Q an gaol a hrejg-iinn 

Bha chein dhuinn na eibhneas aigh ; 
▼a cheyn jnyn na ejv-nes ay' 

Ged scar air cairdeann gun iochd o 

ged acar ayr cayrd-enn gun i-oo o 
cheil' sinn, 

cheyl fiinn 

Na fag gu leir mi gun speis gun bhaigh. 
na &g galeyr mi gon speys gon vay* 



8 MI NA M AONAB. 

Alas for me, all alone, 

Not sound is the sleep which comes 
to me 

From the beauty of thy face and my 
great love ; 



*Twere joy to ^t a single word of 
converse with thee. 



Chorus: — 
Oh do not say we must the love 
forsake 

That has been so long to us a joy 
blameless ; 

Although friends merciless have 
rent us asunder, 



Leave me not for ever, without es- 
teem or pity. 



NoirchuireasCeiteangachdoiregeugach, 
noyr chnyr-es oeyt-^n gaofa doyre geyg-ach 

A sheinn le eibhneas fo ceumiubh graidh. 

a heynn le eyv-nea fo oeym-ayv gray' 

'S ann bhios mi 'm aonar, gu tursach, 

■ ann vis mi m aonar ga torsaoh 

deurach, 

deyrach 

A strith ri eislean nach geil 's nach traidh. 

a ttii' ri eyalen nach geyl 8 naoh tray' 

na, etc. 



When Spring makes every leaff grove 

Breathe joyous songs under her steps 
of love, 

I will be alone, in sorrow and tears, 



Struggling against a calamity that will 
never yield or diminish. — 
Oh, etc. 
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Airtriomhaidhdhreachairachoidhadearca, On thy beautiful image for ever 

ajr ti-o-vay' jneh-ajr a choy' a derea dwelling, 

Cha 'n fhiudh learn bearteas na staid an Worthless (in my estimation) is the 

cha'n i-u' lem bertea na lUjd an wealth and state of kings ; 

righ; 
ri' 

6uth fuar a ghliocais, suil uaibhreach The cold voice of wisdom, the lofty 

go' fii-ar a yli-oc-aja suyl n-ayv-ieoh eye of the SOOmful, 

tailceis, 

taylo-ejB 

Cha chluinn, cha 'n fhaic is cha bhith I hear not, I mark not ; there is no- 

eha chlnjnn cha'n ayo ia cha ri' thing real to me save thee ! — 

*m bheachd ach i ! — na, etc. Oh, etc. 

m Teo aoh i 

Domhnull Donn mac fear Bhoshuintainn, (Dovnul donn mac fer Yo-hi-un- 
taynn,) was the most distinguished Conservative of his day ; and was, of course, 
regarded and represented as a robber and a thief by the grantees of feudal 
charters, who considered the king and themselves the lawfid spoilers of the people, 
and looked on the black-mail-men as interlopers. He was a great warrior, a 
splendid looking man, and there was poetry not only in his character, but also in his 
romantic and adventurous life. A poetic warfare, such as was carried on in the 
Lowlands between their contemporaries Dunbar and Kennedy, was carried on 
in the Highlands between Donald Donn and the great bard Iain Lom, who was 
royal Celtic bard to three of the Stuart kinga I have shown elsewhere that 
the feudal kings persecuted the bards ; but when they got into di£Sculties with the 
feudal nobility, they revived the office of royal bard, and found its value. Iain Lom 
was a convert to feudalism, and wanted die chiefs to take feudal charters, until 
he found that the nobility had become revolutionists, which the bard (with an 
acuteness that has never been attained by any of our historians) ascribed to 
these feudal charters, which made them anxious so to limit the power of the 
sovereign as to enable them to give the same effect to feudal charters in Scotland 
which they had already received in England, and thus to become each the 
despot and the proprietor, instead of merely the limited superior, of his district 
The chiefs who had accepted charters, such as Argyle, Breadalbane, &c., never 
presumed to alter the fixed tenures of their clans down to that date ; but excep- 
tional cases of usurpation then began to appear, and the bard took the alarm, 
and thus sounded his tocsin : — 

Tha Alb' ga cuir fo chi&-chain, Albinisbeingplaced under catn-exactions, 

Le ur-reachd cuigs' gu 'n f hirinn, By the new laws of the truthless whigs. 

An ait a chalpa* dhirich — Instead of the straight calpa* — 

Se cuid de 'm dhiobail ghoirt This is part of my painful regret 

* Galpa waa the old Dame of the young atock in which the fixed rente of the dans were paid. The 
clans were in the first ages of feudalism, allowed to pay their calpa (** caape" in fendal enactments) either to 
the chief or feudal grantee. When the fendal system took root in the Lowlands, howoTer, the payment 
of the calpa to the native chief was suppressed, and the feudal grantee usurped the power, not only 
of exacting payment, hut of changing the fixed tenures of the peojde into a tenantcy, with i^ limited 
duration. 
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Donald held that the tenants of the grantees of feudal charters were bound to 
pay to the native chief the calpa paid by the evicted clansmen ; and he was, 
accordingly, a leading man among those who exacted the calpa from feudal 
tenants. Differences of opinion on the subject of feudal charters and forcibly 
exacting calpa {Anglici, black-mail) from feudal tenants, introduced personalities 
into the " flytings^' of Domhnull Donn and Iain Lom ; but they did not, like 
the Lowland bards, descend to scurrility. This remark does not apply to Kennedy: 
indeed it is worthy of observation, as showing the superior refinement of the 
Caledonian over the Scot, that Kennedy,* a Gallowegian Cruithne, preserves 
more dignity than the court bard Dunbar, in their curious '' flytings.*' Gkielic was 
the language of the Gallowegians at the above period, and Kennedy is often taunted 
with his Gaelic — called " Earse" by Dunbar, who was probably the first man of 
letters to condemn what he did not understand, but who has found many 
followers in the same direction since thea One line of Domhnull Donn's retort 
gave deadly offence to the royal bard Iain Lom, namely, ''Donnal a choin-bhathail 
sin, bhodhair mo dha chluais ;*' — ^the howling of that vagrant cur has deaved both 
my ears. In answering this taunt, the royd bard almost descends to scnrrility. 
Domhnull Donn was in love with a daughter of the chief of the Grants. 
The chiefs of this old and powerful clan long refused, but ultimately accepted a 
feudal charter of the clan district This introduced feudal ideas into the family, 
so that they could no longer regard the high-blooded, but pennyless chieflainas 
an equal matcL The hero and his lady-love, were, however, determined not to 
allow new and conventional ideas, foreign alike to their country and their dans, 
to intervene between them, and had concerted a plan of elopement The family 
were living at their seat at Glenurquhart, — so Donald, to be at hand, hid him- 
self in a cave (or rather under a ledge of a rock) on the north-side of Lochneas, 
near Bileag Ghorraidh, a little distance below that part of the ravine over which 
his celebrated namesake, Allein Mac Baonuill,t leaped on finding his enemies 
before him at the head of the ravine, in his headlong race from Cill-a-chriosd. 
Donald's secret and retreat were betrayed to the brother of his love, and he 
was decoyed into a house in the neighbourhood of the castle, by a pretended 
message from Miss Grant Here he was to remain until the young lady should 
be able to escape the vigilance of those who were watching her, and join him. 
Donald, thrown off his guard by the kindness and hospitality of the lady's pre- 
tended confident, was prevailed on, not only to drink '' pottle deep/* but also to 
sleep in the bara No sooner was he asleep, however, than his sword and target 
were removed by his treacherous host ; hence, when his foes came upon him in 
the morning, he had no weapon but his gun, which snapped, so that he was 

* From Wigton to the toun o' Air, 
And aU be-doun the linkB o' Gree, 
No man need think to tarry there, 
Unlees he court Saint Kennedy.— Old Aphobisii. 

-h See the New Monthly Magazine of, I think, 1829, for the article " CiU-a-Chrioad." 
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literally uDarmei The following are a few of the verses he wrote on the 
occasion of his capture : — 



Mile mallachd gu bragh 

mile mallao ga bm 

Air a ghunna mar arm, 

ayr a jonna mar arm 

^N deigh a mheallaidh 's an tair a 
'n dey' a vellaj' san tayr a 

fhuair mi. — Mile, etc. 

ha-ayr mi 



A thousand curses for ever 
On the gun as a weapon, 

After the deception and degradation 
I have met with. — 
A thousand, etc. 



Gred a gheabhain dhomh fein 

gwi a yev-ayn yov feyn 

Lan buaile de spreidh, 

Ian ba-ayld de sprey' 

B* annsa claidheamh le sgeidh *8 an 
baoDsa day'-ev le Bge' 

uair ad. — Qe, etc. 

n-ayr ad 



Had I been offered 

A fold of cattle, 

I would have preferred a sword and 
target at that moment. — 
Had, etc. 



Bha tri fiched is triuir 

▼a tri fich-ed ii tri-iqrr 

Ga 'm ruidh feadh nan lub, 

gam my' fe' nan lob 

Gus 'n do bhuin iad mo lus le luathas nam. 
gas *n do vayn i-ad mo Ina le la' -as n-am 

Bha, etc. 



There were three-score and three 

Chasing me along the windings of the 
river, 

Until they won my strength from me 
by speed. — 
There, etc. 



Bigh ! gur mise a bha nar 
n gar miae a va nar 

Noir a ghlachd iad mi slan 

noyr a ylac i-ad mi slan 

*S nach tug mi fear ban na ruadh dhiu. 

snaoh tag mi fer ban na rn-a' yi-u 

Righ, etc. 
Na *m biodh fios mi bhi 'n laimh, 

na m bi-o' fis mi vi'n layr 

'S iomadh Domhnalach ard^ 

si-oma' doTnalach aid 

A ghabha mo phairt 's an uairsa. 

a yaya mo fayrt s an n-ayrsa 
Na, etc. 

Agus maighdhean dheas ur, 

agos mayden yes or 

Is ard beachd 's as caom gnuis, 
is ard bee s as oaoyn gnnys 



Bigh I but I was ashamed 

When they caught me alive 

Without losing a man, fair or red. — 
Bigh, etc. 

Were it known that I am imprisoned, 
Many is the lofty Macdonald 
That would take my part in this strait 
Were, etc. 

And many a maiden fresh and symmet- 
rical, 

Of a lofty mind and a mild fisuse, 
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A choireadh na cruin* ga 'm fhusgladh. 

a chujrre' na oruyn gam a-as-gla' 

Agus, etc. 



Would give crowns* to release me. 
And, etc 



Iain duibh tog a mach, 

i-ajn dujY tog a mach 

'S thoir na fhaodas tu leat — 

■ hoyr na yaodas ta le-at 

Cum cuimhneadh air a bbeart bu dual 

com cajT-ne' ayr a veyrt Im dn-al 

dhut — Iain, etc. 

jnt 



Black-haired John, arise, and come 
forth 

With as many as you can gather — 

Remember the wont of your ancestors. 
Black, etc. 



Na'm biodh tusa fo ghlais, 
nam bi-(/ tiua fo jlaja 

Agus mise a bhi as, 

agns mise a bhi as 

Naile chumain mo chas gle luaineach. 
oajl^ chomajn . mo chas ^e In-aynedi 

Na'm, etc. 



Had you been under a lock. 
And me at liberty, 
Faith! I would keep my foot in action. 
Had, etc. 



Bhiodh an t-osan gle ghearr, 

▼i-o' an t-osan gto jerr 

'S a feile gle ard, 
8 a fejl^ gle aid 

*S balgan peallach oscean na cruachain, 

8 balagan peUach os-cen na crn-a-chajn 
&c. — Bhiodh, etc. 



The hose would be very short, 

The kilt very high. 

And the shaggy haversack above the 
haunch, &c 
The, etc. 



DomhnuU Donn naturally expected that his great clan would interfere on 
his behalf and pay his eric; but he was not on friendly terms with his chieftain, 
Mac-mhic Baonuill, nor with the great clan bard Iain Lom, whose only son he 
had the misfortune to have killed in a duel There was thus no person interested 
in his fate who was sufficiently influential to organize the necessary movement 
to save him. The apparent neglect seems to have deeply afflicted, and even 
shaken his heroic spirit ; for the following verses, composed by him in prison 
the night before he was beheaded, are scarcely worthy of him. I can easily 
account for the absence of the tender and pathetic in these verses, since breath- 
ing sorrow or regret might be construed, under the circumstances, into timidity 
or a want of firmness. His pride and high spirit, therefore, made him guard 
against the expression of feelings that might countenance such an interpretation ; 
but the lofty and bold sentiments which used to characterize his poems are 

* An excepting capital crimes, such as treachery to one's clan or coontiy, mnrders, or inCunoos 
crimes, could be compensated by an eric nnder the deachda, or nse and wont — ^which was the only law 
recognized or valued by the patriarchal dans. The eric of this warrior conld not have been refiised 
if offered by the dan. The chief of the,Grants had demanded and reodTed eric from the Oameroos 
not many centuries before then. 
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awantiDg here. This seems to show that the apparent neglect of his firiends 
and his clan had shaken his confidence, and lowered the tone of his mind, 
although it could not subdue his courage. ** Bidh mi maireach*' he says bitterly, 
^' air cnoc gu'n dheann, 's cha bhi mo chairdean fiiireachail ;" I will be to-mor- 
row on a hillock without my head, and my friends will not be watchful. An- 
other couplet is equally expressive of his agitation and conscious power to do 
something very dangerous — ^probably to his guards, for effecting his escape, — 
something which his heart did not approve, but to which he might be tempted 
in his desperation. '' Ochoin a Dhia I" he exclaims, '' cum loom mo chiol, cha 
robh mi riabh cho cunnartach ;** Oh God ! keep with me my wisdom ; I never 
was so dangerous. These lines are sufficiently expressive of his agitation, and 
give a lively idea of the stem pride that made him suppress anything sufficiently 
touching to be represented as complaining of neglect, or implying timidity. He 
suppressed anything resembling either, as unworthy of his warlike character 
and lofty prida But the air to which he composed the verses is sufficiently 
tender and melancholy to betray what he would not express in words. It 
breathes the tender feelings and regrets natural to the lover and the hero, on the 
night before he was to die. This is one of the Macgreagair o Ruarodh measures, 
so much admired, and so touching in the style of singing, — ^the two last lines of 
every verse being repeated in the next by the whole audience. 

*S TBUAGH, A HIGH ! MO NIGHEANN DHONN. 

*S truagh, a ri^h I mo nighean donn. Would, a ri I my brown-haired maid, 

strn-a' a n' mo ni'-e-an dono 



Nach robh mi thall a Muile leat ; 

naoh roT mi hall a mayld let 

Far am faighein iasg is sithean fhiadh, 
far am fay'-eja i-asg is n'-e-an i-a' 

'Sa chial cha bhiodh oim uireasaibh. 

sa chi-al cha tI-o' ojm nyr-es-ayv 

Far am faighein iasg is sithean fhiadh, 

fiur am fay'-eyn i-aag is n'-e-an i-a' 

*Sa chial cha bhiodh oim uireasaibh ; 
sa chi-al cha vi-o' ojm njr-ss-ayv 

Mharbhain breac air boinne cas, 

Yanr-aTQ breo ayr boynne ess 

Far nach deanadh casan grunnachadh. 

fu nach den-a' casan granna-cha' 



Mharbhain breac air boinne cas, 

▼arv-ajn brec ajr boynDe cas 

Far nach deanadh casan grunnachadh ; 

&r nach den-a' casan gnmna-oha' 

'S an coileach dubh air luth a sgeidh, 
san oqyleoh dav ayr la' a igey' 

Mu'n d* theid na eidith ioma fear. 

man deyd na eyd-i' i-oma fer 



That I was over in Mull with thee ; 

Where I would get fish and deer 
venison, 

And, my love, we should not want 

Where I would get fish and deer 
venison. 

And, my love, we should not want ; 
I would spear the salmon in the rapid. 
Where feet would not sound. 

I would spear the salmon in the rapid, 

Where feet would not sound ; 

And the black-cock on the speed of 
his wing. 

Before many could dress themselves. 

Ll 
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'8 an coileach dnbh air luth a sgeidh. 

Ban oojleoh dav ayr la' a sgey' 

Mn'n d' theid Da eidith ioma fear ; 

man dejd na eyd-i' i-oma fer 
'S an earba bheag am bnu na'm preas, 

Ban er-ba veg am bun nam pres 

6e deas a ehi sa chluinneas i. 

ge des a chi 8a cfaloTno-e-as i 



And the black-cock on the speed of 
his wing, 

Before many could dress themselyes; 
And the little roe in the coppice, 
Though quick her sight and hearing. 



'S an earba bheag am bun na'm preas, 

Ban er-ba Teg am ban nam pres 

Gre deas a chi sa chluinneas i. 
ge des a ohi sa ohlojmneB i 

Ochoin, a Dhia ! cum leam mo chial, 

och-ojn a ji-a oom le-am mo ohi-al 
Cha robh mi riamh cho cunnartach. 

oha roT mi ri-av cho cann-art-ach 



And the little roe in the coppice, 
Though quick her sight and hearing. 
O, QoA ! keep my wisdom with me, 
I never was so dangerous. 



Ochoin, a Dhia I cum leam mo chial, 

ooh-oja a ji-a com le-am mo chi-al 

Cha robh mi riamh cho cunnartach* 

cha rov mi ri-av oho conn-art-aoh 

Bidh mi maireach air cnoc gu*n cheann, 

bi' mi mayr-ech ayr cnoc gnn ohenn 

*S cha bhith mo chairdean fuireachaiL 

'b cha vi' mo chajid-e-an fuyr-ach-ajl 

:|c :|c 4c ♦ ♦ 



0, Qod ! keep my wisdom with me, 

I never was so dangerous. 

I will be to-morrow on a knoll with- 
out my head, 

And my friends will not be watchful ! 



'S truagh, a righ ! mo nigheaun donn, 

Btrn-a' a ri' mo ni'-e-an donn 



Nach robh mi thall a Muile leat ; 

nach roT mi hall a mnyl^ let 

Far am faighinn iasg is sithean fhiadh, 
hr am fiiy'-imi i-aag ia Bi'-e-an i-a' 

*Sa chial cha bhiodh oim uireasaibh. 

8a cfai-al cha ti-o' oyni ayr-cB-ajry 



Would, a ri ! my biDwn-haired maid. 

That I was over in Mull with thee ; 

Where I would get fish and deer 
venison, 

And, my love, we should not want 



According to the tradition, Donald's sister was present at the execution, 
and the head articulated, after being struck off, the words, '' a Cheit, tog an 
ceann,'' Kate, lift the head. It may be doubted whether the tongue, though 
put in motion as the axe fell, could articulate the words that hung upon it ; but 
it cannot be doubted, that, ascribing to Domhnull Donn the anxiety lest his 
body should meet with neglect or indignity after death, which the traditi(m 
implies, proves that he preserved the demeanour of a gentleman while under- 
going a sentence resulting from his opposition to the usurpation by which the 
people were, as he foresaw, ultimately deprived of their immemorial right of 
property in the soil of their respective clan districts. A plain, simple memorial 
stone in his native clachan, Bohutin, with an inscription to the above effect, is 
well deserved by the memory of Domhnull Donn. 
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The following fragment has been dressed up like the two beginning " Oich 
mar tha mi," already mentioned. The melody is called ** Oran sith," by Mrs 
Macdonell, but the subject of the verses usually sung to it is the very common, 
though ever touching one in ballad poetry, — ^unhappy love : the melody itself, 
however, is of the class called ceol-aith, or fairy music, and few even of this 
class are more wild and pathetic, as played by Mrs Macdonell ; but the following 
verses are not worthy of the melody. Though I have not made a connected 
ballad to suit the air, from anxiety to preserve all I could find of the original, 
the verses tell their own touching story : — The fair authoress was betrayed by 
her sister, and t|}e lover slain by her three brothers, but at the expense of two 
of their own lives. They returned from the adventure covered with *• their own 
blood'' but this seems to have increased, instead of diminishing the grief of the 
loving sister, — so little did a spirit of revenge accord with the feeling of the 
bereaved Highland maiden. 



THA DHRIUCHD FEIN AIB BHAR QACH MEANOAIN. — ITS OWN DBW IS ON 

EVERY BOUOH. 

Thadhriuchdfeinairbhargachmeangain, Its own dew is on every bough, 

ha jri-nc fejii ayr var gach mengaTn 



Tha gach gleannan a dol an guinnead, 

ha gach glenoaa a dd aa goynned 

Tha 'n ceo ag iadhadh mu na bealaich, 

han oe-o ag i'-a' ma na bel-ajch 

'S tha mo leannan a tighinn a shuireadfa. 

'b ha mo lemian a ti'-ion a hnj-nf 



Every glen is becoming more green ; 
The mist is winding around the defiles, 
And my lover is coming awooing. 



Fonn : — 

Huvo i na horin ova, 

Hurin i na horin o ; 

Huvo i na horin ova. 

Thug mi coinneamh dha sa choil. 
hug mi ooyno-ev ja sa choyl 



Chorus: — 

Huvo i na horin ova, 

Hurin i na horin o ; 

Huvo i na horin ova, 

I gave him a meeting in the wood. 



Aphiutharfhealsacharinnmomhealladh, False sister, who betrayed me, 

a i-m'-ar diaoh a linn mo veUa' 

Noir a leig mi riut mo run, When I disclosed to thee my love, 

noyr a teyg mi ri-mt mo nm 

Shaoil leam nach bu luaidhaidh 'n I thought my secret would as fast 
haojl lem naoh ba hi-aj'o 

sgeuladh 

8geyl-a' 

Tre do bheul na tre do ghlun. — 

tre do Tejl na tre do ylnn 

Huvo, etc. 



come 



Through thy knee as through thy lips. 
Huvo, etc. 
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'8 iomadh cluichidh, mireadh is lughear, 

si-oma' da-ich-e' mirre' is ay'-er 

'San robh dnn tains measg ghleann is 

san roT aim tajr-is meag jlenn is 

chluaineaD, 
dila-aj-nen 

Noir cheangail gaol siim an laith air 
Doyr ohen-gajl gaol sinn an laj' ajr 

h-oige, 
bojg-4 

Mar dha ros air aon mheangain soiurce. — 

mar ja roe ajr aoo Tengan sn-ayr-o^ 

Huvo, etc 



Many were the sports, much the mirth 
and happiness, 

In which we lovingly sympatlnzed 
with one another, in green re- 
cesses among the glens, 

When affection tied us together in 
onr youth, 



Like two roses roote^ in one modeet 
stem. — 

Huvo, eta 



'S trie a thuit ann an doire diamhair 

strio a hvjt ami an doyri di-a-Tayr 

An earbag mheaghail le saighead fuadain ; 
an eri>ag Ti-a-jajl le sa'-ed fii-a-da7ii 

Ach CO a sheaoileadh gu'n tuiteadh 

ach 00 a hao^ gon tnyta' 

leannain, 

knn-ajn 

Le foil na peathaer a roinn mo cluasag? 

le foyl na pe'-er a rojnn moohln-a-sag 

HuTO, etc. 



Often has fallen in its secret grove 

The innocent roe by a wandering 
arrow; 

But who could think that my lover 
should £Edl 



By the treachery of the sister who 
shared my piUow ? 

Huvo, etc. 



Chaidh a seachad mo thriuir bhraidhrean, 
ohaj a sech-ad mo ri-nyr yny'-ren 

Air an steudaibh loma luadhadh, 

ajr an steyd-ajr bma In'-a-a' 

Biodag paisgtedh ris gach uillin,* 

bi-dag pftyBg-te' ne gach iijUin 

*S am fiiil fein a taomadh bh-uapa. 

■ am fiiyl Hbju a taoma' vn-apa 

Huvo, etc. 
Chail mi Domhnull 's chail mi Aillein, 

cbajl mi dovnnl t ohajl mi aillein 

Mo dha brathidr bha reachd mhor uasal, 

mo ja Yn-ajr ya reo vor n-a-sal 

'S cha do lughdaich e mo leireadh 

■ oha do In'-dajoh e mo leyr-a' 

Gu^m be mo Seumas a roin am bualadh. 
gom be mo h^mas a ntjn am ba-a-la' 

Huvo, etc. 



Past went my three brothers 

On their steeds sleek and swift^ 

Their dirks folded against eachelbow,* 

And their own blood pouring from 
them. 

Huvo, etc. 
I have lost Donald, I have lost Allan, 
My two brothers haughty (but) noble, 
Nor has it lessened my distress 
That my James it was who slew them. 
Huvo, etc. 



* When the dirk Ib used in fencing by a skilful penon, the hilt iB grasped in snch a way as to tnra 
the point towards the elbow. The expression aboTe describes it as folded back akog the sleoTe, so as the 
point may toaoh the elbow-joint. 
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'S coma leom ged threig an latha, 

■ coma le-om ged h-reyg an la'-a 

'S ged chuireadh Dilin a che fo chn- 

8 ged chnyre' di-lin a ohe fo oha 

amtean — 

aynien 

^S coma leam gach ni fo'n athar, 

8 ooma le-am gach ni fon a'-ar 

'S mo chead leam[iaeii fo reachd na ha- 

8 mo ohed lennan fo no na hn- 

aigbidL — Huvo, etc, 

ay'i 

A cbraobh chaorain din do*n doros, 

a duaoT chaor-ajn din don doniB 

Theid mo ghiolan leat air gaaillibh, 

hejd mo ji-n-lan let ayr dull' 

Bnin mo chasain ri Dan-dealgain, 

bonn mo chas-an ri dnn-de-la-gajn 

Sinte an carbad dealbhach uallacL 

ainnte an caiabad del'-vaoh ynaUa 

Huvo i, na horin ova, 

Hnrin i, na horin o ; 

Huvo i, na horin ova, 

Thug mi coinneamh dha sa choiL 



I care not though the day should for- 
sake. 

Or a deluge should put the world 
under the sea ; — 



I care for nothing under the sky. 

Since my first love is in the power of 
the grave. 
Huvo, etc. 



Bowan-tree near the door, 

On thee I will be carried on shoulders, 

The soles of my feet toward Dun- 
dalgan. 

Stretched in a bier, shapely and light 

Huvo i, na horin ova, 

Hurini,na horin o; 

Huvo i, na horin ova, 

I gave him a meeting in the wood. 



Iain Qurbh Mac Gille-Challum, of Bathsay, who was lost on Hesgair, was a 
bold and adventurous seaman, and, being very popular, his death was much re- 
gretted. It is the subject of many a " cumhadh," one of them even by Mari 
Nighean Alastair Buaidh ; but, unfortunately, I have not been able to procure 
the air' to which her verses were sung. This melody is fix)m Mrs Macdonell, 
and it is the peculiarity of the air which makes me submit the following verses 
to the reader. 



OCH NAN OGH, MO LEIB CHRADH.— OH MY PAINFUL SORROW. 



Och nan och, mo leir chradh 

ooh nan ooh mo lejr ohra' 

Mar dh-eirich do'n ghaisgeach ! 
mar jeyrioh do'n jajtgeeh 

Cha*n eil sealgaer na sinne, 

cha'n ejl selager na sinne 

'N diugh a frith na 'm beann casa. 

n ti-n' a fri' nam benn eu 

Fonn: — 

Hu-a ho, io ho, hug orin o, 
Hu-a ho, io ho, iu ri o, 
Ho ro, io ho, hug orin o. 



Och nan och, my painful sorrow 

At the fate of the warrior ! 

The hunter of the deer 

Is not to-day in the forest of the steep 
mountains. 

Chorus: — 

Hu-a ho, io ho, hug orin o, 
Hu-a ho, io ho, in ri o. 
Ho ro, io ho, hug orin a 
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Bha mi uair nach do sbaoil mi, 

ya mi n-ajrr nach do haoyl mi 

Ged is faoin bhe ga agradh, 

ged IB faojn ▼! ga agra' 

Ou'n rachadh do bhathadh, 
gun racha' do va'-a' 

Gu brath air cnan farsiimn. 

gn bra' ayr ca-an fimajn 

Hu-a ho, etc. 
Fhad sa sheasadh a stiair dhi, 

ad sa hesa' a sd-nyr ji 

'S tu air cul a buil bhearte, 

Btn a/r col a hujl verte 

DhHtiadeon anradh nan daillean, 

yajn-en an-ra' nan dayllen 

Agus ubraid na mara. — 

agos nb-rajd na mara 

HQ*a ho, etc. 



The day has been that I did not think, 
Although it is vain to repeat it. 
Thou ever couldst have been drowned 
In an open sea. — 
Hu-a ho, etc. 

While the helm should endure. 

And thou shouldst be in the com- 
mand, 

Deq)ite the fierce war of the elements, 
And the angry tumult of the ocean.— 
Hu-a ho, etc. 



Fhad sa fhanadh ri cheile 
ad sa jan-a' ri chejld 

A dealean 's a h-achuinn, 

a delon la haoh-ajnn 

*8 b-urrainn di geilleadh 
*« bnrrayn di geyW 

Do d' laimh direin air an aigeal, &c — 

do dlayy hrejn ajr an aygel 

Hu-a ho, etc. 



So long as should remain together 
The planks and the gearing, 
And she could obey 
Thy strong arm on the deep, &c. — 
Hu-a ho, etc. 



I submit a few verses of ^' Gillidh Guanach" for the same reason, namely, 
more for the sake of the air than the verse& In Tait's Magazine of June 1829, 
I gave an imitation of verses supposed to have been written by the hero of this 
song, after an accidental interview he had with the authoress of the following 
verses, when both were married. 



AN QILLIDH GUANACH. — THE GAY OR VOLATILE YOUTH. 



'S ann di-donaich a dol do^n chlachan, 
8an di-donaych a dol don ddadnm 

Aghabh rai beachd ort a measg nan ceud ; 
a jhw mi bechd ort a mesg nan oejrd 

Qe be goraich e na faoineachd, 
ge be goraych e aa fiwneohd 

*N sin cheangail gaol sinn an snaim nach 

'n sin chengayl ga-ol nnn an snaym naoh 
geil. 



When going to the clachan on Sunday, 

I admired thee among hundreds ; 

And, whether from folly or vanity, 

Love (then) tied us to one another 
with a tie that will never relax. 
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Fonn : — 

Mo gbillidh guanach, thug iri oro, 
mo jilli' ga-aii-ach hag iri oro 

Mo ghillidh guanach, ho robha hi ; 

mo jilli' ga-an-ach ho rova hi 

Fhleasgaich uasail an leadean dhuallaich, 

les-gaych n-as-aylan leden yu-aU-ayoh 
Tha mi fo ghruaim bho'ua dh-f hag u'n tir. 

ha mi fo yra-ajm to na yag n'n tir 



Chorus : — 
My volatile youth, hug iri oro, 

My volatile youth, ho rova hi ; 

My gentlemailly youth, with the flow- 
ing ringlets, 

I am in sorrow since you left our land. 



Tha do bhilibh gu mills blath'or, 

ha do viliv gn milis bla'-or 

Mar ros an garadh do dha ghruaidh ; 

mar ros an gar-a' do ja jmj* 

Mar choillean cheire measg coillean creise, 

mar choyllen cheyr^ mesg oojUen oreysd 

Ha coltas Sheumais a measg an t-sluaigL 

ha coltas heymajs a mesg an tlnj' 

Mo, etc. 
Tha do challapanan foinneidhdealbhach, 

ha do challa-pan-an fojmief delaTaoh 
Gun bhi garbh is gun bhi caol ; 

gan vi garv is gun vi caol 

Gur a boidheach glan a dh-fhas u, 

gor a boy'-edi glan a yas a 

*S gur h-iomadh ailleachd a h-air mo 

's gur i-oma' ayll-ec a hayr mo 

ghaol — ^Mo, etc. 

yaol 

Thuirt iad rium gu bheil u baigheal, 

hnyrt i-ad ri-om gu veyl n bay'-d 

Gu bheil do ghradh air a h-uile te ; 

ga veyl do yra' ayr a hnyl^ te 

Gus a faic mi e na d' abhaist, 

gns a fayc mi e na davayst 

Mise a ghraidh cha chreid an sgeul. 
mis^ a yray^ cha ohreyd an sgeyl 

Mo, etc. 
Noir a theid u do Dhuneidin, 

noyr a heyd n do yun-eydin 

Fear do cheum cha'n f halbh an t-shraid; 
fer do cheym ohan alv an trayd 

Bidh na baintiemean uile an deigh ort, 

bi' na bayn-tir-nen nyld an dey' ort 

'S bidhidh mi fhein mar the do chach. 

*s bi'-i' mi feyn mar he do diaoh 



Sweet and blooming are thy lips. 

Thy cheeks like garden roses ; 

Like wax among tallow-candles, 

Is James among the people. 

Mo, etc. 

Thy legs are polished and symmetri- 
ca. 

Neither (too) thick nor (too) small ; 

Clean and beautiful is thy form, 
Many are the charms of my love. 
Mo, etc. 



They said to me that thou art sus- 
ceptible, 

And lovest every lady ; 
But» until I see it in thy conduct, 
I, my love, will not believe the tale. 
Mo, etc. 

When thou goest to Doneidin, 

Another man of thy carriage walk^ 
not the street; 

The ladies will follow thee in admira- 
tion, 

And I myself will be like one of the 
rest 
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Mo ghUlidh gnanach, thug in oro, My volatile youth, hug in oro, 

mo yiDt' ga-«a-aoh hng iri oro 

Mo ghillidh guanach, ho robha hi ; My Tolatile youth, ho roTa hi ; 

mo jilli' gn-an-aoh Iio ror* hi 

Fhleasgaich uasail an leadean dhuallaich, My gentlemanly youth, with the flow- 
kaffifch n-aa-ajlao It-den yu-aD-ajch ing ringlets, 

Thamifoghraaim bho Wdh-fhag u'n tir. I am in son^w since you left our land. 

ha mi fi) jm-ajm yo na jag a'n tir 

Mrs Macdonell sent me specimens of the airs sung by the milk-maids 
when milking the cows on the romantic stances selected for the open folds, on 
which they used to be gathered for that purpose, among the glens and shielings of 
the Highlands ; but she did not favour me with the verses. There was, however, 
usually little or nothing in the verses of the milking and other labour songs 
calculated to interest strangers to the associations they were intended to call up. 

The object of the milking song was to soothe and beguile the cows while 
being mUked, and I have seen them listening to such songs with a dreamy 
placidity which realized Pope's idea of " gentle dullness listening to a joke/' 
while yielding the milk so freely as to sound responsively in the foaming paiL 
It is rare to see such scenes now in the Highlands, if, indeed, they are ever 
seen at all ; but I remember them as the most peculiar and pleaang feature in 
the landscape, and cannot help wondering how any proprietor having a spark of 
soul in him could have substituted screeching shepherds, yelping curs, and grey- 
faced sheep, for such farming, even supposing it to be the most profitable of the 
two ; but that I deny. To form a proper judgement on this subject, the reader 
must remember that the community system of the patriarchal clans was done 
away with before the country entered on the agricultural, manufiu^turing, and 
mercantile career, to which our present state of society and wealth are to be 
ascribed. The small Highland tenantry, who had the arable lands in allot- 
ments, and the pastures in common, were evicted and reduced to the condition 
of unemployed labourers, or, in other words, to paupers, by the efiect given to 
feudal charters and the introduction of sheep. Those who ascribe indolence to 
the Highlanders forget that industry is an acquired habit, and that sheep farm- 
ing deprived two generations of Highlanders of all farming employment, before 
it was discovered that they are by nature filthy and indolent The fact is, 
that there are no reasonable grounds for assuming, had their native rights been 
preserved, that they would not have entered into the improved system as well 
as any other class, and have developed the agricultural resources of their 
country to a much greater extent than has been done, or ever will be done, by 
the sheep &rmer. In Switzerland, where the lands in like manner belonged to 
the people, and their ancient rights were conserved, farms are well cultivated, and 
the people comfortable and happy. There are no statistics whereby to form an 
estimate of the present value of the calpa, or young stock, which was paid by the 
Highlanders to their chie& and chieftains as their fixed rents ; but considering 
the constant uniform and yearly increase in the value of stock from the above 
date, it would probably exceed rather than fall short of the rental paid at thi9 
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day by the sheep farmers of the Highlands to their landlords. Macmtosh, 
Ardgoor, and Olenmoriston, preserved some fiirms under the old commmiity 
system, but on money (not the old calpa) rents, and these small fiumers have not 
in the management of their farms fallen behind their neighbours. Indeed, the 
extensive traces of cultivation on lands now lying waste under the management 
of the sheep-farmer, corroborate Duncan Ban Macintyre, and Allan Dall Mac- 
dougal, who, in their poems show that there was great industry applied to culti- 
vation, not only on the '' shores" but also on the ^^ wolds'* of the Highlands, 
when the sheep farming was introduced, which has extirpated the population, 
and made the country a desert 

The nursery and dairy songs were so much of the same character as to 
render it unnecessary to make any distinction between them. Maolruainidh 
Ghlinnichen, the melody of which was sent me by Mrs Macdonell, had, in 
tradition, the very rare distinction of having been '^ a light o' love," and a good 
fairy was seen rocking the cradle of her neglected child in the mother's absence, 
and singing this favourite nursery lullaby, which accordingly belongs to the 
class called '' fairy melodies." 

HAOLBUAINIDH GHLINNICHSN. — MAOLBUAINI OF THE GLENS. 

Ho ro, Maolruainidh Ghlinnichen, Ho ro, Maohruaini of the glens, 

ho ro maol-ra-a7iii' jlinae-chen 

Ho ro, Maolruainidh, Ho ro, Maolruaini, 

ho ro maol-ra-aTiii' 

Dh-f halbh do mhaithir, 's thug i am Thy mother is awav ; she has taken 

yah do vay'-ir 'b hug i am her COUrse to tJbe hill, 

firich oir, 
flr-ich oyr 

Ho ro, Maolruainidh. Ho ro, Maolruaini. 

ho ro maol-ra-ayni' 

Thug i 'm balg an robh do chuid mine le. She has taken the skin-bag in which 

hng Vm balg an rov do ohnjd mind le thy meal was kept, 

Ho ro, Maolruainidh, Ho ro, Maolruaini, 

ho ro mad-m-ayni' 

'S thug i an curasan san robh do chuid And she has taken the cumsan (a 
'f hog i an corasan aan roT do ohnjd wooden dish) in which thy butter 

imedh le, was kept, 

ime' le 

Ho ro, Maolruainidh, etc. Ho ro, Maolruidni, etc. 

ho ro maol-ru-ajni' 

There are two or three more verses extant, in the last of which the good fairy 
indulges her indignation against Maolruainidh, for the neglect of her child, in 
some thing extremely like malediction. 

The following is another specimen of the milking song, the air of which I 
also received from Mrs MacdonelL It gave its cognomen to a club of which 
Bums became a member when in Edinburgh. 

Mm 
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CRODH 
(Probably because the 

Gu'n d' thugadh crodh Chaillean 

gnn daga' cro' ohayllen 

Dhomh bainne air an f hraoch, 
JOY bajmne ajrr an raooh 

Gu'n chuman, gu'n bhuarach * 
gun chaman gun va-ar-aoh 

Gu'n laircean,t gu'n laogh. 

gun layroen gun lao' 

Fcmn: — 

Crodh Chaillean mo chridhe, 
ero' cbajUon do ohri'-t 

Crodh Chaillean mo gfaaoil ; 
en/ chajUen mo yaoyl 

Gu'n d' thugadh crodh Chaillean 

gun dnga' ero' chajllen 

Dhomh bainne air an fhraoch. 

yo¥ baynn^ ayr an raooh 



CHAILLEAN. 

owner used to sing the lilt.) 

The milk-cows of Colin 

Would give me milk on the heather, 

Without a pail or a shadde, 

A layrcen or a calf. 

Chorus: — 
The cows of Cdin of my heart, 

The cows of Cdin of my Iotc : 

The cows of Colin 

Would give me milk on the heather. 



The following is another specimen of the milking song, the air of which I 
have received from Mrs Lang. 



TILL AN CBODH A' DHONNACHAIDH. — ^TURN THE KINS, DUNCAN. 



Till an crodh, Dhonnachaidh, 

till an cro' yonna-ohay' 

Till an crodh, Dhonnachaidh, 

till an cro' yonna-chay' 

Till an crodh, Dhonnachaidh, 

till an oix/ yonna-ohay' 

'S gheibh u bean bhoideach. 

'i yeyv u ben voy'-och 

Fonn : — 
Till an crodh drimean dubh, 

till an cro' drimen dnv 

Odhar dubh ceannean dubh, 

o'-ar duY oennen dnv 

Till an crodh drimean dubh, 
tiU an on/ drimen dny 

'S gheibh u bean bhoidheach, &c 

'fl yeyv n ben voy'-eoh 

* ** Boanch/* a hair ehacUe for tying the hind legi of reitiTO or fierce tempered oowi whfle 
a-miUdng. 

t " Lairoean" or " tulachan." a wicker batket ihaped like a calf, and ooveied with a calf-<kln. placed 

before a cow to soothe her with the well recognised tceDt of her oalf, after it ia killed. 



Turn the kine, Duncan, 
Turn the kine, Duncan, 
Turn the kine, Duncan, 
And you will get a bonny wife. 

Chorus: — 
Turn the white-ridged black cows, 

Dark-dun white-faced cows, 

Turn the white-ridged black cows, 

And you will get a bonny wife, etc. 
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The next class of the labour songs which remain for iUastration are the 
reaping or shearing songs. The verse of these was short, and sung by the 
leading reaper, and the chorus by the whole band. Like the rowing songs, 
they avoided anything like the excitement of feeling or passions, and merely 
wandered over the lakes, rivers, glens, and hills, in accordance with the pleasing 
attachments and associations of the singers. No sight could be more delightful 
than to see a great band of reapers extended over a fine field, amid an agreeable 
landscape, cutting down the golden sheafs, and singing, lightly and joyously, in 
full chorus. The late Mr Chapman, Corstorphine, near Edinburgh, one of the 
clerks of the Court of Session, but a spirited farmer, being married to a High- 
land lady, used to hire large bands of Highland shearers ; and told me that 
nothing gave Lord Alloway, and his other eminent legal acquaintances, greater 
pleasure than to visit him at harvest time, and listen to the merry harvest 
duanagan or lilts of his Highland shearers. These songs were very discursive 
and irregular (verses suggested by passing events being extemporaneously 
composed and introduced into them occasionally by any of the singers that 
could do so) and of interminable length. I would in concluding this illustrative 
treatise, beg of those, who notwithstanding a careful perusal of the preceding 
pages, may still have a lingering leaning to the belief that the common High- 
landers were a rude, ignorant, unpolished people, to consider whether English 
and Lowland navies could enter sympathetically into the spirit of songs like 
those of which the foregoing and the following verses are descriptive specimens? 
Yet they must admit, that, unless Highland labourers could sympathize with the 
feelings and sentiments which characterize those songs, the universal custom of 
singing them for amusement, or to cheer them at their daily work, never could 
have become a characteristic (£ the people, or been carried down among them 
to the days of Lord Alloway and Mr Chapman. I have quoted as many verses 
of each of these labour songs as will enable the reader to form an opinion as to 
their peculiar character, so as he may judge whether I am justified in these 
remarks. 



Failt* ort fein a Mhorthir bhoidheach, 
faylt ort feyn a vore-hir voj'-eoh 

Anns an og-mhios bhealltainn. 

aoDs an og>vi-M vel-tayim 

Fonn : — 
Heiter-inn arinn, i-uiriun, oh ho ro, 
Heiter-inn arinn, ho ro. 

Griann-thir orbhuidh 's uaine cota, 
gri-an-hir or-my' 'a n-ajme cota 

Is froinidh ros ri h-altaibk — 

18 froyn-i' ros r balt-ajv 

Heiter-inu, etc. 



FAILTE NA MORTHIR. — HAIL TO MORAR. 

All hail to thee, lovely Morar, 



In the young month of May. 

Chorus : — 
Heyter-inn arinn, i-uyrinn,oh-ho ro, 
Heyter-inn arinn, ho ro. 

Sunny land of the greenest mantle. 

With forests of flowers on the banks 
of thy streamlets. — 

Heiter-inn, etc. 
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'S aluiDD a beinnean 's a sraitbean, 

sal-ajnii a bejiinen 'aa sray'-en 

'S eibheiu dath a gleanntain. — 
*f eTyejm da' a glenn-taTii 

Heit, etc. 



Beantifal are thy mountains and 
straths, 

Joyous the aspect of thy glens. — 
Heyt, etc. 



Ban* gach tolmain fo bhrat gorm-dhearc, 

barr gach tolo-majn fo Trat gorm-jero 

Air gach borrochainn altaia 
ayr gach voria-chaTii al-ta7n 

Heit, etc. 



The brow of every hillock has a cover- 
let of blae-berries, 

Winding down to the hollows of thy 
streamleta 

Heyt, etc. 



Lusain churaidh mach a bruchdadh, 

InsaTii ohnr-a/ mach a bnio-a' 

'S cuid dhiubh cul-ghorm bwi-dhearg. 

B cajd ji-ar cal-jonn bajn-yeng 

Heit, etc. 



Fragrant shrubs, bursting forth. 

Many of them blue-leaved and red- 
girdled. 

Heyt, etc 



Grodh ga'n strachadh air bar fasaich, 

on/ gan 0tnM>-a' ajr bar fii-aayeh 

Am fiar nach d-f has gu crainntidh. 

am fi-ar nach das ga orajn-ti' 

Heit, etc. 



Milk cows browsing in the desert, 
Among grass of growth luxuriant 
Heyt, etc. 



lad air theas a ruidh le 'm buaraich, 

i-ad KjT hes a ro/ le^m bo<4tf-ich 
*S te le cuaich ga*n teann-ruith. 

8 te le ca-ayoh gan tenn-roy' 

Heit, eta 



In heats racing off with their shackles, 

And women with their milk-pails run- 
ing after them. 

Heyt, etc. 



A choill gu h-uile fo Ian ula, 

a ohoyll go hnjlle fo Ian nla 

'8 i na culaidh bhainnse. — 

si na col-ay' vaynn-M 

Heit, etc. 



The woods are wholly arrayed 
In their marriage garmenta — 
Heyt, etc. 



'S ceolar eibhein barr nan geigean 

^8 ce-ol-ar eywejn barr nan geygen 

'Sa h-eoin fein a damhs orra. — 

8a he-oyn feyn a dava orra 

Heit, etc. 



Musical and joyous are all the boughs, 
With their own birds dancing in them. 
Heyt, etc. 



lad air bhoile seinn le coilleig, 

i-ad ayr voylle aeynn le ooylleyg 

Ann san doire chranntail. 

ann san doyre chrann-tayl 

Heit, etc. 



Bapturously and lustily singing. 
In the grove of mast-like copscwood. 
Heyt, etc. 
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Morthir bheg Da'm bradi^n tarra-gheal, 

mor-hir veg nam bradan tarra-yel 

'S airgead a coir lann orra. 

B ayrged a cayr lann orra 

Heyt, eta 
Brie le snias leam a buiDne, 

brio le solas lem a 



*N deigh nan cnilleag greannar. 

an dey' nan eajlleg grennar 

Heyt, etc. 

'8 lionach, slatach, cli^each, beirteach, 
s li-oQ-aoh slat-aoh obg-eoh beyrtedi 

*S eile ghlas nan Samhnaa 

s ejll6 jlas nan saT-nan 

Heyt, etc. 

Greidhean dhearg a tamh mu 'm fireach, 
grej'-en jenig a Ut ma'm flr-eeh 

Eiltean, daimh is mangaibL 

eylten dajr is mangajv 

Heyt, etc. 
Guaineach, carrach feadh an daraich, 

ga-a7n-aoh canaoh fe' an dar-ayoh 

'S brisg na leannain cheann-deirg. 

s brisg na lennajn ohenn-deyrag 

Heyt, etc* 

*S na mein-bbeagadh cuir ri beadradh, 
s na minn-yeg-a' onyr ri bed-ra' 

Anns na creagan teann orra. 

anns na oragan 

Heyt, etc. 



tonn orra 



Grian ag eiridh air na sleibhtean, 

gri-an ag eyri' ayr na dejr-ten 

San tir cheutaich sheannsail. 

san tir ebey-taych henn-sayl 

Heiter-inn arinn, i-uirinn, ho ho ro, 
Heyter-inn arinn, ho ro. 



Morar sweet, of the white-bosomed 

Silver-scaled salmon. 

Heyt, etc. 

With trout sportively springing among 
thy corrents, 

After the merry flies. 

Heyt^ etc. 
With nets, ga£b, (fishing) rods, pirns, 
Rich is the gay dwelling of Savnan. 

Heyt, etc. 

Bed herds (of deer) dwell in thy 
mountains, 

Boes, stags, and hind& 

Heyt, etc. 
Sprightly, warily among the oaks. 

Sport the smart red-headed wooers. 

Heyt, etc. 

The little kids lovingly playing, 

Among the rocks near them. 

Heyt, etc. 
The sun rises on the woldsi 

Of the country pleasant and fortunate. 

Heyter-inn arinn, i-urinn, oh ho ro, 
Heyter-inn arinn, ho ro. 



I think my traditional, as well as Gaelic and English education, has been 
8uch as to justify my giving an opinion on the subject, and my conviction ft, 
that the institutions and local governments of the patriarchal clans were the 
best of all human institutions for cultivating the hearts of the people, and rear- 
ing and ruling them in honesty and virtue. Hence they were a civilized^ a 
generous, and a noble people ; and the calpa with which they supported their 
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officials, was not only on an adequate, but a liberal scale, as is proved by the 
hospitality for which the Highland chiefs and chieftains have been proverbially 
characterized. The cnrse that banished population, comfort, and happiness 
from the Highlands, is the curse of FEUDALISM. And where is the advantage 
even to the feudal magnates themselves ? We had, of old, as many patriarchal 
chiefs and chieftains as we have now of lairds ; and, although my space will 
not permit me to enter into details, I am convinced that by doing so, I could 
show that the chie& and chieftians, (although they had no power under the 
brehon law, or cleachda, or any other law made or sanctioned by the kings or 
people of Scotland, to increase the rents of the clans, or to oppress or evict them) 
had more influence and more happiness — ^more true wealth, so to speak — than 
tlie Court of Session-made lairds of the present day. They got all the eatde 
the country could produce, excepting those required to support the people, of 
whom they were, both in effect and in feeling, the fathers ; and a reciprocal love 
and devotion existed between them, which could only spring from the habitual 
cultivation of virtuous principles, and warm and generous feelinga The writers 
who ascribe that love and devotion to the despotism of the chiefs, and the serfish 
spirit of the clans, have, in thus writing, libelled the human character, and 
shown their ignorance of the institutions and character of the Highland chiefs 
and clans. 

The curse of feudalism, which never was felt universally in the Highlands 
until after the battle of CuUoden, brought in its train the — if possible — still worse 
curse of the Lowland sheep-farmers. The reader cannot judge this question by 
the present condition and character of the sheep-farmers either of the Lowlands or 
the Highlands, than whom a more respectable class is not to be found among 
her Majesty's subjects: I speak of the "pilgrim-fathers^' of the Lowland 
sheep-farmers, — of those introduced into the Highlands, when the lands were 
restored by the Crown and Parliament of England to the chiefs, instead of the 
clans. It was after that, and not till then, that the chiefs and chieftains became 
lairds, and found it their interest to evict the clans. This was done at first 
quietly and gradually, but ultimately, as the strength of the executive increased, 
by wholesale evictions and expatriations. Sad for the warlike power and dignity of 
Scotland has been the change that substituted the Lowland shepherd for the High- 
land warrior and husbandman ; but it is to be borne in mind that I speak of the first 
batch, who, with a few exceptions, were the very lowest grade of the Lowland 
peasantry, — persons who were as coarse and greedy in their habits as they 
were low and mean in their character and birth. A thousand graphic anecdotes, 
still preserved in the Highlands, but utterly unfit for publication, testify to the 
truth of the above statement, and the impression it made on the minds of a 
people whom a recent writer justly characterised as " Grentlemen of Nature's 
oWd making." Types of the class I refer to, if I am not misinformed, are still 
to be found in isolated localities in the Lowlands, notwithstanding the great 
change in the condition and in the manners and customs of the Lowland 
peasantry since the above date. Some proprietors consider these drudges^ who 
toil hard and live cheap, the most profitable farmers ; but, alas for the country 
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that allowed them to expatriate her noble Highland clans ! Lest the reader 
should doubt the correctness of the above sketch of the original sheep-farmers 
of the Highlands, I beg to refer him to " Oran nan Ciobairean/* by Allan 
Macdougall, the blind bard of Glengarry, who knew them well, and graphically 
describes both their character and lives. He corroborates his contemporary, 
Duncan Ban Macintyre, in ascribing to them the suppression of the great agri- 
cultural enterprise of the Gael, *^ on shores and wolds/' and converting the 
country into a desert ; but I can make room only for one verse, for I have 
exceeded the limits of my contract by nearly 100 pages. This poem was 
written more than sixty years since, by a man who witnessed and could well 
appreciate the change he describes. I wish Mr Macnaughton, the gentleman 
mentioned in the preface, would publish it in his phonetic spelling, witli such a 
translation as that published in his '' Lectures on the Authenticity of Ossian.*' 
I feel certain that it would gratify thousands of the English reading public 

ORAN NAN CIOBAIBEAN. — THE SONQ OF THE SHEEP-FABHEBS. 



Thainig orin do dh-Alabin crois ! 
Tha doine bochd nochdte nis, 
Gun bhiadh gun aodach gun chluain ; 
Tha'n airde tuath an deis a sgrios ! 
Cha'n fhaiceir crodh laoigh an gleann, 

Na gerran laider dol an eil ; 
Cha*n fhaicer ach caorich is uain, 
*S goU mu*n cuairt le sgreidil bhrein. 

Tha'n duthaich gu leir air dol fas, 

San Gaedhel gu'n tathaich fo'n ghrein ! 



A curse has come upon Albin ! 

Men are now poor and naked. 

Without food, raiment, or shelter ; 

The north country is ruined I 

No milk kine are to be seen in the 
vales. 

No strong work-horses in harness ; 

Nothing is seen but ewes and lambs, 

With Lowlanders round them, harshly 
screeching. 

The country has been converted into a 
desert. 

The Gael has no home under the sun ! 



THE END. 
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MAC'CBBAGAIB O BUADHHU. 




BUAIN NA RAINICH. 
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OICH MAH THA Ml. 

Allegretto mo4crAtu. 



GU'M BU SLAN A CHI Ml . 







AIR FAILL£RIN ILLERINN. 



GlLIilOH CALLDM. 
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TH£ MARCH OF TH£ DIE HARDS. 
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LAMENT FOR PRINCE CHARLES. 

With exprefcsioB. 
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SUD MAR CHAIOH AN CAL A OHOLLAIDH. 





CAIRTEIN CARRAIG. 
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MARI BHOIDHEACH. 
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S CI ANAL 'M FHUIRfiACH AN DUN-EIDIN. 



Air. 




Ij^i'F^rnrfrJ i J^Jj.iJ'jjJi^^ 





ANGILLIOH OUBH CIAR DUBH. 

Andante con Esp. v k. ^ ^ 
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QKD A GHEABHAIN. 
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THA OHRlliCHO FEIN. 




OCH NANOCH, MO LEIR CHRAOH. 

Andante con K&q . 
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